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THE ANTIQUARY. 


i knew Anselmo. He was shrewd and pcudeng 
Wisdom and cunning had their shares of him; 
But he was shrewish as a wayward child, 

And pleased again by toys which childhood please; 
As— book of fables, graced with print of wood, 
Or cise the jingling of a rusty medal, 

Or the rare melody of some old ditty, 

That first was sung to please King Pepin’s cradle. 
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THE 


ANTIQUARY. 


ADVERTISEMENT — (1829.) 


Tue present Work completes a series of fictitious narratives, intended to 
illustrate the manners of Scotland at three different periods. Waver.ey 
embraced the age of our fathers, Guy Mannerine, that of our own youth, 
and the Antiquary refers to the last ten years of the eighteenth century. 
I have, in the two last narratives especially, sought my principal personages 
in the class of society who are the last to feel the influence of that general 
polish which assimilates to each other the manners of different nations. 
Among the same class I have placed some of the scenes, in which I have 
endeavoured to illustrate the operation of the higher and more violent 
passions ; both because the lower orders are less restrained by the habit of 
suppressing their feelings, and because I agree with my friend Wordsworth, 
that they seldom fail to express them in the strongest and most powerful 
language. This is, I think, peculiarly the case with the peasantry of my 
own country, a class with whom I have long been familiar. The antique 
force and simplicity of their language, often tinctured with the Oriental 
eloquence of Scripture, in the mouths of those of an elevated understand- 
ing, give pathos to their grief, and dignity to their resentment. 

have been more solicitous to describe manners minutely, than to arrange 
in any case an artificial and combined narrative, and have but to regret 
that I felt myself unable to unite these two requisites of a good Novel. 

The knavery of the Adept in the following sheets may appear forced and 
improbable; but we have had very late instances of the force of supersti- 
tious credulity to a much greater extent, and the reader may be assured, 
that this part of the narrative is founded on a fact of actual occurrence. 

I have now only to express my gratitude to the public, for the distin-, 
guished reception which they have given to works, that have little more 
than some truth of colouring to recommend them, and to take my respectful 
leave, as one who is not likely again to solicit their favour. 


To the above advertisement, which was prefixed to the first edition of the 
Antiquary, it is necessary in the present edition to add a few words, trans- 
ferred from the Introduction to the Chronicles of the Canongate, respecting 
the character of Jonathan Oldbuck. 

‘“‘T may here state generally, that although I have deemed historical per- 
sonages free subjects of delineation, I have never on any occasion violated 
_ the respect due to private life. It was indeed impossible that traits proper 
to persons, both living and dead, with whom I have had intercourse in so- 
ciety, should not have risen to my pen in such works as Waverley, and those 
which followed it. But I have always studied to generalize the portraits, 
so that they should still seem, on the whole, the eS, 3) fancy. 
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though possessing some resemblance to real individuals. Yet I must own 
my attempts have not in this last particular been uniformly successtul. 
There are men whose characters are so peculiarly marked, that the delinea- 
tion of some leading and principal feature, inevitably places the whole 
person before you in his individuality. Thus, the character of Jonathan 
Oldbuck, in the Antiquary, was partly founded on that of an old friend of 
my youth, to whom I am indebted for introducing me to Shakspeare, and 
other invaluable favours; but I thought I had so completely disguised the 
likeness, that it could not be recognised by any one now alive. I was mis- 
taken, however, and indeed had endangered what I desired should be con- 
sidered as a secret; for I afterwards learned that a highly «respectable 
gentleman, one of the few surviving friends of my father, and an acute 
critic, had said, upon the appearance of the work, that he was now con- 
vinced who was the author of it, as he recognised, in the Antiquary, traces 
of the character of a very intimate friend of my father’s family.” 

I have only farther to request the reader not to suppose that my late re- 
spected friend resembled Mr. Oldbuck, either in his pedigree, or the history 
imputed to the ideal personage. There is not a single incident in the Novel 
which is borrowed from his real circumstances, excepting the fact that he 
resided in an old house near a flourishing seaport, and that the author 
chanced to witness a scene betwixt him and the female proprietor of a 
stage-coach, very similar to that which commences the history of the Anti- 
quary. An excellent temper, with a slight degree of subacid humour; 
learning, wit, and drollery, the more poignant that they were a little marked. 
by the peculiarities of an old bachelor; a soundness of thought, rendered 
more forcible by an occasional quaintness of expression, were, the author 
conceives, the only qualities in which the creature of his imagination re- 
sembled his benevolent and excellent old friend. 

The prominent part performed by the Beggar in the following narrative, 
induces the author to prefix a few remarks on that character, as it formerly | 
existed in Scotland, though it is now scarcely to be traced. 

Many of the old Scottish mendicants were by no means to be confounded 
with the utterly degraded class of beings who now practise that wandering 
trade. Such of them as were in the habit of travelling through a particular 
district, were usually well received both in the farmer’s ha’, and in the 
kitchens of the country gentlemen. Martin, author of the Reliquie Divi 
Sanctt Andree, written in 1683, gives the following account of one class of 
this order of men in the seventeenth century, in terms which would induce 
an antiquary like Mr. Oldbuck to regret its extinction. He conceives them 
to be descended from the ancient bards, and proceeds: — “‘ They are called 
by others, and by themselves, Jockies, who go about begging ; and use still 
to recite the Sloggorne (gathering-words or war-cries) of most of the true 

‘ancient surnames of Scotland, from old experience and observation. Some 

of them I have discoursed, and found to have reason and discretion. One 
of them told me there were not now above twelve of them in the whole 
isle; but he remembered when they abounded, so as at one time he was on3 
of five that usually met at St. Andrews.” 

The race of Jockies (of the above description) has, I suppose, been long 
extinct in Scotland; but the old remembered beggar, even in my own time, 
like the Baccoch, or travelling cripple of Ireland, was expected to merit his 
quarters by something beyond an exposition of his distresses. He was often 
a talkative, facetious fellow, prompt at repartee, and not withheld from 
exercising his powers that way by any respect of persons, his patched cloak 
giving him the privilege of the ancient jester. To be a gude crack, that is, 
to possess talents for conversation, was essential to the trade of a “ puir 
body” ef the more esteemed class; and Burns, who delighted in the amuse- 
ment their discourse afforded, seems to have looked forward with gloomy 
nrraness to the possibility of himself becoming one day or other a member 
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of their itinerant society. In his poetical works, it is alluded to so often, 
as perhaps to indicate that he considered the consummation as not utterly 
impossible. Thus, in the fine dedication of his work to Gavin Hamilton, 
he says,— 

And when I downa yoke a naig, 

Then, Lord be thankit, I can beg. 
Again, in his Epistle to Davie, a brother Poet, he states, that in their clos 
ing career— ; 

The last o’t, the warst o’t, 

Ts only just to beg. 


And after having remarked, that 


To lie in kilns and barns at e’en, 
When banes are crazed and blude is thin, 
Is doubtless great distress ; 

the bard reckons up, with true poetical spirit, the free enjoyment of the 
beauties of nature, which might counterbalance the hardship and uncer- 
tainty of the life even of a mendicant. In one of his prose letters, to which 
I have lost the reference, he details this idea yet more seriously, and dwells 
upon it, as not ill adapted to his habits and powers. 

As the life of a Scottish mendicant of the eighteenth century seems to 
have been contemplated without much horror by Robert Burns, the author 
san hardly have erred in giving to Edie Ochiltree something of poetical 
character and personal dignity, above the more abject of his miserable 
calling. The class had, in fact, some privileges. A lodging, such as it 
was, was readily granted to them in some of the out-houses, and the usual 
awmous (alms) of a handful of meal (called a gowpen) was scarce denied by 
the poorest cottager. The mendicant disposed these, according to their 
different quality, in various bags around his person, and thus carried about 
with him the principal part of his sustenance, which he literally received 
for the asking. At the houses of the gentry, his cheer was mended by 
scraps of broken meat, and perhaps a Scottish “twalpenny,” or English 
penny, which was expended in snuff or whisky. In fact, these indolent 
peripatetics suffered much less real hardship and want of food, than the 
poor peasants from whom they received alms. 

If, in addition to his personal qualifications, the mendicant chanced to be 
a King’s Bedesman, or Blue-Gown, he belonged, in virtue thereof, to the 
aristocracy of his order, and was esteemed a person of great importance. 

These Bedesmen are an order of paupers to whom the Kings of Scotland 
were in the custom of distributing a certain alms, in conformity with the 
ordinances of the Catholic Church, and who were expected in return to pray 
for the royal welfare and that of the state. This order is still kept up. 
Their number is equal to the number of years which his Majesty has lived; 
and one Blue-Gown additional is put on the roll for every returning royal 
birth-day. On the same auspicious era, each Bedesman receives a new 
cloak, or gown of coarse cloth, the colour light blue, with a pewter badge, 
which confers on them the general privilege of asking alms through all 
Seotland,—all laws against sorning, masterful beggary, and every other . 
species of mendicity, being suspended in favour of this privileged class. 
With his cloak, each receives a leathern purse, containing as many shillings 
Scots (videlicet, pennies sterling) as the sovereign is years old; the zeal of 
their intercession for the king’s long life receiving, it is to be supposed, a 
great stimulus from their own present and increasing interest in the object 
of their prayers. On the same occasion one of the Royal Chaplains preaches 
a sermon to the Bedesmen, who (as one of the reverend gentlemen expressed 
himself) are the most impatient and inattentive audience in the world. 
Something of this may arise from a feeling on the part of the Bedesmen, that 
they are paid for their own devotions, not for listening to those of others. 
Or, more probabty. it arises from impatience, natural, though indecorovus in 
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men bearing so venerable a character, to arrive at the conclusion of the 
eeremonial of the royal birth-day, which, so far as they are concerned, ends 
in a lusty breakfast of bread and ale; the whole moral and religious exhi- 
»yition terminating in the advice of Johnson’s “Hermit hoar’ to his 
proselyte, 

Come, my lad, and drink some beer. 

Of the charity bestowed on these aged Bedesmen in money and clothing, 
there are many records in the Treasurer’s accompts. The following extract, 
kindly supplied by Mr. MacDonald of the Register House, may interest 
those whose taste is akin to that of Jonathan Oldbuck of Monkbarns. 


BLEW GOWNIS. 


‘Tn the Account of Sir Roserr Mezvint of Murdocarney, Treasurer-Depute 
of King James VI., there are the following Payments :— 


“ Junij 1590. 


“Ttem, to Mr. Peter Young, Elimosinar, twentie four gownis of blew 
elayth, to be gevin to xxiiij auld men, according to the yeiris of his hienes 
age, extending to viij xx viij elnis clayth; price of the elne xxiilj s. 

Inde, ij ¢ j la. xij s. 

‘“‘Ttem, for sextene elnis buckrum to the saidis gownis, price of the elne x s. 

Inde, viij J. 

“Item, twentie four pursis, and in ilk purse twentie four schilling, 

Inde, xxviij 7. xvj s. 

‘Item, the price of ilk purse itijd. . . . .. . . + Inde, viljs, 

*‘Tiem, for making of the saidis gownis, . . ». . +» « «+: « enw 


In the Account of Joun, Eart of Mar, Great Treasurer of Scotland, and 
of Sir Gideon Murray of Elibank, Treasurer-Depute, the Blue Gowns also 


appear—thus: 
“ Junij 1617, 


“Item, to James Murray, merchant, for fyftene scoir sex elnis and ane 
half elne of blew claith to be gownis to fyftie ane aigeit men according to 
the yeiris of his Majesties age, at xls. the elne, . . . Inde, vj ¢ xiij i. 

“Item, to workmen for careing the blewis to James Aikman, tailyeour, 
his hous, gy wold ae el eae tae X1ij s. liij d. 

‘Item, for sex elnis and ane half of harden to the saidis gownis, at vj s. 
viij d. the elne, piel nia ke ae he ee Inde, xliij s. iiij d. 

‘Item, to the said workmen for careing of the gownis fra the said James 
Aikman’s hous to the palace of Halyrudehous, . . .. . . xviijs. 

“‘Item, for making the saidis fyftie ane gowns, at xij s. the peice, 

Inde, xxx li. xij s. 


“Item, for fyftie ane pursis to the said puiremen, . . .. . . ijs. 
_ “Ttem, to Sir Peter Young, lj s. to be put in everie ane of the saidis ]j 
pursis to the said poore men, . - je mendes. 


“Item, to the said Sir Peter, to buy breid and drink to the said puir men, 
vj 2a xij s. ilij d. 
“Item, to the said Sir Peter, to be delt amang uther puire folk . jelj. 
“Item, upoun the last day of Junij to Doctor Young, Deane of Win- 
chester, Klimozinar Deput to his Majestie, twentie fyve pund sterling, to be 


gevin to the puir be the way in his Majesteis progress, . . Inde, ij ¢ li.” 


_ Uhave only to add, that although the institution of King’s Bedemen still 
subsists, they are now seldom to be seen on the streets of Edinburgh, of 
which their peculiar dress made them rather a characteristic feature. 

Having thus given an account of the genus and species to which Edie 
Ochiltree appertains, the author may add, that the individual he had in his 
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sye was Andrew Gemmells, an old mendicant of the character described, 
who was many years since well known, and must still be remembered, in 
the vales of Gala, Tweed, Httrick, Yarrow, and the adjoining country. 

The author has in his youth repeatedly seen and conversed with Andrew, 
but cannot recollect whether he held the rank of Blue-Gown. He was a 
remarkably fine old figure, very tall, and maintaining a soldierlike, or mili- 
tary manner and address. His features were intelligent, with a powerful 
expression of sarcasm. His motions were always so graceful, that he might 
almost have been suspected of having studied them; for he might, on any 
occasion, have served as a model for an artist, so remarkably striking were 
his ordinary attitudes. Andrew Gemmells had little of the cant of his call- 
ing; his wants were food and shelter, or a trifle of money, which he always 
claimed, and seemed to receive as his due. He sung a good song, told a 
good story, and could crack a severe jest, with all the acumen of Shaks- 
peare’s jesters, though without using, like them, the cloak of insanity. It 
was some fear of Andrew’s satire, as much as a feeling of kindness or 
charity, which secured him the general good reception which he enjoyed 
everywhere. In fact, a jest of Andrew Gemmells, especially at the expense 
of a person of consequence, flew round the circle which he frequented, as 
surely as the bon-mot of a man of established character for wit glides 
through the fashionable world. Many of his good things are held in remem- 
brance, but are generally too local and personal to be introduced here. 

Andrew had a character peculiar to himself among his tribe, for aught I 
ever heard. He was ready and willing to play at cards or dice with any 
one who desired such amusement. This was more in the character of the 
Irish itinerant gambler, called in that country a carrow, than of the Scottish 
beggar. But the late Reverend Doctor Robert Douglas, minister of Gala- 
shiels, assared the author, that the last time he saw Andrew Gemmells, he 
was engaged in a game at brag with a gentleman of fortune, distinction, 
and birth. To preserve the due gradations of rank, the party was made at 
an open window of the chateau, the laird sitting on his chair in the inside, 
the beggar on a stool in the yard; and they played on the window-sill. The 
stake was a considerable parcel of silver. The author expressing some 
surprise, Dr. Douglas observed, that the laird was no doubt a humourist or 
original ; but that many decent persons in those times would, like him, have 
thought there was nothing extraordinary in passing an hour, either in card- 
playing or conversation, with Andrew Gemmells. 

This singular mendicant had generally, or was supposed to have, as much 
money about his person, as would have been thought the value of his life, 
among modern foot-pads. Gn one occasion, a country gentleman, generally 
esteemed a very narrow man, happening to meet Andrew, expressed great 
regret that he had no silver in his pocket, or he would have given him six- 
pence: —‘‘I can give you change for a note, laird,’’ replied Andrew. 

Like most who have arisen to the head of their profession, the moderr 
degradation which mendicity has undergone was often the subject of 
Andrew’s lamentations. As a trade, he said, it was forty pounds a-year 
worse since he had first practised it. On another occasion he observed, 
begging was in modern times scarcely the profession of a gentleman; and 
that if he had twenty sons, he would not easily be induced to breed one of - 
them up in his own line. When or where this laudator temporis acti closed 
his wanderings, the author never heard with certainty ; but most probably, 
as Burns says, 


he died a cadger-powny’s death, 

At some dike side. ‘ 

The author may add another picture of the same kind as Edie Ochiltree 
and Andrew Gemmells; considering these illustrations as a sort of gallery, 
»pen to the reception of anything which may elucidate former manners, or 
umuse the reader 
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The author’s contemporaries at the university of Edinburgh will probably 
remember the thin wasted form of @ venerable old Bedesman, who stood by 
the Potter-row port, now demolished, and, without speaking a syllable, 
gently inclined his head, and offered his hat, but with the least possible 
degree of urgency, towards each individual who passed. This man gained, 
by silence and the extenuated and wasted appearance of a palmer from a 
remote country, the same tribute which was yielded to Andrew Gemmells’s 
sarcastic humour and stately deportment. He was understood to be able to 
maintain a son a student in the theological classes of the University, at the 

ate of which the father was a mendicant. The young man was modest and 
inclined to learning, so that a student of the same age, and whose parents 
were rather of the lower order, moved by seeing him excluded from the 
society of other scholars when the secret of his birth was suspected, endea- 
voured to console him by offering him some occasional civilities. The old 
mendicant was grateful for this attention to his son, and one day, as the 
friendly student passed, he stooped forward more than usual, as if to inter- 
cept his passage. The scholar drew out a half-penny, which he concluded 
was the beggar’s object, when he was surprised to receive his thanks for 
the kindness he had shown to Jemmie, and at the same time a cordial invi- 
tation to dine with them next Saturday, “on a shoulder of mutton and 
potatoes,” adding, “ ye’ll put on your clean sark, as I have company.” The 
student was strongly tempted to accept this hospitable proposal, as many in 
‘his place would probably have done; but, as the motive might have been 
capable of misrepresentation, he thought it most prudent, considering the 
character and circumstances of the old man, to decline the invitation. 

Such are a few traits of Scottish mendicity, designed to throw light on a 
Novel in which a character of that description plays a prominent part. We 
conclude, that we have vindicated Edie Ochiltree’s right to the importance 
assigned him; and have shown, that we have known one beggar take a 
hand at cards with a person of distinction, and another give dinner parties, 

I know not if it be worth while to observe, that the Antiquary was not 
so well received on its first appearance as either of its predecessors, though 
a course of time it rose to equal, and, with some readers, superior popu- 
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Chapter the First. 


Go call a coach, and let a coach be called, 

And let the man who calleth he the caller ; 

And in his calling let him nothing call, 

But Coach! Coach! Coach! O for a coach, ye gods! 
CHRONONHOTONTHOLOGOS. 


It was early on a fine summer’s day, near the end of the eighteenth cen- 
tury, when a young man, of genteel appearance, journeying towards the 
north-east of Scotland, provided himself with a ticket in one of those public 
carriages which travel between Edinburgh and the Queensferry, at which 
place, as the name implies, and as is well known to all my northern readers, 
there is a passage-boat for crossing the Frith of Forth. The coach was cal- 
culated to carry six regular passengers, besides such interlopers as the . 
coachman could pick up by the way, and intrude upon those who were 
legally in possession. The tickets, which conferred right to seat in this 
vehicle of little ease, were dispensed by a sharp-looking old dame, with a 
pair of spectacles on a very thin nose, who inhabited a “laigh shop,” 
anglice, a cellar, opening to the High Street by a straight and steep stair, 
at the bottom of which she sold tape, thread, needles, skeins of worsted, 
coarse linen cloth, and such feminine gear, to those who had the courage 
and skill to descend to the profundity of her dwelling, without falling head- 
long themselves, or throwing down any of the numerous articles which, 
piled on each side of the descent, indicated the profession of the trader 
below. : 

The written hand-bill, which, pasted on a projecting board, announced 
that the Queensferry Diligence, or Hawes Fly, departed precisely at twelve 
o’clock on Tuesday, the fifteenth July, 17—, in order to secure for travellers 
the opportunity of passing the Frith with the flood-tide, lied on the present 
occasion like a bulletin; for although that hour was pealed from Saint 
Giles’s steeple, and repeated by the Tron, no coach appeared upon the ap- 
pointed stand, It is true, only two tickets had been taken out, and possibly 
the lady of the subterranean mansion might have an understanding with 
her Automedon, that, in such cases, a little space was to be allowed for the 
chance of filling up the vacant places—or the said Automedon might have 
been attending a funeral, and be delayed by the necessity of stripping his 
vehicle of its lugubrious trappings—or he might have staid to take a half- 
mutckin extraordinary with his crony the hostler—or—in short, he did not 
make his appearance. 

The young gentleman, who began to grow somewhat impatient, was now _ 
joined by a companion in this petty misery of human life—the person who 
had taken out the other place. He who is bent upon a journey is usually 
easy to be distinguished from his fellow-citizens The boots, the great-coat, 

(1?) 
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the umbrella, the little bundle in his hand, the hat pulled over his resvived 
brows, the determined importance of his pace, his brief answers to the salu- 
tations of lounging acquaintances, are all marks by which the experienved 
traveller in mail-coach or diligence can distinguish, at a distance, the com- 
panion of his future journey, as he pushes onward to the place of ren- 
dezvous. It is then that, with worldly wisdom, the first comer hastens to 
secure the best berth in the coach for himself, and to make the most conve- 
nient arrangement for his baggage before the arrival of his competitors. 
Our youth, who was gifted with little prudence of any sort, and who was, 
moreover, by the absence of the coach, deprived of the power of availing 
himself of his priority of choice, amused himself, instead, by speculating 
upon the occupation and character of the personage who was now come to 
the coach office. 

He was a good-looking man of the age of sixty, perhaps older, — but his 
hale complexion and firm step announced that years had not impaired his 
strength or health. His countenance was of the true Scottish cast, strongly 
marked, and rather harsh in features, with a shrewd and penetrating eye, 
and a countenance in which habitual gravity was enlivened by a cast of 
ironical humour. His dress was uniform, and of a colour becoming his age 
and gravity; a wig, well dressed and powdered, surmounted by a slouched 
hat, had something of a professional air. He might be a clergyman, yet 
his appearance was more that of a man of the world than usually belongs 
to the kirk of Scotland, and his first ejaculation put the matter beyond 
question. . 

He arrived with a hurried pace, and, casting an alarmed glance towards 
the dial-plate of the church, then looking at the place where the coach 
should have been, exclaimed, ‘ Deil’s in it—I am too late after all!’ 

The young man relieved his anxiety, by telling him the coach had not 
yet appeared. The old gentleman, apparently conscious of his own want 
of punctuality, did not at first feel courageous enough to censure that of 
the coachman. He took a parcel, containing apparently a large folio, from 
a little boy who followed him, and, patting him on the head, bid him go 
back and tell Mr. B , that if he had known he was to have had so much 
time he would have put another word or two to their bargain,—then told 
the boy to mind-his business, and he would be as thriving a lad as ever 
dusted a duodecimo. The boy lingered, perhaps in hopes of a penny to 
buy marbles; but none was forthcoming. Our senior leaned his little 
bundle upon one of the posts at the head of the staircase, and, facing the 
traveller who had first arrived, waited in silence for about five minutes the 
arrival of the expected diligence. 

At length, after one or two impatient glances at the progress of the 
minute-hand of the clock, having compared it with his own watch, a huge 
and antique gold repeater, and having twitched about his features to give 
due emphasis to one or two peevish pshaws, he hailed the old lady of the 
cavern. 

“Good woman,—but what the d—1 is her name ?—Mrs. Macleuchar!” 

Mrs. Macleuchar, aware that she had a defensive part to sustain in the 
encounter which was to follow, was in no hurry to hasten the discussion by 
returning a ready answer. 

“Mrs. Macleuchar—Good woman,” (with an elevated voice)—then apart, 
“Old doited hag, she’s as deaf as a post—I say, Mrs. Macleuchar!”’ 

“JT am just serving a customer.—Indeed, hinny, it will no be a bodle 
cheaper than I tell ye.” 

“Woman,” reiterated the traveller, ‘do you think we can stand here all 
day till you have cheated that por servant wench out of her half-year’s fee 
and bountith ?” : 

“Cheated!” retorted Mrs. Macleuchar, eager to take up the quarrel 
upon u defensible ground—‘‘I scorn your words, sir; you are an uncivil 
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par und I desire you will not stand there to slander me at my ain stair. 
ead, 

“The woman,” said the senior, looking with an arch glance at his destined 
travelling companion, “‘ does not understand the words of action.—Woman,”’ 
again turning to the vault, “I arraign not thy character, but I desire to 
know what is become of thy coach ?” 

*‘What’s your wull?” answered Mrs. Macleuchar, relapsing into deafness. 

‘““We have taken places, ma’am,” said the younger stranger, “in your 
diligence for Queensferry ”-——‘“‘ Which should have been half-way on the 
road before now,” continued the elder and more impatient traveller, rising 
in wrath as he spoke; ‘and now in all likelihood we shall miss the tile, 
and I have business of importance on the other side—and your cursed 
coach ”’ 

“The coach?—Gude guide us, gentlemen, is it no on the stand yet?” 
answered the old lady, her shrill tone of expostulation sinking into a kind 
of apologetic whine. ‘‘Is it the coach ye hae been waiting for?” 

“What else could have kept us broiling in the sun by the side of the 
gutter here, you—you faithless woman, eh ?” 

Mrs. Macleuchar now ascended her trap stair (for such it might be called, 
though constructed of stone), until her nose came upon a level with the 
pavement; then, after wiping her spectacles to look for that which she well 
knew was not to be found, she exclaimed, with well-feigned astonishment, 
“Gude guide us !—saw ever onybody the like o’ that?” 

“Yes, you abominable woman,” vociferated the traveller, ‘‘many have 
seen the like of it, and all will see the like of it, that have anything to do 
with your trolloping sex ;” then, pacing with great indignation before the 
door of the shop, still as he passed and repassed, like a vessel who gives 
her broadside as she comes abreast of a hostile fortress, he shot down com- 
| peaanie threats, and reproaches, on the embarrassed Mrs. Macleuchar. 

e would take a post-chaise — he would call a hackney-coach — he would 
take four horses — he must— he would be on the north side to-day— and 
all the expense of his journey, besides damages, direct and consequential, 
arising from delay, should be accumulated on the devoted head of Mrs. 
Macleuchar. 

There was something so comic in his pettish resentment, that the younger 
traveller, who was in no such pressing hurry to depart, could not help being 
amused with it, especially as it was obvious, that every now and then the 
old gentleman, though very angry, could not help laughing at his own vehe- 
mence. But when Mrs. Macleuchar began also to join in the laughter, he 
quickly put a stop to her ill-timed merriment. 

““Woman,” said he, ‘“‘is that advertisement thine?” showing a bit of 
crumpled printed paper: ‘Does it not set forth, that, God willing, as you 
hypocritically express it, the Hawes Fly, or Queensferry Diligence, would 
set forth to-day at twelve o’clock? and is it not, thou falsest of creatures, 
now a quarter past twelve, and no such fly or diligence to be seen ?— Dost 
thou know the consequence of seducing the lieges by false reports ?—dost 
thou know it might be brought under the statute of leasing-making? Answer 
—and for once in thy long, useless, and evil life, let it be in the words of 
truth and sincerity, —hast thou such a coach ?—is it in rerum natura ?—or 
is this base annunciation a mere swindle on the incautious, to beguile them 
of their time, their patience, and three shillings of sterling money of this 
realm ?—Hast thou, I say, such a coach? ay or no?” 

**O dear, yes, sir; the neighbours ken the diligence weel, green picked 
ot wi’ red—three yellow wheels and a black ane.” 

** Woman, thy special description will not serve—it may be only a lie with 
a circuinstance.” 

““() man! man!’ said the overwhelmed Mrs. Macleuchar, totally exhaurted 
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at having been so long the butt of his rhetoric, ‘‘ take back your three shil 
lings, and make me quit 0’ ye.” : 

“Not so fast, not so fast, woman— Will three shillings transport me to 
Queensferry, agreeably to thy treacherous program ?—or will it requite the — 
damage I may sustain by leaving my business undone? or repay the expenses 
which I must disburse if I am obliged to tarry a day at the South Ferry for 
lack of tide? Will it hire, I say, a pinnace, for which alone the regular 
price is five shillings ?” 

Here his argument was cut short by a lumbering noise, which proved to 
be the advance of the expected vehicle, pressing forward with all the despatch 
to which the broken-winded jades that drew it could possibly be urged. 
With ineffable pleasure, Mrs. Macleuchar saw her tormentor deposited im 
the leathern convenience; but still, as it was driving off, his head thrust 
out of the window reminded her, in words drowned amid the rumbling of 
the wheels, that, if the diligence did not attain the Ferry in time to save 
the flood-tide, she, Mrs. Macleuchar, should be held responsible for all the 
consequences that might ensue. 

The coach had continued in motion for a mile or two before the stranger 
had completely repossessed himself of his equanimity, as was manifested 
by the doleful ejaculations, which he made from time to time, on the too 
great probability, or even certainty, of their missing the flood-tide. By 
degrees, however, his wrath subsided; he wiped his brows, relaxed his 
frown, and, undoing the parcel in his hand, produced his folio, on which 
he gazed from time to time with the knowing look of an amateur, admiring 
its height and condition, and ascertaining by a minute and individual in- 
spection of each leaf, that the volume was uninjured and entire from title- 
page to colophon. His fellow-traveller took the liberty of inquiring the 
subject of his studies. He lifted up his eyes with something of a sarcastic 
glance, as if he supposed the young querist would not relish, or perhaps 
understand his answer, and pronounced the book to be Sandy Gordon’s 
Itinerarium Septentrionale, a book illustrative of the Roman remains in 
Scotland. The querist, unappalled by this learned title, proceeded to put 
several questions, which indicated that he had made use of a good educa- 
tion, and although not possessed of minute information on the subject of 
antiquities, had yet acquaintance enough with the classics to render him 
an interested and intelligent auditor when they were enlarged upon. The 
elder traveller, observing with pleasure the capacity of his temporary com- 
panion to understand and answer him, plunged, nothing loath, into a sea 
of discussion concerning urns, vases, votive altars, Roman camps, and the 
rules of castrametation. ) 

The pleasure of this discourse had such a dulcifying tendency, that, 
although two causes of delay occurred, each of much more serious dura- 
tion than that which had drawn down his wrath upon the unlucky Mrs. 
Macleuchar, our ANTIQUARY only bestowed on the delay the honour of a 
few episodical poohs and pshaws, which rather seemed to regard the inter- 
ruption of his disquisition than the retardation of his journey. 

The first of these stops was occasioned by the breaking of a spring, 
which half an hour’s labour hardly repaired. To the second, the Antiquary 
was himself accessory, if not the principal cause of it; for, observing that 
one of the horses had cast a fore-foot shoe, he apprized the coachman of 
this important deficiency. “It’s Jamie Martingale that furnishes the naigs 
on contract, and uphauds them,” answered John, ‘‘and I am not entitled 
to make any stop, or to suffer prejudice by the like of these accidents.” 

“And when you go to—I mean to the place you deserve to go to, you 
scoundrel, — who do you think will uphold you on contract? If you don’t 
stop directly and carry the poor brute to the next smithy, I’ll have you 
punished, if there’s a justice of peace in Mid-Lothian ;” and, opening the 
yoach door, out he jumped, while the coachman obeyed his orders, mutter 
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ing, that “if the gentlemen lost the tide now, they could not say but it was 
their ain fault, since he was willing to get on.” 

I like so little to analyze the complication of the causes which influence 
actions, that I will not venture to ascertain whether our Antiquary’s 
humanity to the poor horse was not in some degree aided by his desire of 
showing his companion a Pict’s camp, or Round-about, a subject which he 
had been elaborately discussing, and of which a specimen, ‘very curious 
and perfect indeed,” happened to exist about a hundred yards distant from 
the spot where this interruption took place. But were I compelled to 
decompose the motives of my worthy friend (for such was the gentleman 
in the sober suit, with powdered wig and slouched hat), I should say, that, 
although he certainly would not in any case have suffered the coachman to 
proceed while the horse was unfit for service, and likely to suffer by being 
urged forward, yet the man of whipcord escaped some severe abuse and 
reproach by the agreeable mode which the traveller found out to pass the 
interval of delay. 

So much time was consumed by these interruptions of their journey, that 
when they descended the hill above the Hawes (for so the inn on the southern 
side of th» Queens-ferry is denominated), the experienced eye of the Anti- 
quary at ouce discerned, from the extent of wet sand, and the number of 
black stones and rocks, covered with sea-weed, which were visible along the 
skirts of the shore, that the hour of tide was past. The young traveller 
expected a burst of indignation; but whether, as Croaker says in ‘“ The 
Good-natured Man,” our hero had exhausted himself in fretting away his 
misfortunes beforehand, so that he did not feel them when they actually 
arrived, or whether he found the company in which he was placed too con- 
genial to lead him to repine at anything which delayed his journey, it is 
certain that he submitted to his lot with much resignation. 

“The d—l’s in the diligence and the old hag it belongs to! — Diligence, 
quoth I? Thou shouldst have called it the Sloth— Fly, quoth she? why, 
it moves like a fly through a glue-pot, as the Irishman says. But however, 
time and tide tarry for no man; and so, my young friend, we’ll have a 
snack here at the Hawes, which is a very decent sort of a place, and I’ll 
be very happy to finish the account I was giving you of the difference 
between the mode of entrenching castra stativa and castra estiva, things 
confounded by too many of our historians. Lack-a-day, if they had ta’en 
the pains to satisfy their own eyes, instead of following each other’s blind 
guidance! — Well! we shall be pretty comfortable at the Hawes; and 
besides, after all, we must have dined somewhere, and it will be pleasanter 
sailing with the tide of ebb and the evening breeze.” 

In this Christian temper of making the best of all occurrences, our 
travellers alighted at the Hawes. 
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Chater the Second. 


Sir, they do scandal me upon the road here! 
A poor quotidian rack of mutton roasted 
Dry to be grated! and that driven down 
With beer and butter-milk, mingled together. 
It is against my freehold, my inheritance. 
Wine is the word that glads the heart of man, 
And mine’s the house of wine. Sack, says my bush, 
Be merry and drink Sherry, that’s my posie. 
Ben Jonson’s New Inn. 


As the senior traveller descended the crazy steps of the diligence at the 
inn, he was greeted by the fat, gouty, pursy landlord, with that mixture of 
familiarity and respect which the Scotch innkeepers of the old school uved 
t~ assume towards their more valued customers. 

‘“‘ Have a care 0’ us, Monkbarns!” (distinguishing him by his territorial 
epithet, always most agreeable to the ear of a Scottish proprietor) — “is 
this you? I little thought to have seen your honour here till the summer 
session was ower.” 

‘‘Ye donnard auld deevil,” answered his guest, his Scottish accent pre- 
dominating when in anger, though otherwise not particularly remarkable, 
— ‘ye donnard auld crippled idiot, what have I to do with the session, or 
the geese that flock to it, or the hawks that pick their pinions for them?” - 

“'Troth, and that’s true,” said mine host, who, in fact, only spoke upon a 
very general recollection of the stranger’s original education, yet would 
have been sorry not to have been supposed accurate as to the station and 
oe of him, or any other occasional guest — ‘‘ That’s very true; but 

thought ye had some law affair of your ain to look after —I have ane 
myse!l-—a ganging plea that my father left me, and his father afore left to 
him. It’s about our back-yard — ye’ll maybe hae heard of it in the Parlia- 
ment-House, Hutchison against Mackitchinson; it’s a weel-kenn’d plea — 
it’s been four times in afore the fifteen, and deil onything the wisest o’ them 
could make o’t, put just to send it out again to the outer-house. O it’s a 
beautiful thing to see how lang and how carefully justice is considered in 
this country !” 

“Wold your tongue, you fool,” said the traveller, but in great good-hu- 
mour, ‘and tell us what you can give this young gentleman and me for 
dinner.” 

“Qu, there’s fish, nae doubt,—that’s sea-trout and caller haddocks,” said 
Mackitchinson, twisting his napkin; ‘and ye’ll be for a mutton-chop, and 
there’s cranberry-tarts very weel preserved, and — and there’s just onything 
else ye like.” 

‘““Which is to say, there is nothing else whatever? Well, well, the fish 
and the chop, and the tarts, will do very well. But don’t imitate the cau- 
tious delay that you praise in the courts of justice. Let there be no remits 
from the inner to the outer-house, hear ye me?” 

“‘Na, na,” said Mackitchinson, whose long and heedful perusal of volumes 
of printed session papers had made him acquainted with some law phrases 
— ‘‘the denner shall be served quamprimum, and that peremptorie.”’” And 
with the flattering laugh of a promising host, he left them in his sanded 
parlour, hung with prints of the Four Sessions. 

As, notwithstanding his pledge to the contrary, the glorious delays of the 
law were not without their parallel in the kitchen of the inn, our younger 
traveller had an opportunity to step out and make some inquiry of the 
people of the house concerning the rank and station of his companion. 
Che information which he received was of a general avd less authentic 
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nature, hut quite sufficient to make him acquainted with the name, history, 
and circumstances of the gentleman, whom we shall endeavour, in a few 
words, to introduce more accurately to our readers. 

Jonathan Oldenbuck, or Oldinbuck, by popular contraction Oldbuck, ot 
Monkbarns, was the second son of a gentleman possessed of a small pre 
perty in the neighbourhood of a thriving seaport town on the north-easterr 
goast of Scotland, which, for various reasons, we shall denominate Fairport. 
I'hey had been established for several generations, as landowners in the 
county, and in most shires of England would have been accounted-a family 
of some standing. But the shire of was filled with gentlemen of 
more ancient descent and larger fortune. In the last generation, also, the 
neighbouring gentry had been almost uniformly Jacobites, while the pro- 
prietors of Monkbarns, like the burghers of the town near which they were 
settled, were steady assertors of the Protestant succession. The latter had, 
however, a pedigree of their own, on which they prided themselves as much 
as those who despised them valued their respective Saxon, Norman, or 
Celtic genealogies. The first Oldenbuck, who had settled in their family 
mansion shortly after the Reformation, was, they asserted, descended from 
one of the original printers of Germany, and had left his country in conse- 
quence of the persecutions directed against the professors of the Reformed 
religion. He had found a refuge in the town near which his posterity dwelt, 
the more readily that he was a sufferer in the Protestant cause, and certainly 
not the less so, that he brought with him money enough to purchase the 
small estate of Monkbarns, then sold by a dissipated laird, to whose father 
it had been gifted, with other church lands, on the dissolution of the great 
and wealthy monastery to which it had belonged. The Oldenbucks were 
therefore loyal subjects on all occasions of insurrection; and, as they kept 
up a good intelligence with the borough, it chanced that the Laird of Monk- 
barns, who flourished in 1745, was provost of the town during that ill-fated 
year, and had exerted himself with much spirit in favour of King George, 
and even been put to expenses on that score, which, according to the liberal 
conduct of the existing government towards their friends, had never been 
repaid him. By dint of solicitation, however, and borough interest, he 
contrived to gain a place in the customs, and, being a frugal, careful man, 
had found himself enabled to add considerably to his paternal fortune. He 
had only two sons, of whom, as we have hinted, the present laird was the 
younger, and two daughters, one of whom still flourished in single blessed- 
ness, and the other, who was greatly more juvenile, made a love-match with 
a captain in the Morty-twa, who had no other fortune but his commission 
and a Highland pedigree. Poverty disturbed a union which love would 
otherwise have made happy, and Captain M‘Intyre, in justice to his wife 
and two children, a boy and girl, had found himseif obliged to seek his 
fortune in the East Indies. Being ordered upon an expedition against 
Hyder Ally, the detachment to which he belonged was cut off, and no news 
ever reached his unfortunate wife, whether he fell in battle, or was mur- 
dered in prison, or survived, in what the habits of the Indian tyrant ren- 
dered a hopeless captivity. She sunk under the accumulated load of grief 
and uncertainty, and left a son and daughter to the charge of her brother, 
the existing laird of Monkbarns. 

The history of that proprietor himself is soon told. Being, as we have 
said, a second son, his father destined him to a share in a substantial mer- 
eantile concern, carried on by some of his maternal relations. From this 
Jonathan’s mind revolted in the most irreconcilable manner. He was then 
put apprentice to the profession of a writer, or attorney, in which he 
profited so far, that he made himself master of the whole forms of feudal 
investitures, and showed such pleasure in reconciling their incongruities 
and tracing their origin, that his master had great hope he would one day 
be an able conyeyancer. But he halted upon the threshold, and, though 
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he acquired some knowledge of the origin and system of the law of his 
vountry, he could never be persuaded to apply it to lucrative and practical 
purposes. It was not from any inconsiderate neglect of the advantages 
attending the possession of money that he thus deceived the hopes of his 
master. ‘‘ Were he thoughtless or light-headed, or ret sue prodigus,” said 
his instructor, ‘(I would know what to make of him. But he never pays 
away a shilling without looking anxiously after the change, makes his 
sixpence go farther than another lad’s half-crown, and will ponder over an 
- old black-letter copy of the acts of parliament for days, rather than go to 
the golf or the change-house ; and yet he will not bestow one of these days 
on a little business of routine, that would put twenty shillings in his 
ocket—a strange mixture of frugality and industry, and negligent indo- 

tie don’t know what to make of him.” 

But in process of time his pupil gained the means of making what he 
pleased of himself; for his father having died, was not long survived by 
his eldest son, an arrant fisher and fowler, who departed this life, in con- 
sequence of a cold caught in his vocation, while shooting ducks in the 
swamp called Kittlefitting-moss, notwithstanding his having drunk a bottle 
of brandy that very night to keep the cold out of his stomach. Jonathan, 
therefore, succeeded to the estate, and with it to the means of subsisting 
without the hated drudgery of the law. His wishes were very moderate; 
and as the rent of his small property rose with the improvement of the 
country, it soon greatly exceeded his wants and expenditure; and though 
too indolent to make money, he was by no means insensible to the pleasure 
of beholding it accumulate. The burghers of the town near which he lived 
regarded him with a sort of envy, as one who affected to divide himseif from 
their rank in society, and whose studies and pleasures seemed to them alike 
incomprehensible. Still, however, a sort of hereditary respect for the Laird 
of Monkbarns, augmented by the knowledge of his being a ready-money 
man, kept up his consequence with this class of his neighbours. The 
country gentlemen were generally above him in fortune, and beneath him 
in intellect, and, excepting one with whom he lived in habits of intimacy, 
had little intercourse with Mr. Oldbuck of Monkbarns. He had, however, 
the usual resources, the company of the clergyman, and of the doctor, when 
he chose to request it, and also his own pursuits and pleasures, being in 
correspondence with most of the virtuosi of his time, who, like himself, 
measured decayed entrenchments, made plans of ruined castles, read 
illegible inscriptions, and wrote essays on medals in the proportion of 
twelve pages to each letter of the legend. Some habits of hasty irritation 
he had contracted, partly, it was said in the borough of Fairport, from an 
early disappointment in love, in virtue of which he had commenced mis- 
ogynist, as he called it, but yet more by the obsequious attention paid to 
him by his maiden sister and his orphan niece, whom he had trained to 
consider him as the greatest man upon earth, and whom he used to boast 
of as the only woman he had ever seen who were well broke in and bitted 
to obedience; though, it must be owned, Miss Grizzy Oldbuck was some- 
times apt to jibb when he pulled the reins too tight. The westof his 
character must be gathered from the story, and we dismiss with pleasure 
the tiresome task of recapitulation. 

During the time of dinner, Mr. Oldbuck, actuated by the same curiosity 
which his fellow-traveller had entertained on his account, made some 
advances, which his age and station entitled him to do in a more direct 
manner, towards ascertaining the name, destination, and quality of his 
young companion. 

His name, the young gentleman said, was Lovel. 

“What! the cat, the rat, and Lovel our dog? —was he descended from 
King Richard’s favourite ?” 

‘‘He had no pretensions,” he said, “to call himself « whelp of that 
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litter; his father was a north-of-England gentleman. He was at present 
travelling to Fairport (the town near to which Monkbarns was situated), 
and, if he found the place agreeable, might perhaps remain there for some 
weeks.” 

““Was Mr. Lovel’s excursion solely for pleasure ?” 

** Not entirely.” 

“Perhaps on business with some of the commercial people of Faire 
ort?” 

pe It was partly on business, but had no reference to commerce.” 

Here he paused; and Mr. Oldbuck having pushed his inquiries as far as 
ood manners permitted, was obliged to change the conversation. The 
ntiquary, though by no means an enemy to good cheer, was a determined 

foe to all unnecessary expense on a journey; and upon his companion 
giving a hint concerning a bottle of port wine, he drew a direful picture of 
the mixture which he said was usually sold under that denomination, and 
affirming that a little punch was more genuine and better suited for the 
season, he laid his hand upon the bell to order the materials. But Mackit- 
chinson had, in his own mind, settled their beverage otherwise, and 
appeared bearing in his hand an immense double quart bottle, or magnum, 
as it is called in Scotland, covered with saw-dust and cobwebs, the warrants 
of its antiquity. 

“Punch!” said he, catching that generous sound as he entered the 
parlour, “the deil a drap punch ye’se get here the day, Monkbarns, and 
that ye may lay your account wi’.” 

“What do you mean, you impudent rascal ?” 

“ Ay, ay, it’s nae matter for that— but do you mind the trick ye served 
me the last time ye were here ?” 

“T trick you!” 

“ Ay, just yoursell, Monkbarns. The Laird o’ Tamlowrie, and Sir 
Gilbert Grizzlecleugh, and Auld Rossballoh, and the Bailie, were just 
setting in to make an afternoon o’t, and you, wi’ some o’ your auld-warld - 
stories, that the mind o’ man canna resist, whirl’d them to the back 0’ 
beyont to look at the auld Roman camp — Ah, sir!” turning to Lovel, ‘‘ he 
wad wile the bird aff the tree wi’ the tales he tells about folk lang syne — 
and did not I lose the drinking o’ sax pints o’ gude claret, for the deil ane 
wad hae stirred till he had seen that out at the least?” 

“Tye hear the impudent scoundrel!” said Monkbarns, but laughing at 
the same time; for the worthy landlord, as he used to boast, knew the 
measure of a guest’s foot as well as e’er a souter on this side Solway ; 
‘well, well, you may send us in a bottle of port.” 

“Port? Na, na! ye maun leave port and punch to the like 0’ us—it’s 
claret that’s fit for you lairds; and, I dare say, nane of the folk ye speak 
so much o’ ever drank either of the twa.” 

‘To you hear how absolute the knave is? Well, my young friend, we 
nust for once prefer the Falernian to the vile Sabinum.” 

The ready landlord had the cork instantly extracted, decanted the wine 
into a vessel of suitable capaciousness, and, declaring it parfumed the very 
room, left his guests to make the most of it. 

Mackitchinson’s wine was really good, and had its effect upon the spirits 
of the elder guest, who told some good stories, cut some sly jokes, and at 
length entered into a learned discussion concerning the ancient dramatists 
—a ground on which he found his new acquaintance so strong, that at 
‘ength he began to suspect he had made them his professional study. “A 
travelley partly for business and partly for pleasure ?—Why, the stage par- 
takes of both; it is a labour to the performers, and affords, or is meant to 
afford, pleasure to the spectators. He seems, in manner and rank, abova 
the class of young men who take that turn; but I remember hearing them 
say. that the little theatre at Fairport was to open with the performance of 
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ayoung gentleman, being his first appearance on any stage. If this should 
be thee, Lovel!— Lovel? yes, Lovel or Belville are just the names which 
youngsters are apt to assume on such occasions—On my life, 1 am sorry 
for the lad.” 

Mr. Oldbuck was habitually parsimonious, but in no respects mean: his 
first thought was to save his fellow-traveller any part of the expense of the 
entertainment, which he supposed must be in his situation more or less in 
convenient. He therefore took an opportunity of settling privately with 
Mr. Mackitchinson. . The young traveller remonstrated against his libe- 
rality, and only acquiesced in deference to his years and respectability. 

The mutual satisfaction which they found in each other’s society induced 
Mr. Oldbuck to propose, and Lovel willingly to accept, a scheme for travel- 
ling together to the end of their journey. Mr. Oldbuck intimated a wish to 
pay two-thirds of the hire of a post-chaise, saying, that a proportional 
quantity of room was necessary to his accommodation ; but this Mr. Lovel 
resolutely declined. Their expense then was mutual, unless when Lovel 
occasionally slipt a shilling into the hand of a growling postilion ; for Old- 
buck, tenacious of ancient customs, never extended his guerdon beyond. 
eighteen-pence a-stage. In this manner they travelled, until they arrived 
at Fairport about two o’clock on the following day. 

Lovel probably expected that his travelling companion would have invited 
him to dinner on his arrival: but his consciousness of a want of ready pre- 
paration for unexpected guests, and perhaps some other reasons, prevented 
Oldbuck from paying him that attention. He only begged to-see him as 
early as he could make it convenient to call in a forenoon, recommended 
him to a widow who had apartments to let, and to a person who kept a 
decent ordinary; cautioning both of them apart, that he only knew Mr. 
Lovel as a pleasant companion in a post-chaise, and did not mean to gua- 
rantee any bills which he might contract while residing at Fairport. The. 
young gentleman’s figure and manners, not to mention a well-furnished 
_ trunk, which soon arrived by sea, to his address at Fairport, probably went 
as far in his favour as the limited recommendation of his fellow-traveller 
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He had a routh o’ auld nick-nackets, 
Rusty airn caps, and jinglin-jackets, 
Would held the Loudons three in tackets, 
A towmiond gude; 
And parritch-pats, and auld saut-backets, 
Afore the flude. 
BURNS. 


Arter he had settled himself in his new apartments at Fairport, Mr. 
Lovel bethought him of paying the requested visit to his fellow-traveller. 
He did not make it earlier, because, with all the old gentleman’s good- 
humour and information, there had sometimes glanced forth in his lan- 
guage and manner towards him an air of superiority, which his companion 
considered as being fully beyond what the difference of age warranted. 
He therefore waited the arrival of his baggage from Edinburgh, that he 
might arrange his dress according to the fashion of the day, and make his _ 
exterior corresponding to the rank in society which he supposed or felt him 
self entitled to hold. | 

It was the fifth day after his arrival, that, having made the necessary 
inquiries concerning the road, he went forth to pay his respects at Monk- 
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barns. <A footpath leading over a heathy hill, and through two or three 
meadows, conducted him to this mansion, which stood on the opposite side 
of the hill aforesaid, and contmanded a fine prospect of the bay and shipping 
Secluded from the town by the rising ground, which also screened it from 
the north-west wind, the house had a solitary and sheltered appearance, 
The exterior had little to recommend it. It was an irregular old-fashioned 
building, some part of which had belonged to a grange, or solitary farm- 
house, inhabited by the bailiff, or steward, of the monastery, when the place 
was in possession of the monks. It was here that the community stored 
up the grain which they received as ground-rent from their vassals; for, 
with the prudence belonging to their order, all their conventional revenues 

re made payable in kind, and hence, as the present proprietor loved to 
ell, came the name of Monkbarns. To the remains of the bailiff’s house, 
the succeeding lay inhabitants had made various additions in proportion to 
the accommodation required by their families; and, as this was done with 
an equal contempt of convenience within and architectural regularity with- 
out, the whole bore the appearance of a hamlet which had suddenly stood 
still when in the act of leading down one of Amphion’s, or Orpheus’s, 
country-dances. It was surrounded by tall clipped hedges of yew and 
holly, some of which still exhibited the skill of the toprarian artist,* and 
presented curious arm-chairs, towers, and the figures of Saint George and 
the dragon. The taste of Mr. Oldbuck did not disturb these monumentg 
of an art now unknown, and he was the less tempted so to do, as it must 
necessarily have broken the heart of the old gardener. One tall embower- 
ing holly was, however, sacred from the shears; and on a garden seat 
beneath its shade, Lovel beheld his old friend, with spectacles on nose and 
pouch on side, busily employed in perusing the London Chronicle, soothed 
by the summer breeze through the rustling leaves, and the distant dash of 
the waves as they rippled upon the sand. 

Mr. Oldbuck immediately rose, and advanced to greet his travelling 
acquaintance with a hearty shake of the hand. “ By my faith,” said he, 
‘TY began to think you had changed your mind, and found the stupid people 
of Fairport so tiresome, that you judged them unworthy of your talents, 
and had taken French leave, as my old friend and brother-antiquary Mac- 
Cribb did, when he went off with one of my Syrian medals.” 

“T hope, my good sir, I should have fallen under no such imputation.” 

“Quite as bad, let me tell you, if you had stolen yourself away, without 
giving me the pleasure of seeing you again. I had rather you had taken 
my copper Otho himself.— But come, let me show you the way into my 
sanctum sanctorum —my cell I may call it, for, except two idle hussies of 
womankind” (by this contemptuous phrase, borrowed from his brother 
antiquary, the cynic Anthony a-wood, Mr. Oldbuck was used to denote the 
fair sex in general, and his sister and niece in particular), “that, on some 
idle pretext of relationship, have established themselves in my premises, I 
live here as much a Coenobite as my predecessor, John o’ the Girnell, whose 
grave I will show you by and by.” . 

Thus speaking, the old gentleman led the way through a low door; but, 
before entrance, suddenly stopped short to point out some vestiges of what 
he called an inscription, and, shaking his head as he pronounced it totally 
illegible, “ Ah! if you but knew, Mr. Lovel, the time and trouble that these 
mouldering traces of letters have cost me! No mother ever travailed so 
for a child—and all to no purpose —although I am almost positive that 
these two last marks imply the figures, or letters, LV, and may give us a 
good guess at the real date of the building, since we know, aliunde, that it 
was founded by Abbot Waldimir about the middle of the fourteenth century 


* Ars Topiaria, the art of clipping yew hedges into fantastic figures. A Latin poem, entitled Ars Toparu 
«tains 2 Curjous account of the process. 
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—and, I profess, I think that centre ornament might be made out by better 
eyes than mine.” 

“J think,” answered Lovel, willing to humour the old man, “it has some- — 
thing the appearance of a mitre.” 

“J protest you are right! you are right! it never struck me before — 
see what it is to have younger eyes — A mitre —a mitre —it corresponds 
in every respect.” 

The resemblance was not much nearer than that of Polonius’s cloud to a 
whale, or an owzel; it was sufficient, however, to set the Antiquary’s brains 
to work. ‘A mitre, my dear sir,” continued he, as he led the way through 
a labyrinth of inconvenient and dark passages, and accompanied his dis- 
quisition with certain necessary cautions to his guest — “ A mitre, my dear 
sir, will suit our abbot as well as a bishop— he was a mitred abbot, and 
at the very top of the roll—take care of these three steps-—I know Mac- 
Crib denies this, but it is as certain as that he took away my Antigonus, 
no leave asked —you’ll see the name of the Abbot of Trotcosey, Abbas 
Trottocosiensis, at the head of the rolls of parliament in the fourteenth and 
fifteenth centuries—there is very little light here, and these cursed woman- 
kind always leave their tubs in the passage—now take care of the corner— 
ascend twelve steps, and ye are safe !” 

Mr. Oldbuck had by this time attained the top of the winding stair which 
led to his own apartment, and opening a door, and pushing aside a piece of 
tapestry with which it was covered, his first exclamation was, ‘What are 
you about here, you sluts?” A dirty barefooted chambermaid threw down 
her duster, detected in the heinous fact of arranging the sanctum sanctorum, 
and fled out of an opposite door from the face of her incensed master. A 
genteel-looking young woman, who was superintending the operation, stood 
her ground, but with some timidity. 

“Indeed, uncle, your room was not fit to be seen, and I just came to see 
that Jenny laid every thing down where she took it up.” . 

“« And how dare you, or Jenny either, presume to meddle with my private 
matters?” (Mr. Oldbuck hated putting to rights as much as Dr. Orkborne 
or any other professed student.) ‘‘Go sew your sampler, you monkey, and 
do not let me find you here again, as you value your ears. —I assure you, 
Mr. Lovel, that the last inroad of these pretended friends to cleanliness was 
almost as fatal to my collection as Hudibras’s visit to that of Sidrophel ; 
and I have ever since missed | 

My copperplate, with almanacks 
Engraved upon’t, and other knacks; 
My moon-dial, with Napier’s bones, 
And several constellation stones; 
My flea, my morepeon, and punaise, 
I purchased for my proper ease. 
And so forth, as old Butler has it.” ‘ 

The young lady, after curtseying to Lovel, had taken the opportunity to 
make her escape during this enumeration of losses. ‘ You’ll be poisoned © 
here with the volumes of dust they have raised,” continued the Antiquary ; 
‘“‘ put I assure you the dust was very ancient, peaceful, quiet dust, about an 
hour ago, and would have remained so for a hundred years, had not these 
gipsies disturbed it, as they do every thing else in the world.” 

It was indeed some time before Lovel could, through the thick atmosphere, 
perceive in what sort of den his friend had constructed his retreat. It was 
a lofty room, of middling size, obscurely lighted by high narrow latticed 
windows. One end was entirely occupied by book-shelves, greatly toc 
limited in space for the number of volumes placed upon them, which were 
therefore, drawn up in ranks of two or three files deep, while numberless 
others littered the floor and the tables, amid a chaos of maps, engravings, 
scraps of parchment, bundles: of papers, pieces of old armour, swords. 
dirks, helmets, and Highland targets. Behind Mr. Oldbuck’s sest (whico 
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was an ancient leathern-covered easy-chair, worn smooth by constant use,)- 
was a huge oaken cabinet, decorated at each corner with Dutch cherubg 
having their little duck-wings displayed, and great jolter-headed visages 
placed between them. The top of this cabinet was covered with busts, 
and Roman lamps and patere, intermingled with one or two bronze figures. 
The walls of the apartment were partly clothed with grin old tapestry. 
representing the memorable story of Sir Gawaine’s wedding, in which full 
justice was done to the ugliness of the Lothely Lady; although, to judge 
from his own looks, the gentle knight kad less reason to be disgusted with 
the match on account of disparity of outward favour, than the romancer 
has given us to understand. The rest of the room was panelled, or wain- 
scotted, with black oak, against which hung two or three portraits in armour, 
being characters in Scottish history, favourites of Mr. Oldbuck, and as 
many in tie-wigs and laced-coats, staring representatives of his own ances- 
tors. A large old-fashioned oaken table was covered with a profusion of 
papers, parchments, books, and nondescript trinkets and gewgaws, which 
seemed to have little to recommend them, besides rust and the antiquity 
which it indicates. In the midst of this wreck of ancient books and 
utensils, with a gravity equal to Marius among the ruins of Carthage, sat 
a large black cat, which, to a superstitious eye, might have presented the 
genius loci, the tutelar demon of the apartment. The floor, as well as the 
table and chairs, was overflowed by the same mare magnum of miscel- 
laneous trumpery, where it would have been as impossible to find any indi- 
vidual article wanted, as to put it to any use when discovered. 

Amid this medley, it was no easy matter to find one’s way to a chair, 
without stumbling over a prostrate folio, or the still more awkward mis- 
chance of overturning some piece of Roman or ancient British pottery. 
And, when the chair was attained, it had to be disencumbered, with a careful 
hand, of engravings which might have received damage, and of antique 
spurs and buckles, which would certainly have occasioned it to any sudden 
occupant. Of this the Antiquary made Lovel particularly aware, adding, 
that his friend, the Rev. Doctor Heavysterne from the Low Countries, had 
sustained much injury by sitting down suddenly and incautiously on three 
ancient calthrops, or craw-taes, which had been lately dug up in the bog near 
Bannockburn, and which, dispersed by Robert Bruce to lacerate the feet of 
the English chargers, came thus in process of time to endamage the sitting 
part of a learned professor of Utrecht. 

Having at length fairly settled himself, and being nothing loath to make 
inquiry concerning the strange objects around him, which his host was 
equally ready, as far as possible, to explain, Lovel was introduced to a large 
club, or bludgeon, with an iron spike at the end of it, which, it seems, had 
been lately found in a field on the Monkbarns property, adjacent to an old 
burying ground. It had mightily the air of such a stick as the Highland 
reapers use to walk with on their annual peregrinations from their moun- 
tains; but Mr. Oldbuck was strongly tempted to believe, that, as its shape 
was singular, it might have been one of the clubs with which the monks 
armed their peasants in lieu of more martial weapons,—whence, he observed, 
the villains were called Colve-carles, or Kolb-kerls, that is, Clavigeri, or club- 
bearers. For the truth of this custom, he quoted the chronicle of Antwerp 
and that of St. Martin ; against which authorities Lovel had nothing to oppose, 
having never heard_of them till that moment. 

Mr. Oldbuck next exhibited thumb-screws, which had given the Cove- 
nanters of former days the cramp in their joints, and a collar with the name 
of a fellow convicted of theft, whose services, as the inscription bore, had 
been adjudged to a neighbouring baron, in lieu of the modern Scottish pun- 
ishment, which, as Oldbuck said, sends such culprits to enrich England by 
their labour, and themselves by their dexterity. Many and various were the 
other curiosities which he showed ;—but it was chiefly upon his books that 
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he prided hinaself, repeating, with a complacent air, as he led the way to the 
crowded and dusty shelves, the verses of old Chaucer— 


For he would rather have, at his bed-head, 

A twenty books, clothed in black or red, 

Of Aristotle, or his philosophy, 

Than robes rich, rebeck, or saltery. 
This pithy motto he delivered, shaking his head, and giving each guttural 
the true Anglo-Saxon enunciation, which is now forgotten in the southern 
parts of this realm. 

The collection was indeed a curious one, and might well be envied by an 
amateur. Yet it was not collected at the enormous prices of modern times, 
which are sufficient to have appalled the most determined as well as earliest 
bibliomaniac upon record, whom we take to have been none else than the 
renowned Don Quixote de la Mancha, as, among other slight indications of 
an infirm understanding, he is stated, by his veracious historian, Cid Hamet 
Benengeli, to have exchanged fields and farms for folios and quartos of 
chivalry. In this species of exploit, the good knight-errant has been imi- 
tated by lords, knights, and squires of our own day, though we have not yet 
heard of any that has mistaken an inn for a castle, or laid his lance in rest 
against a windmill. Mr. Oldbuck did not follow these collectors in such 
excess of expenditure; but, taking a pleasure in the personal labour of 
forming his library, saved his purse at the expense of his time and toil. He 
was no encourager of that ingenious race of peripatetic middle-men, who, 
trafficking between the obscure keeper of a stall and the eager amateur, 
make their profit at once of the ignorance of the former, and the dear-bought 
skill and taste of the latter. When such were mentioned in his hearing, he 
seldom failed to point out how necessary it was to arrest the object of your 
curiosity in its first transit, and to tell his favourite story of Snuffy Davie 
and Caxton’s Game at Chess.—‘“‘ Davy Wilson,” he said, ‘‘ commonly called 
Snuffy Davy, from his inveterate addiction to black rappee, was the very 
he of scouts for searching blind alleys, cellars, and stalls, for rare volumes. 

e had the scent of a slow-hound, sir, and the snap of a bull-dog. He would 
detect you an old black-letter ballad among the leaves of a law-paper, and 
find an editio princeps under the mask of a school Corderius. Snuffy Davy 
bought the ‘Game of Chess, 1474,’ the first book ever printed in England, 
from a stall in Holland, for about two groschen, or twopence of our money. 
Iie sold it to Osborne for twenty pounds, and as many books as came to 
twenty pounds more. Osborne resold this inimitable windfall to Dr. Askew - 
for sixty guineas. At Dr. Askew’s sale,” continued the old gentleman, 
kindling ‘as he spoke, “this inestimable treasure blazed forth in its fall 
value, and was purchased by Royalty itself, for one hundred and seventy 
pounds !—Could a copy now occur, Lord only knows,” he ejaculated, with a 
deep sigh and lifted-up hands—‘“‘ Lord only knows what would be its ran- | 
som ;—and yet it was originally secured, by skill and research, for the easy 
equivalent of twopence sterling.* Happy, thrice happy, Snuffy Davie !—and 
blessed were the times when thv industry could be so rewarded ! 

“‘Kven I, sir,” he went on, ‘though far inferior in industry and discern- 
ment and presence of mind, to that great man, can show you a few—a very 
few things, which I have collected, not by force of money, as any wealthy 
man might,—although, as my friend Lucian says, he might chance to throw 
away his coin only to illustrate his ignorance,—but gained in a manner that 
shows I know something of the matter. See this bundle of ballads, not one 
of them later than 1700, and some of them an hundred years older. I 
wheedled an old woman out of these, who loved them better than her psalm- 
book. ‘Tobacco, sir, snuff, and the Complete Syren, were the equivalent! 
For that mutilated copy of the Complaynt of Scotland, I sat out the drinking 


# This bibliomaniacal anecdote is litexally true; and David Wilson, the author need rct tel, ais hrethres 
of the Roxburghe and Bannatyne Clubs, was a real personage. ; 
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of two dozen bottles of strong ale with the late learned proprietor, who, in 
gratitude, bequeathed it to me by his last will. These little Hlzevirs ara 
the memoranda and trophies of many a walk by night and morning through 
the Cowgate, the Canongate, the Bow, St. Mary’s Wynd,—wherever, in fine, 
there were to be found brokers and trokers, those miscellaneous dealers in 
things rare and curious. How often have I stood haggling on a halfpenny, 
lest, by a too ready acquiescence in the dealer’s first price, he should be led 
to suspect the value I set upon the article !—how have I trembled, lest soma 
passing stranger should chop in between me and the prize, and regarded 
each poor student of divinity that stopped to turn over the books at the stall, 
as a rival amateur, or prowling bookseller in disguise !—And then, Mr 
Lovel, the sly satisfaction with which one pays the consideration, and pockets 
the article, affecting a cold indifference, while the hand is trembling with 
pleasure !— Then to dazzle the eyes of our wealthier and emulous rivals by 
showing them such a treasure as this” (displaying a little black smoked 
book about the size of a primer;) ‘‘ to enjoy their surprise and envy, shroud- 
ing meanwhile, under a veil of mysterious consciousness, our Own superior 
knowledge and dexterity;—these, my young friend, these are the white 
moments of life, that repay the toil, and pains, and sedulous attention, which 
our profession, above all others, so peculiarly demands !”” ee 

Lovel was not a little amused at hearing the old gentleman run on in this 
manner, and, however incapable of entering into the full merits of what he 
beheld, he admired, as much as could have been expected, the various 
treasures which Oldbuck exhibited. Here were editions esteemed as being 
the first, and there stood those scarcely less regarded as being the last and 
best; here was a book valued because it had the author’s final improve- 
ments, and there another which (strange to tell!) was in request because it 
had them not. One was precious because it was a folio, another because it 
was a duodecimo; some because they were tall, some because they were 
short; the merit of this lay in the title-page—of that in the arrangement of 
the letters in the word Finis. There was, it seemed, no peculiar distinction, 
however trifling or minute, which might not give value to a volume, provid- 
ing the indispensable quality or scarcity, or rare occurrence, was attached 
to it. 

Not the least fascinating was the original broadside—the Dying Speech, 
Bloody Murder, or Wonderful Wonder of Wonders,—in its primary tattered 
‘guise, as it was hawked through the streets, and sold for the cheap and easy 

rice of one penny, though now worth the weight of that penny in gold. 

n these the Antiquary dilated with transport, and read, with a rapturous 
voice, the elaborate titles, which bore the same proportion to the contents 
that the painted signs without a showman’s booth do to the animals within. 
Mr. Oldbuck, for example, piqued himself especially in possessing an wnique 
broadside, entitled and called “Strange and Wonderful News from Chip- 
ping-Norton, in the County of Oxon, of certain dreadful Apparitions which 
were seen in the Air on the 26th of July, 1610, at Half an Hour after Nine 
o’Clock at Noon, and continued till Eleven, in which Time was seen Appear- 
ances of several flaming Swords, strange Motions of the superior Orbs ; with 
the unusual Sparkling of the Stars, with their dreadful Continuations: 
With the Account of the Opening of the Heavens, and strange Appearances 
therein disclosing themselves, with several other prodigious Circumstances 
not heard of in any Age, to the great Amazement of the Beholders, as it 
was communicated in a Letter to one Mr. Colley, living in West Smithfield, 
and attested by Thomas Brown, Elizabeth Greenaway, and Anne Gutheridge, 
who weré Spectators of the dreadful Apparitions: And if any one would be 
further satisfied of the Truth of this Relation, let him repair to Mr. Night 
ingale’s, at the Bear Inn, in West Smithfield, and they may be satisfied.’’* 


* Of this thrice and four times rare broadside, the author possesses an exampiar 
3 : 
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“You laugh ut this,” said the proprietor of the collection, “and I forgive 
you. I do acknowledge that the charms on which we doat are not so ob- 
vious to the eyes of youth as those of a fair lady ; but you will grow wiser, 
and see more justly, when you come to wear spectacles. — Yet stay, I have 
one yiece of antiquity, which you, perhaps, will prize more highly.” 

So saying, Mr. Oldbuck unlocked a drawer, and took out a bundle of keys, 
then pul’ed aside a piece of the tapestry which concealed the door of a 
small closet, into which he descended by four stone steps, and, after some 
tinkling among bottles and cans, produced two long-stalked wine-glasses 
with bell mouths, such as are seen in Teniers’ pieces, and a small bottle of 
what he ealled rich racy canary, with a little bit of diet-cake, on a small 
silver server of exquisite old workmanship. “I will say nothing of the 
server,” he remarked, “though it is said to have been wrought by the old 
mad Florentine, Benvenuto Cellini. But, Mr. Lovel, our ancestors drank 
sack—you, who admire the drama, know where that’s to be found.—Here’s 
success to your exertions at Fairport, sir!” 

“‘ And to you, sir, and an ample increase to your treasure, with no more 
trouble on your part than is just necessary to make the acquisitions valu- 
able.” 

After a libation so suitable to the amusement in which they had been 
engaged, Lovel rose to take his leave, and Mr. Oldbuck prepared to give 
him his company a part of the way, and show him something worthy of 
his curiosity on his return to Fairport. 


Chapter the Fourth. 


The pawkie auld earle cam over the lea, 
Wi’ mony good-e’ens and good-morrows to me, 
Saying, Kind Sir, for your courtesy 
Will ye lodge a silly puir man? 
THE GABERLUNZIZ MAN. 


Our two friends moved through a little orchard, where the aged apple- 
trees, well loaded with fruit, showed, as is usual in the neighbourhood of 
monastic buildings, that the days of the monks had not always been spent 
in indolence, but often dedicated to horticulture and gardening. Mr. Old- 
buck failed not to make Lovel remark, that the planters of those days were 
possessed of the modern secret of preventing the roots of the fruit-trees 
from penetrating the till, and compelling them to spread in a lateral direc- 
tion, by placing paving-stones beneath the trees when first planted, so as to 
interpose between their fibres and the subsoil. ‘“‘ This old fellow,” he said, ~ 
“which was blown down last summer, and still, though half reclined on — 
the ground, is covered with fruit, has been, as you may see, accommodated 
with such a barrier between his roots and the unkindly till. That other 
tree has a story: —the fruit is called the Abbot’s Apple; the lady of a 
neighbouring baron was so fond of it, that she would often pay a visit to 
Monkbarns, io have the pleasure of gathering it from the tree. The hus- 
band, a jealous man, belike, suspected that a taste so nearly resembling 
that of Mother Eve prognosticated a similar fall. As the honour of a noble 
family is concerned, I will say no more on the subject, only that the lands 
of Lochard and Cringlecut still pay a fine of six bolls of barley annually, 
to atone the guilt of their audacious owner, who intruded himself and hig 
worldly suspicions upon the seclusion of the Abbot and his penitent. — 
Admire the little belfry rising above the ivy-mantled porch — there was 
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here & hospitium, hospitale, or hospitamentum (for it is written all these 
various ways in the old writings and evidents,) in which the monks received 
pgrns. I know our minister has said, in the Statistical Account, that the 
hospitium was situated either on the lands of Haltweary, or upon those of 
Halfstarvet; but he is incorrect, Mr. Lovel—that is the gate called still the 
Palmer’s Port, and my gardener found many hewn stones, when he was 
trenching the ground for winter celery, several of which I haye sent as spe- 
cimens to my learned friends, and ‘to the various antiquarian societies of 
which Iam an unworthy member. But 1 will say no more at present; I 
reserve something for another visit, and we have an object of real curiosity 
before us.” 

While he was thus speaking, he led the way briskly through one or two 
rich pasture meadows, to an open heath or common, and so to the top of a 
gentle eminence. ‘‘ Here,” he said, ‘Mr. Lovel, is a truly remarkable 
spot.” 

“Tt commands a fine view,” said his companion, looking around him. 

“True: but it is not for the prospect I brought you hither; do you see 
nothing else remarkable ? — nothing on the surface of the ground ?”’ 

‘“Why, yes; I do see something like a ditch, indistinctly marked.” © 

“‘ Indistinctly !— pardon me, sir, but. the indistinctness must be in your 
powers of vision. Nothing can be more plainly traced—a proper agger or 
vallum, with its corresponding ditch or fossa. Indistinctly! why, Heaven 
help you, the lassie, my niece, as light-headed a goose as womankind affords, 
saw the traces of the ditch at once. Indistinct!—why, the great station at 
Ardoch, or that at Burnswark in Annandale, may be clearer, doubtless, 
because they are stative forts, whereas this was only an occasional encamp- 
ment. Indistincti—why, you must suppose that fools, boors, and idiots, 
have ploughed up the laud, and, like beasts and ignorant savages, have . 
thereby obliterated two sides of the square, and greatly injured the third ; 
but you see, yourself, the fourth side is quite entire!’ 

Lovel endeavoured to apologize, and to explain away his ill-timed phrase, 
and pleaded his inexperience. But he was not at once quite successful. 
His first expression had come too frankly and naturally not to alarm the 
Antiquary, and he could not easily get over the shock it had given him. 

“‘ My dear sir,” continued the senior, ‘‘ your eyes are not inexperienced : 
you know a ditch from level ground, I presume, when you see them? Indis- 
tinct! why, the very common people, the very least boy that can herd a 
cow, calls it the Kaim of Kinprunes; and if that does not imply an ancient 
camp, I am ignorant what does.” 

Lovel having again acquiesced, and at length lulled to sleep the irritated 
and suspicious vanity of the Antiquary, he proceeded in his task of cice- 
rone. ‘‘ You must know,” he said, ‘ our Shottish antiquaries have been 
greatly divided about the local situation of the final conflict between Agri- 
cola and the Caledonians; some contend for Ardoch in Strathallan, some 
for Iunerpeffry, some for the Raedykes in the Mearns, and some are for 
carrying the scene of action as far north as Blair in Athole. Now, after 
all this discussion,” continued the old gentleman, with one of his slyest and 
most complacent looks, ‘what would you think, Mr. Lovel, —I say, what 
would you think, —if the memorable scene of conflict should happen to be 
on the very. spot called the Kaim of Kinprunes, the property of the obscure 
aud humble individual who now speaks to you.” Then, having paused a 
little, to suffer his guest to digest a communication so important, he resumed 
his disquisition in a higher tone. ‘Yes, my good friend, I am indeed . 
greatly deceived if this place does not correspond with all the marks of that 
celebrated place of action. It was near to the Grampian mountains — lo! 

onder they are, mixing and contending with the sky on the skirts of the 
orizon! It was in conspectu classis—in sight of the Roman fleet; and 
would any admiral, Roman or British, wish a fairer bay to ride in than that 
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on your right hand? It is astonishing how blind we professed antiquaries 
sometimes are! Sir Robert Sibbald, Saunders Gordon, General Roy, Dr. 
Stukely, — why, it escaped all of them. I was unwilling to say a word 
about it till I had secured the ground, for it belonged to auld Johnnie 
Howie, a bonnet-laird* hard by, and many a communing we had before he 
and I could agree. At length—I am almost ashamed to say it—but I ever. 
brought my mind to give acre for acre of my good corn-land for this barren 
spot. But then it was a national concern; and when the scene of so cele- 
brated an event became my own, I was overpaid.—Whose patriotism would 
not grow warmer, as old Johnson says, on the plains of Marathon? I began 
to trench the ground, to see what might be discovered ; and the third day, 
sir, we found a stone, which I have transported to Monkbarns, in order to 
have the sculpture taken off with plaster of Paris; it bears a sacrificing 
vessel, and the letters A.D.L.L. which may stand, without much violence, 
for Agricola Dicavit Libens Lubens.” 

“Certainly, sir; for the Dutch antiquaries claim Caligula as the founder 
of a light-house, on the sole authority of the letters C.C.P.F., which they 
interpret Caius Caligula Pharum Fecit.” 

“True, and it has ever been recorded as a sound exposition. I see we 
shall make something of you even before you wear spectacles, notwithstand- 
ing you thought the traces of this beautiful camp indistinct when you first 
observed them.” 

“Tn time, sir, and by good instruction” 

**__ You will become more apt—I doubt it not. You shall peruse, upon 
your next visit to Monkbarns, my trivial Essay upon Castrametation, with 
some particular Remarks upon the Vestiges of Ancient Fortifications lately 
discovered by the Author at the Kaim of Kinprunes. I think I have pointed 
_ out the infallible touchstone of supposed antiquity. I premise a few general 
rules on that point, on the nature, namely, of the evidence to be received in 
such cases. Meanwhile be pleased to observe, for example, that I could 
press into my service Claudian’s famous line, 


Ile Caledoniis posuit qui castra pruinis. 


For pruinis, though interpreted to mean Aoar frosts, to which I own we are 
somewhat subject in this north-eastern sea-coast, may also signify a locality, 
namely, Prunes; the Castra Pruinis posita would therefore be the Kaim of 
Kinprunes. But I waive this, for I am sensible it might be laid hold of by 
cavillers as carrying down my Castra to the time of Theodosius, sent by 
Valentinian into Britain as late as the year 367, or thereabout. No, my 
good friend, I appeal to people’s eye-sight. Is not here the Decuman gate? 
and there, but for the ravage of the horrid plough, as a learned friend calls 
it, would be the Preetorian gate. On the left hand you may see some slight 
vestiges of the porta sinistra, and on the right, one side of the porta dextra 
wellnigh entire. Here, then, let us take our stand, on this tumulus, exhi- 
biting the foundation of ruined buildings, — the central point—the preto- 
rium, doubtless, of the camp. From this place, now scarce to be distin- 
ues but by its slight elevation and its greener turf, from the rest of the 
ortification, we may suppose Agricola to have looked forth on the immense 
army of Caledonians, occupying the declivities of yon opposite hill, — the 
infantry rising rank over rank, as the form of ground displayed their array 
to its utmost advantage,—the cavalry and covinarti, by which I understand 
the charioteers — another guise of folks from your Bond-street four-in-hand 
wen, I trow — scouring the more level space below — 


——— See, then, Lovel —See —— 
See that huge battle moving from the mountains! 
Their gilt coats shine like dragon scales ; — their march 
Like a rough tumbling storm — See them, and view them, 
And then see Rome no more !—— 
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Yes, my dear friend, from this stance it is probable —nay, it is nearly 
certain, that Julius Agricola beheld what our Beaumont has so admirably 
described !— From this very Praetorium” 

A voice from behind interrupted his ecstatic description — “ Practorian 
here, Praetorian there, I mind the bigging o’t.” 

Both at once turned round, Lovel with surprise, and Oldbuck with min- 
gled surprise and indignation, at so uncivil an interruption. An auditor 
had stolen upon them, unseen and unheard, amid the energy of the Anti- 
quary’s enthusiastic declamation, and the attentive civility of Lovel. He 
had the exterior appearance of a mendicant. A slouched hat of huge 
dimensions; a long white beard which mingled with his grizzled hair; an 
aged but strongly marked and expressive countenance, hardened, by climate 
and exposure, to a right brickdust complexion; a long blue gown, with a 
eye badge on the right arm ; two or three wallets, or bags, slung across 

is shoulder, for holding the different kinds of meal, when he received his 
charity in kind from those who were but a degree richer than himself ;— 
all these marked at once a beggar by profession, and one of that privileged 
class which are called in Scotland the King’s Bedes-men, or, vulgarly, Blue- 
owns. 

“‘What is that you say, Edie?” said Oldbuck, hoping, perhaps, that his 
ears had betrayed their duty — ‘‘ what were you speaking about?” 

* About this bit bourock, your honour,” answered the undaunted Edie ; 
‘J mind the bigging 0’t.” , 

“The devil you do! Why, you old fool, it was here before you were 
born, and will be after you are hanged, man!” 

“‘ Hanged or drowned, here or awa, dead or alive, I mind the bigging o’t.” 

“ You — you — you,” said the Antiquary, stammering between confusion 
and anger, “‘ you strolling old vagabond, what the devil do you know about 
it?” 

“Ou, I ken this about it, Monkbarns — and what profit have I for telling 
ye a lie? —I just ken this about it, that about twenty years syne, I, anda 
wheen hallenshakers like mysell, and the mason-lads that built the lang 
dyke that gaes down the loaning, and twa or three herds maybe, just set to 
wark, and built this bit thing here that ye ca’ the — the — Preetorian, and 
a’ just for a bield at auld Aiken Drum’s bridal, and a bit blithe gae-down 
wi’ had in’t, some sair rainy weather. Mair by token, Monkbarns, if ye 
howk up the bourock, as ye seem to have begun, ye’ll find, if ye hae not 
fund it already, a stane that ane o’ the mason-callants cut a ladle on to 
have a bourd at the bridegroom, and he put four letters on’t, that’s A.D.L.L. 
—Aiken Drum’s Lang Ladle—for Aiken was ane o’ the kale-suppers 0’ 
Fife.” 

“This,” thought Lovel to himself, ‘is a famous counterpart to the story 
of Ketp on this syde.” He then ventured to steal a glance at our Antiquary, 
but quickly withdrew it in sheer compassion. For, gentle reader, if thou 
hast ever beheld the visage of a damsel of sixteen, whose romance of true 
love has been blown up by an untimely discovery, or of a child of ten years, 
whose castle of cards has been blown down by a malicious companion, ] 
can safely aver to you, that Jonathan Oldbuck of Monkbarns looked neither 
more wise nor less disconcerted. 

“There is some mistake about this,” he said, abruptly turning away from 
the mendicant. 

*‘Deil a bit on my side o’ the wa’,” answered the sturdy beggar; ‘1 
never deal in mistakes, they aye bring mischances. — Now, Monkbarns, 
that young gentleman, that’s wi’ your honour, thinks little of a carle like 
me; and yet, I'll wager I’ll tell him whar he was yestreen at the gloamin, 
unly he maybe wadna like to hae’t spoken o’ in company.” 

Lovel’s soul rushed to his cheeks, with the vivid blush of two-and-twenty. 

‘ Never mind the old rogue,” said Mr. Oldbuck ; “don’t suppose I think 
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the worse of you for your profession; they are only prejudiced fools and 
coxcombs that do so. You remember what old Tully says in his oration, 
pro Archia poeta, concerning one of your confraternity — Quis nostrum tam 
animo agresti ac duro fuit — ut —ut —I forget the Latin — the meaning is, 
which of us was so rude and barbarous as to remain unmoved at the death 
of the great Roscius, whose advanced age was so far from preparing us for 
his death, that we rather hoped one so graceful, so excellent in his art, 
ought to be exempted from the common lot of mortality? So the Prince of 
Orators spoke of the stage and its professors.” 

The words of the old man fell upon Lovel’s ears, but without conveying 
any precise idea to his mind, which was then occupied in thinking by what 
means the old beggar, who still continued to regard him with a countenance 

rovokingly sly and intelligent, had contrived to thrust himself into any 

nowledge of his affairs. He put his hand in his pocket as the readiest 
mode of intimating his desire of secrecy, and securing the concurrence of 
the person whom he addressed; and while he bestowed on him an alms, the 
amount of which rather bore proportion to his fears than to his charity, 
looked at him with a marked expression, which the mendicant, a physiog- 
nomist by profession, seemed perfectly to understand.—‘‘ Never mind me, 
sir—I am no tale-pyet; but there are mair een in the warld than mine,” 
answered he, as he pocketed. Lovel’s bounty, but in a tone to be heard by 
him alone, and with an expression which amply filled up what was left un- 
spoken. Then turning to Oldbuck—‘“ I am awa’ to the manse, your honour. 
I{as your honour ony word there, or to Sir Arthur, for P’ll come in by 
Knockwinnock Castle again e’en?” 

Oldbuck started as from a dream; and, in a hurried tone, where vexation . 
strove with a wish to conceal it, paying, at the same time, a tribute to Edie’s 
smooth, greasy, unlined hat, he said, ‘‘Go down, go down to Monkbarns— 
let them give you some dinner—Or stay; if you do go to the manse, or to 
Knockwinnock, ye need say nothing about that foolish story of yours.” 

‘“Who, 1?” said the mendicant—* Lord bless your honour, naebody sall 
ken a word about it frae me, mair than if the bit bourock had been there 
since Noah’s flood. But, Lord, they tell me your honour has gien Johnnie 
Howie acre for acre of the laigh crofts for this heathery knowe! Now, if 
he has really imposed the bourock on ye for an ancient wark, it’s my real 
opinion the bargain will never haud gude, if you would just bring down 
your heart to try it at the law, and say that he beguiled ye.” 

“Provoking scoundrel!’ muttered the indignant Antiquary between his 
teeth, — “ V’ll have the hangman’s lash and his back acquainted for this !” 
And then, in a louder tone,—‘‘ Never mind, Edie—it is all a mistake.” - 

‘“‘Troth, I am thinking sae,” continued his tormentor, who seemed to have _ 
pleasure in rubbing the galled wound, ‘“troth, I aye thought sae; and it’s 
no sae lang since I said to Luckie Gemmels, ‘Never think you, luckie,’ 
raid I, ‘that his honour Monkbarns would hae done sic a daft-like thing, as 
to gie grund weel worth fifty shillings an acre, for a mailing that would be ~ 
dear o’ a pund Scots. Na, na,’ quo’ I, ‘depend upon’t the laird’s been im- 
posed upon wi’ that. wily do-little deevil, Johnnie Howie.’ ‘ But Lord haud 
a care 0’ us, sirs, how can that be,’ quo’ she again, ‘when the laird’s sae 
book-learned, there’s no the like o’ him in the country side, and Johnmie 
Howie has hardly sense eneugh to ca’ the cows out 0’ his kale-yard ?’ 
‘ Aweel, aweel,’ quo’ I, ‘ but ye’ll hear he’s circumvented him with some of 
fis auld-warld stories,’—for ye ken, laird, yon other time about the bodle 
that ye thought was an auld coin” —— 

“Go to the devil!” said Oldbuck; and then, in a more mild tone, as one 
that was conscious his reputation lay at the mercy of his antagenist, he 
ndded—‘‘ Away with you down to Monkbarns, and when I come back, I'll 
eend ye a bottle of ale to the kitchen.” 

‘‘ Heaven reward your honour!” this was uttered with the true mendicant 
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whine, as, setting his pike-staff before him, he began to move in the diree- 
ticn of Monkbarns.—‘“‘ But did your honour,” turning round, “ever get 
back the siller ye gae to the travelling packman for the budle ?” 

“‘ Curse thee, go about thy business |” 

“« Aweel, ape sir, God bless your honour! I hope ye’ll ding Johnnie 

‘Howie yet, and that I’ll live to see it.” And so saying, the old beggar 
moved off, relieving Mr. Oldbuck of recollections which were anything 
rather than agreeable. 

“Who is this familiar old gentleman?” said Lovel, when the mendicant 
was out of hearing. 

“Q, one of the plagues of the country—TI have been always against 
poor’s-rates and a work-house—I think Ill vote for them now, to have that 
scoundrel shut up. QO, your old-remembered guest of a beggar becomes as 
well acquainted with you as he is with his dish—as intimate as one of the 
beasts familiar to man which signify love, and with which his own trade is 
especially conversant. Who is he ?—why, he has gone the vole—has been 
soldier, ballad-singer, travelling tinker, and is now a beggar. He is spoiled 
by our foolish gentry, who laugh at his jokes, and rehearse Edie Ochil- 
tree’s good things as regularly as Joe Miller’s.” 

s “Why, he uses freedom apparently, which is the soul of wit,” answered 
ovel. 

“OQ ay, freedom enough,” said the Antiquary; “he generally invents 
some damned improbable lie or another to provoke you, like that nonsense 
be talked just now—not that Pll publish my tract till I have examined the 
thing to the bottom.” 

‘‘In England,” said Lovel, ‘such a mendicant would get a speedy 
check.” 

“Yes, your churchwardens and dog-whips would make slender allowance 
for his vein of humour! But here, curse him! he is a sort of privileged 
nuisance—one of the last specimens of the old-fashioned Scottish mendicant, 
who kept his rounds within a particular space, and was the news-carrier, 
the minstrel, and sometimes the historian of the district. That rascal, now, 
knows more old ballads and traditions than any other man in this and the 
four next parishes. And after all,’”’ continued he, softening as he went on 
describing Edie’s good gifts, “the dog has some good humour. He has 
borne his hard fate with unbroken spirits, and it’s cruel te deny him the 
comfort of a laugh at his betters. The pleasure of having quizzed me, as 

ou gay folk would call it, will be meat and drink to him for a day or two. 
ut 1 must go back and look after him, or he will spread his d—d nonsen- 
sical story over half the country.” : 

So saying, our heroes parted, Mr. Oldbuck to return to his hospitium at 
Monkbarns, and Lovel to pursue his way to Fairport, where he arrived 
without farther adventure. 


Chapter the Fitth. 


Launcelot Gobbo. Mark me now: Now will | raise the waters. 
MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


Tas theatre at Fairport had opened, but no Mr. Lovel appeared on the 
hoards, nor was there anything in the habits or deportment of the young 
gentleman so named, which authorized Mr. Oldbuck’s conjecture that his 
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fellow-trayeller was a candidate for the public favour. Regular were the 
Antiquary’s inquiries at an old-fashioned barber who dressed the only three 
wigs in the parish which, in defiance of taxes and times, were still sub- 
jected to the operation of powdering and frizzling, and who for that purpose 
divided his time among the three employers whom fashion had yet left him; 
—regular, I say, were Mr. Oldbuck’s inquiries at this personage concerning 
the news of the little theatre at Fairport, expecting every day to hear of Mr. 
Lovel’s appearance; on which occasion the old gentleman had determined 
to put himself to charges in honour of his young friend, and not only to go 
to the play himself, but to.carry his womankind along with him. But old 
- Jacob Caxon conveyed no information which warranted his taking so deci- 
sive a step as that of securing a box. : 

' He brought information, on the contrary, that there was a young man 
residing at Fairport, of whom the town (by which he meant all the gossips, 
who, having no business of their own, fill up their leisure moments by 
attending to that of other people) could make nothing. He sought no 
society, but rather avoided that which the apparent gentleness of his man- 
ners, and some degree of curiosity, induced many to offer him. Nothin 
could be more regular, or less resembling an adventurer, than his mode o 
living, which was simple, but so completely well arranged, that all who had - 
any transactions with him were loud in their approbation. 

“These are not the virtues of a stage-struck hero,” thought Oldbuck to 
himself; and, however habitually pertinacious in his opinions, he must 
have been compelled to abandon that which he had formed in the present 
instance, but for a part of Caxon’s communication. ‘The young gentle- 
man,” he said, ‘‘was sometimes heard speaking to himsell, and rampauging 
about in his room, just as if he was ane o’ the player folk.” | 

Nothing, however, excepting this single circumstance, occurred to confirm 
Mr. Oldbuck’s supposition; and it remained a high and doubtful question, 
what a well-informed young man, without friends, connexions, or employ- 
ment of any kind, could have to do as a resident at nig Neither port 
wine nor whist had apparently any charms for him. He declined dining 
with the mess of the volunteer cohort which had been lately embodied, and 
shunned joining the convivialities of either of the two parties which then 
divided Fairport, as they did more important places. He was too little of 
an aristocrat to join the club of Royal True Blues, and too little of a demo- 
erat to fraternise with an affiliated society of the sov-disant Friends of the 
People, which the borough had also the happiness of possessing. A coffee- 
room was his detestation; and, I grieve to say it, he had as few sympathies 
with the tea-table.—In short, since the name was fashionable in novel- 
writing, and that is a great while agone, there was never a Master Lovel 
of whom so little positive was known, and who was so universally described 
by negatives.- - 

One negative, however, was important—nobody knew any harm of Lovel. 
Indeed, had such existed, it would have been speedily made public; for the 
natural desire of speaking evil of our neighbour could in his case have been - 
checked by no feelings of sympathy for a being so unsocial. On one 
account alone he fell somewhat under suspicion. As he made free use of 
his pencil in his solitary walks, and had drawn several views of the har- 
bour, in which the signa! tower, and even the four-gun-battery, were intro- 
duced, some zealous friends of the public sent abroad a whisper, that this 
mysterious stranger must certainly be a French spy. The Sheriff paid his 
respects to Mr. Lovel accordingly; but in the interview which followed, it 
would seem that he had entirely removed that magistrate’s suspicions, since 
he not only suffered him to remain undisturbed in his retirement, but, it 
was credibly reported, sent him two invitations to dinner-parties, both 
which were civilly deciined. But what the nature of the explanation was, 
the magistrate kept a profound secret, not only from the publie at large, 
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but from his substitute, his clerk, his wife, and his two daughters, who 
formed his privy council on all questions of official duty. 

All these particulars being faithfully reported by Mr. Caxon to his esi: 
at Monkbarns, tended much to raise Lovel in the opinion of his former 
fellow-traveller. ‘* A decent sensible lad,” said he to himself, ‘‘ who scorns 
to enter into the fooleries and nonsense of these idiot people at Fairport.— 
I must do something for him—I must give him a dinner ;—and I will write 
Sir Arthur to come to Monkbarns to meet him. I must consult my woman- 
kind.” 

Accordingly, such consultation having been previously held, a special 
messenger, being no other than Caxon himself, was ordered to prepare for 
a walk to Knockwinnock Castle with a letter, ‘‘For the honoured Sir Arthur 
Wardour, of Knockwinnock, Bart.” The contents ran thus: 


‘Dear Sir ARTHUR, 

“On Tuesday the 17th curt. stilo novo, I hold a coenobitical symposion at 
Monkbarns, and pray you to assist thereat, at four o’clock precisely. If 
my fair enemy, Miss Isabel, can and will honour us by accompanying you, 
my womankind will be but too proud to have the aid of such an auxiliary 
in the cause of awful rule and right supremacy. If not, I will send the 
womankind to the manse for the day. I have a young acquaintance to 
make known to you, who is touched with some strain of a better spirit than 
belongs to these giddy-paced times—reveres his elders, and has a pretty 
notion of the classics—and, as such a youth must have a natural contempt 
for the people about Fairport, I wish to show him some rational as well as 
worshipful society.—I am, Dear Sir Arthur, &c. &c. &e.” 


“Fly with this letter, Caxon,” said the senior, holding out his missive, 
signatum atque sigillatum, ‘fly to Knockwinnock, and bring me back an 
answer. Go as fast as if the town-council were met and waiting for the 
provost, and the provost was waiting for his new-powdered wig.” 

*‘ Ah sir,” answered the messenger, with a deep sigh, ‘‘thae days hae 
lang gane by. Deil a wig has a provost of Fairport worn sin’ auld Provost 
Jervie’s time—and he had a quean of a servant-lass who dressed it hersell, 
wi’ the doup o’ a candle and a drudging-box. But I hae seen the day, 
Monkbarns, when the town-council of Fairport wad hae as soon wanted 
their town-clerk, or their gill of brandy ower-head after the haddies, as they 
wad hae wanted ilk ane a weel-favoured, sonsy, decent periwig on his pow. 
Hegh, sir! nae wonder the commons will be discontent and rise against the 
law, when they see magistrates and bailies, and deacons, and the provost 
himsell, wi’ heads as bald and as bare as ane o’ my blocks!” 

“‘ And as well furnished within, Caxon. But away with you !—you have 
an excellent view of public affairs, and, I dare say, have touched the cause 
of our popular discontent as closely as the provost could have done himself. 
But away with you, Caxon !”’ 

And off went Caxon upon his walk of three miles — 


He hobbled — but his heart was good! 
Could he go faster than he could ?— 

While he is engaged in his journey and return, it may not be impertinent 
to inform the reader to whose mansion he was bearing his embassy. 

We have said that Mr. Oldbuck kept little company with the surrounding 
gentlemen, excepting with one person only. This was Sir Arthur Wardour, 
a baronet of ancient descent, and of a large but embarrassed fortune. His 
father, Sir.Anthony, had been a Jacobite, and had displayed all the enthu- 
riasm of that party, while it could be served with words only. No man 
squeezed the orange with more significant gesture; no one could more dex- 
terouslvy intimate a dangerous health without coming under the penal 
statutes; and, above all, none drank success to the cause more deeply and 
ge egy But, on the approach of the Highland army in 17-40, it would 
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appear that the worthy baronet’s zeal became a little more moderate’ just 
when its warmth was of most consequence. | He talked much, indeed, of 
taking the field for the rights of Scotland and Charles Stuart; but his demi- 
pique saddle would suit only one of his horses, and that horse could by no 
means be brought to stand fire. Perhaps the worshipful owner sympathized 
in the scruples of this sagacious quadruped, and began to think, that what 
was so much dreaded by.the horse could not be very wholesome for the 
rider. At any rate, while Sir Anthony Wardour talked, and drank, and 
hesitated, the sturdy provost of Fairport (who, as we before noticed, was 
the father of our Antiquary) sallied from his ancient burgh, heading a body 
of whig-burghers, and seized at once, in the name of George II., upon the 
Castle of Knockwinnock, and on the four carriage-horses, and person of the 
proprietor. Sir Anthony was shortly after sent off to the Tower of London 
by a secretary of state’s warrant, and with him went his son, Arthur, then 
a youth. Butas nothing appeared like an overt act of treason, both father 
and son were soon set at liberty, and returned to their own mansion of 
Knockwinnock, to drink healths five fathoms deep, and talk of their suffer- 
ings in the royal cause. This became so much a matter of habit with Sir 
Arthur, that, even after his father’s death, the non-juring chaplain used to 
pray regularly for the restoration of the rightful sovereign, for the downfall 
of the usurper, and for deliverance from their cruel and bloodthirsty 
enemies ; although all idea of serious opposition to the House of Hanover 
had long mouldered away, and this treasonable liturgy was kept up rather 
as a matter of form than as conveying any distinct meaning. So much was 
this the case, that, about the year 1770, upon a disputed election occurring 
in the county, the worthy knight fairly gulped down the oaths of abjuration 
and allegiance, in order to serve a candidate in whom he was interested ;—- 
thus renouncing the heir for whose restoration he weekly petitioned Heaven, 
and acknowledging the usurper whose dethronement he had never ceased to 
“ey for. And to add to this melancholy instance of human inconsistency, 
ir Arthur continued to pray for the House of Stuart even after the family 
had been extinct, and when, in truth, though in his theoretical loyalty he 
was pleased to regard them as alive, yet, in all actual service and practical 
exertion, he was a most zealous and devoted subject of George III. 

In other respects, Sir Arthur Wardour lived like most country gentlemen 
m Scotland, hunted and fished—gave and received dinners—attended races 
and county meetings — was a deputy-lieutenant and trustee upon turnpike 
acts. But, in his more advanced years, as he became too lazy or unwieldy 
for field-sports, he supplied them by now and then reading Scottish history; 
and, having gradually acquired a taste for antiquities, though neither very 
deep nor very correct, he became a crony of his neighbour, Mr. Oldbuck 
of Monkbarns, and a joint labourer with him in his antiquarian pursuits. 

There were, however, points of difference between these two humourists, 
which sometimes occasioned discord. The faith of Sir Arthur, as an anti- 
quary, was boundless, and Mr. Oldbuck (notwithstanding the affair of the 
Preetorium at the Kaim of Kinprunes) was much more scrupulous in re- 
ceiving legends as current and authentic coin. Sir Arthur would have 
deemed himself guilty of the crime of leze-majesty had he doubted the 
existence of any single individual of that formidable ‘bead-roll of one hun- 
dred and four kings of Scotland, received by Boethius, and rendered clas- 
sical by Buchanan, in virtue of whom James VI. claimed to rule his ancient 
kingdom, and whose portraits still frown grimly upon the walls of the 
gallery of Holyrood. Now Oldbuck, a shrewd and suspicious man, and no 
respecter of divine hereditary right, was apt to cavil at this sacred list, and 
to affirm, that the procession of the posterity of Fergus through the pages 
of Scottish history, was as vain and unsubstantial as the gleamy pageant of 
the descendants of Banquo through the cavern of Hecate. 

Another tender topic was the good fame of Queen Mary, of which the 
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knight was a most chivalrous assertor, while the esquire impugned it, ir 
spite both of her beauty and misfortunes. When, unhappily, their conver 
sation turned on yet later times, motives of discord occurred in almost every 
page of history. Oldbuck was, upon principle, a staunch Presbyterian, a 
ruling elder of the kirk, and a friend to revolution principles and Protestant 
succession, while Sir Arthur was the very reverse of all this. They agreed, 
it is true, in dutiful love and allegiance to the sovereign who now fills* the 
throne ; but this was their only point of union. It therefore often happened, 
that bickerings hot broke out between them, in which Oldbuck was not 
always able to suppress his caustic humour, while it would sometimes oceur 
to the Baronet that the descendant of a German printer, whose sires had 
“sought the base fellowship of paltry burghers,” forgot himself, and took 
an unlicensed freedom of debate, considering the rank and ancient descent 
of his antagonist. This, with the old feud of the coach-horses, and the 
seizure of his manor-place and tower of strength by Mr. Oldbuck’s father, 
would at times rush upon his mind, and inflame at once his cheeks and his 
arguments. And, lastly, as Mr. Oldbuck thought his worthy friend and 
compeer was in some respects little better than a fool, he was apt tu come 
more near communicating to him that unfavourable opinion, than the rules 
of modern politeness warrant. In such cases they often parted in deep 
dudgeon, and with something like a resolution to forbear each other’s com 
pany in future: 
But with the morn calm reflection came; 


and as each was sensible that the society of the other had become, through 
habit, essential to his comfort, the breach was speedily made up between 
them. On such occasions, Oldbuck, considering that the Baronet’s pettish- 
ness resembled that of a child, usually showed his superior sense by com- 
passionately making the first advances to reconciliation. But it once or 
twice happened that the aristocratic pride of the far-descended knight took 
a flight too offensive to the feelings of the representative of the typographer. 
In these cases, the breach between these two originals might have been 
immortal, but for the kind exertion and interposition of the Baronet’s 
daughter, Miss Isabella Wardour, who, with a son, now absent upon foreign 
and military service, formed his whole surviving family. She was well 
aware how necessary Mr. Oldbuck was to her father’s amusement and com- 
fort, and seldom failed to interpose with effect, when the office of a mediator 
between them was rendered necessary by the satirical shrewdness of the 
one, or the assumed superiority of the other. Under Isabella’s mild 
influence, the wrongs of Queen Mary were forgotten by her father, and Mr. 
Oldbuck forgave the blasphemy which reviled the memory of King William. 
However, as she used in general to take her father’s part playfully in these 
disputes, Oldbuck was wont to call Isabella his fair enemy, though in fact 
he made more account of her than any other of her sex, of whom, as we 
have seen, he was no admirer. 

There existed another connexion betwixt these worthies, which had alter- 
nately a repelling and attractive influence upon their intimacy. Sir Arthur 
always wished to borrow; Mr. Oldbuck was not always willing to lend. Mr. 
Oldbuck, per contra, always wished to be repaid with regularity; Sir Arthur 
was not always, nor indeed often, prepared to gratify this reasonable desire; 
and, in accomplishing an arrangement between tendencies so opposite, little 
miffs would occasionally take place. Still there was a spirit of mutual 
accommodaticn upon the whole, and they dragged on like dogs in couples, 
with some difficulty and occasional snarling, but without absolutely coming 
to a stand-still-or throttling each other. 

‘Some little disagreement, such as we have mentioned, arising out of busi- 
«ess, or politics, had divided the houses of Knockwinnock and Monkbarns, 


* The reader wil! understand that this refers to the reign of our late gracious Sovereign, George tne Th td 
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when the emissary of the latter arrived to discharge his errand. In his 
ancient Gothiv parlour, whose windows on one side looked out upon the 
restless ocean, and, on the other, upon the long straight avenue, was the 
Baronet seated, now turning over the leavés of a folio, now casting a weary 
glance where the sun quivered on the dark-green foliage and smooth trunks 
of the large and branching limes with which the avenue was planted. At 
length, sight of joy! a moving object is seen, and it gives rise to the usual 
inquiries, Who is it? and what can be his errand? The old whitish grey 
coat, the hobbling gait, the hat half-slouched, halfcocked, announced the 
forlorn maker of periwigs, and left for investigation only the second query. 
This was soon solved by a servant entering the parlour, — ‘A letter from 
Monkbarns, Sir Arthur.” 

Sir Arthur took the epistle with a due assumption of consequential 
dignity. 

Take the old man into the kitchen, and let him get some refreshment,” 
said the young lady, whose compassionate eye had remarked his thin grey 
hair and wearied gait. 

“Mr. Oldbuck, my love, invites us to dinner on Tuesday the 17th,” said 
the Baronet, pausing ;—‘“‘he really seems to forget that he has not of late 
conducted himself so civilly towards me as might have been expected.” 

‘Dear sir, you have so many advantages over poor Mr. Oldbuck, that no 
wonder it should put him a little out of humour; but I know he has much 
respect for your person and your conversation ;—nothing would give him 
more pain than to be wanting in any real attention.” 

“True, true, Isabella ; and one must allow for the original descent ;—some- 
_ thing of the German boorishness still flows in the blood; something of the 
| whiggish and perverse opposition to established rank and privilege. You 
_ may observe that he never has any advantage of me in dispute, unless when 
_ he avails himself of a sort of pettifogging intimacy with dates, names, and 
_ trifling matters of fact—a tiresome and frivolous accuracy of memory, which 
‘ is entirely owing to his mechanical descent.” 

' “He must find it convenient in historical investigation, I should think, 
sir?” said the young lady. 

“Tt leads to an uncivil and positive mode of disputing ; and nothing seems 
more unreasonable than to hear him impugn even Belledin’s rare translation 
of Hector Boece, which I have the satisfaction to possess, and which is a 
black-letter folio of great value, upon the authority of some old scrap of 

archment which he has saved from its deserved destiny of being cut up 
into tailor’s measures. And besides, that habit of minute and troublesome . 
accuracy leads to a mercantile manner of doing business, which ought to be 
beneath a landed proprietor whose family has stood two or three generations. 
I question if there’s a dealer’s clerk in Fairport that can sum an account of 
interest better than Monkbarns.” 

“But you'll accept his invitation, sir?” 

“Why, ye—yes; we have no other engagement on hand, I think. Who © 
can the young man be he talks of ?—-he seldom picks up new acquaintance; 
and he has no relation that I ever heard of.” 

‘“‘ Probably some relation of his brother-in-law, Captain M‘Intyre.” 

“ Very possibly—yes we will accept—the M‘Intyres are of a very ancient 
Tlighland family. You may answer his card in the affirmative, Isabella; I 
believe I have no leisure to be Dear Sirring myself.” . 

So this important matter being adjusted, Miss Wardour intimated “ her 
own and Sir Arthur’s compliments, and that they would have the honour of 

waiting upon Mr. Oldbuck. Miss Wardour takes this opportunity to renew 
her hostility with Mr. Oldbuck, on account of his late long absence from 
Knockwinnock, where his visits give so much pleasure.” With this placete 
she concluded her note, with which old Caxon, now refreshed in bmbs and 
wind, set out on his return to the Antiquary’s mansion. ~ 
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Chanter the Sixth. 


moth. By Woden, God of Saxons, 
From whence comes Wensday, that is, Wednesday, 
Truth is a thing that I will ever keep 
Unto thylke day in which I creep into 
My sepulcre 


CaRTWRIGHT’S Ordinary. 


. Our young friend Lovel, who had received a corresponding invitation, 
punctual to the hour of appointment, arrived at Monkbarns about five 
minutes before four o’clock on the 17th of July. The day had been 
remarkably sultry, and large drops of rain had occasionally fallen, though 
the threatened showers had as yet passed away. 

Mr. Oldbuck received him at the Palmer’s-port in his complete brown 
suit, grey silk stockings, and wig powdered with all the skill of the veteran 
Caxon, who, having smelt out the dinner, had taken care not to finish his 
job till the hour of eating approached. 

“You are welcome to my symposion, Mr. Lovel. And now let me intro- 
duce you to my Clogdogdo’s, as Tom Otter calls them— my unlucky and 
good-for-nothing womankind — male bestiw, Mr. Lovel.’”’ 

‘“‘T shall be disappointed, sir, if I do not find the ladies very undeserving 
of your satire.” 

“ Tilley-valley, Mr. Lovel,—which, by the way, one commentator derives 
from tittiwillitium, and another from talley-ho— but tilley-valley, I say —a 
truce with your politeness. You will find them but samples of woman- 
kind — But here they be, Mr. Lovel. I present to you, in due order, my 
most discreet sister Griselda, who disdains the simplicity, as well as patience, 
annexed to the poor old name of Grizzel; and my most exquisite niece 
Maria, whose mother was called Mary, and sometimes Molly.” 

The elderly lady rustled in silks and satins, and bore upon her head a 
structure resembling the fashion in the ladies’ memorandum-book for the 
year 1770 —a superb piece of architecture, not much less than a modern 
Gothic castle, of which the curls might represent the turrets, the black pins 
the chevauax de frize, and the lappets the banners. 

The face, which, like that of the ancient statues of Vesta, was thus 
crowned with towers, was large and long, and peaked at nose and chin, 
and bore, in other respects, such a ludicrous resemblance to the physiog- 
nomy of Mr. Jonathan Oldbuck, that Lovel, had they not appeared at once, 
like Sebastian and Viola in the last scene of the “ Twelfth Night,” might 
have supposed that the figure before him was his old friend masquerading 
in female attire. An antique flowered silk gown graced the extraordinary 
person to whom belonged this unparalleled ¢é¢e, which her brother was wont 
to say was fitter for a turban for Mahound or Termagant, than a head-gear 
for a reasonable creature, or Christian gentlewoman. Two long and bony 
arms were terminated at the elbows by triple blond ruffles, and being folded 
saltire-ways in front of her person, and decorated with long gloves of a 
bright vermilion colour, presented no bad resemblance to a.pair of gigantie 
lobsters. High-heeled shoes, and a short silk cloak, thrown in easy negli- 
gence over her shoulders, completed the exterior of Miss Griselda Old- 
buck. 

Her niece, the same whom Lovel had seen transiently during his first 
visit, was a pretty young woman, genteely dressed according to the fashion 
uf the day, with an air of espiéglerie which became her very well, and which 
was perhaps derived from the caustic humour peculiar to her uncle’s family, 
though softened by transmission 
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Mr. Lovel paid his respects to both ladies, and was answered ‘by the elder 
with tne prolonged curtsey of 1760, drawn from the righteous period, 
: When folks conceived a grace 7 
Of half an hour’s space, ot 
And rejoiced in a Friday’s capon, ga 
and py the younger with a modern reverence, which, like the festive bene- 
diction of a modern divine, was of much shorter duration. 

While this salutation was exchanging, Sir Arthur, with his fair daughter 
hanging upon his arm, having dismissed his chariot, appeared at the garden 
door, and in all due form paid his respects to the ladies. ; 

“Sir Arthur,” said the Antiquary, ‘‘and you, my fair foe, let me make 
known to you my young friend Mr. Lovel, a gentleman who, during the 
scarlet-fever which 1s epidemic at present in this our island, has the virtue 
and decency to appear in a coat of a civil complexion. You see, however, 
that the fashionable colour has mustered in his cheeks which appears not 
in his garments. Sir Arthur, let me present to you a young gentleman, 
whom your farther knowledge will find grave, wise, courtly, and scholar- 
like, well seen, deeply read, and thoroughly grounded in all the hidden 
mysteries of the green-room and stage, from the days of Davie Lindsay down 
to those of Dibdin — he blushes again, which is a sign of grace.” 

‘“‘My brother,” said Miss Griselda, addressing Lovel, ‘‘ has a humorous 
way of expressing himself, sir; nobody thinks anything of what Monk- 
barns says—so I beg you will not be so confused for the matter of his 
nonsense ; but you must have had a warm walk beneath this broiling sun— 
would you take onything ? —a glass of balm wine ?” 

Ere Lovel could answer, the Antiquary interposed. ‘ Aroint thee, witch! 
wouldst thou poison my guests with thy infernal decoctions? Dost thou 
not remember how it fared with the clergyman whom you seduced to par- 
take of that deceitful beverage?” 

“O fy, fy, brother !— Sir Arthur, did you ever hear the like ? — he must 
have everything his ain way, or he will invent such stories But there 
goes Jenny to ring the old bell to tell us that the dinner is ready.” 

Rigid in his economy, Mr. Oldbuck kept no male servant. This he dis- 
guised under the pretext that the masculine sex was too noble to be 
employed in those acts of personal servitude, which, in all early periods of 
society, were uniformly imposed on the female. ‘‘ Why,” would he say, 
“did the boy, Tam Rintherout, whom, at my wise sister’s instigation, I, 
with equal wisdom, took upon trial — why did he pilfer apples, take birds’ 
nests, break glasses, and ultimately steal my spectacles, except that he felt 
that noble emulation which swells in the bosom of the masculine sex, 
which has conducted him to Flanders with a musket on his shoulder, and 
doubtless will promote him to a glorious halbert, or even to the gallows? 
And why does this girl, his full sister, Jenny Rintherout, move in the same 
vocation with safe and noiseless step—shod, or unshod—soft as the pace of 


a cat, and docile as a spaniel—Why? but because she is in her vocation. 


Let them minister to us, Sir Arthur, —let them minister, I say, —it’s the 
only thing they are fit for. All ancient legislators, from Lycurgus to 
Mahoinmed, corruptly called Mahomet, agree in putting them in their 
proper and subordinate rank, and it is only the crazy heads of our old 


chivalrous ancestors that erected their Dulcineas into despotic princesses.” | 


Miss Wardour protested loudly against this ungallant doctrine; but the 
bell now rung for dinner. é 

‘“‘ Let me do all the offices of fair courtesy to so fair an antagonist,” said 
the old gentleman, offering his arm. ‘I remember, Miss Wardour, Ma- 
hommed (vulgarly Mahomet) had some hesitation about the mode of sum- 
moning his Moslemah to prayer. He rejected bells as used by Christians, 
_ trumpets as the summons of the Guebres, and finally adopted the human 
voice. I have had equal doubt concerning my dinner-call. Gongs, now iv 
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present use, seemed a newfangled and heathenish invention, and the voice 
vf the female womankind I rejected as equally shrill and dissonant:. 
wherefore; contrary to the said Mahommed, or Mahomet, I have resumed 
the bell. _ It has a local propriety, since it was the conventual signal for 
spreading the repast in their refectory, and it has the advantage over the 
tongue of my sister’s prime minister, Jenny, that, though not quite so loud 
and shrill, it ceases ringing the instant you drop the bell-rope: whereas we 
know, by sad experience, that any attempt to silence Jenny, only wakes 
the sympathetic chime of Miss Oldbuck and Mary M‘Intyre to join in 
chorus.” 

With this discourse he led the way to his dining-parlour, which Lovel 
had not yet seen ; —it was wainscotted, and contained some curious paint- 
ings. The dining-table was attended by Jenny; but an old superinten- 
dent, a sort of female butler, stood by the sideboard, and underwent the 
burden of bearing several reproofs from Mr. Oldbuck, and inuendos, not so 
much marked, but not less cutting, from his sister. 

The dinner was such as suited a professed antiquary, comprehending 
many savoury specimens of Scottish viands, now disused at the tables of 
those who affect elegance. There was the relishing Solan goose, whose 
smell is so powerful that he is never cooked within doors. Blood-raw he 
proved to be on this occasion, so that Oldbuck half threatened to throw the 
greasy sea-fowl at the head of the negligent housekeeper, who acted as 
priestess in presenting this odoriferous offering. But, by good-hap, she 
had been most fortunate in the hotchpotch, which was unanimously pro- 
nounced to be inimitable. ‘I knew we should succeed here,” said Old- 
buck exultingly, “for Davie Dibble, the gardener (an old bachelor like 
myself), takes care the rascally women do not dishonour our vegetables. 
And here is fish and sauce, and crappit-heads—I acknowledge our woman- 
kind excel in that dish—it procures them the pleasure of scolding, for half 
an hour at least, twice a-week, with auld Maggy Mucklebackit, our fish- 
wife. The chicken-pie, Mr. Lovel, is made after a recipe bequeathed to me 
by my departed grandmother of happy memory — And if you will venture 
on a glass of wine, you will find it worthy of one who professes the maxim 
of King Alphonso of Castile,—Old wood to burn—old books to read—old 
wine to drink —and old friends, Sir Arthur—ay, Mr. Lovel, and young 
friends too, to converse with.” 

“* And what news do you bring us from Edinburgh, Monkbarns?” said 
Sir Arthur; “how wags the world in Auld Reekie?”’ 

“Mad, Sir Arthur, mad — irretrievably frantic —far beyond dipping in 
the sea, shaving the crown, or drinking hellebore. The worst sort of 
frenzy, a military frenzy, hath possessed man, woman, and child.” 

‘* And high time, I think,” said Miss Wardour, ‘“‘ when we are threatened 
with invasion from abroad and insurrection at home.” 

“O, I did not doubt you would join the scarlet host against me—women, 
like turkeys, are always subdued by a red rag—But what says Sir Arthur, 
whose dreams are of standing armies and German oppression ?” 

““Why, I say, Mr. Oldbuck,” replied the knight, “that so far as I am 
eapable of judging, we ought to resist cum toto corpore regni—as the phrase 
is, unless I have altogether forgotten my Latin — an enemy who comes to 
propose to us a Whiggish sort of government, a republican system, and 
who is aided and abetted by a sort of fanatics of the worst kind in our own 
bowels. I have taken some measures, I assure you, such as* become my 
rank in the community; for I have directed the constables to take up that 
old scoundrelly beggar, Edie Ochiltree, for spreading disaffection against 
church and state through the whole parish. He said plainly tu old Caxon, 
that Willie Howie’s Kilmarnock cowl covered more sense thn all the three 
wigs in the parish —I think it is easy to make out that i:..endo— But the 
rogue shall be taught better manners.” 
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““() no, my dear sir,” exclaimed Miss Wardour, ‘not old Edie, that we 
have known so long;—lI assure you no constable shall have my good 
graces, that executes such a warrant.” 

“ Ay, there it goes,” said the Antiquary; “you, to be a staunch Tory, 
Sir Arthur, have nourished a fine sprig of Whiggery in your bosom—Why, 
Miss Wardour is alone sufficient to control a whole quarter-session —a 
quarter-session? ay, a general assembly or convocation to boot—a Boadicea 
she—an Amazon, a Zenobia.” 

“And yet, with all my courage, Mr. Oldbuck, I am glad to hear our 
people are getting under arms.” 

“Under arms, Lord love thee! didst thou ever read the history of Sister 
Margaret, which flowed from a head, that, though now old and somedele 
grey, Las more sense and political intelligence than you find now-a-days in 
a whole synod? Dost thou remember the Nurse’s dream in that exquisite 
work, which she recounts in such agony to Ilubble Bubble ?—When she 
would have taken up a piece of broad-cloth in her vision, lo! it exploded 
like a great iron cannon; when she put out her hand to save a pirn, it 
perked up in her face in the form of a pistol. My own vision in Edin- 
burgh has been something similar. I called to consult my lawyer; he was 
clothed in a dragoon’s dress, belted and casqued, and about to mount a 
charger, which his writing-clerk (habited as a sharp-shooter) walked to 
and fro before his door. I went to scold my agent for having sent me to 
advise with a madman; he had stuck into his head the plume, which in 
more sober days he wielded between his fingers, and figured as an artillery 
officer. My mercer had his spontoon in his hand, as if he measured his 
cloth by that implement, instead of a legitimate yard. The banker’s clerk, 
who was directed to sum my cash-account, blundered it three times, being 
disordered by the recollection of his military ¢edlings-off at the morning 
drill. I was ill, and sent for a surgeon— 

He came — but valour so had fired his eye, 
And such a falchion glittered on his thigh, 


That, by the gods, with such a load of steel, 
I thought he came to murder, — not to heal! 


{ had recourse to a physician, but he also was practising a more wholesale 
mode of slaughter than that which his profession had been supposed at all 
times to open to him. And now, since I have returned here, even our wise 
neighbours of Fairport have caught the same valiant humour. I hate a 
gun like a hurt wild-duck —I detest a drum like a quaker;—and they 
thunder and rattle out yonder upon the town’s common, so that every 
volley and roll goes to my very heart.” 

*‘ Dear brother, dinna speak that gate o’ the gentlemen volunteers—I am 
sure they have a most becoming uniform—Weel I wot they have been wet 
to the very skin twice last week —I met them marching in terribly doukit, 
an mony a sair hoast was amang them— And the trouble they take, I am 
sure it claims our gratitude.” ‘ 

‘“And I am sure,” said Miss M’Intyre, “that my uncle sent twenty 
guineas to help out their equipments.” 

“It was to buy liquorice and sugar-candy,”’ said the cynic, ‘‘ to encourage 
the trade of the place, and to refresh the throats of the officers who had 
bawled themselves hoarse in the service of their country.” 

“Take care, Monkbarns! we shall set you down among the black-nebs 
by and by.” 


“No, Sir Arthur—a tame grumbler I. I only claim the privilege of 


croaking in my own corner here, without uniting my throat to the grand 
churus of the marsh—Ni quito Rey, nt pongo Rey—I neither make king nor 
mar king, as Sancho says, but pray heartily for our own sovereign, pay scot 
and lot, and grumble at the exciseman— But here comes the ewe milk 
theese in good time; it is a better digestive than politics.” 
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When dinner was over, and the decanters placed on the table, Mr. Old- 
buck proposed the King’s health in a bumper, which was readily acceded 
to both by Lovel and the Baronet, the Jacobitism of the latter being now 
a sort of speculative opinion merely,—the shadow of a shade. 

After the ladies had left the apartment, the landlord and Sir Arthur en 
tered tuto several exquisite discussions, in which the younger guest, either 
on account of the abstruse erudition which they invoived, or for some other 
reason, took but a slender share, till at length he was suddenly started out 
of a profound reverie by an unexpected appeal to his judgment. 

“1 will stand by what Mr. Lovel says; he was born in the north of Eng- 
land, and may know the very spot.” 

Sir Arthur thought it unlikely that so young a gentleman should have 
paid much attention to matters of that sort. 

“Tam avised of the contrary,” said Oldbuck. 

‘How say you, Mr. Lovel ?—speak up, for your own credit, man.” 

Lovel was obliged to confess himself in the ridiculous situation of one 
alike ignorant of the subject of conversation and controversy which had 
engaged the company for an hour. 

“‘ Lord help the lad, his head has been wool-gathering !—I thought how it 
would be when the womankind were admitted—no getting a word of sense 
out of a young fellow for six hours after.— Why, man, there was once a 
people ified th the Piks”——— 

“More properly Picts,” interrupted the Baronet. 

“T say the Pikar, Pihar, Piochtar, Piaghtar, or Peughtar, 
Oldbuck; “they spoke a. Gothic dialect” 

“Genuine Celtic,” again asseverated the knight. 

“Gothic! Gothic! Pil go to death upon it!’ counter-asseverated the 
squire. 

Me Why, gentlemen,” said Lovel, ‘‘I conceive that is a dispute which may 
be easily settled by philologists, if there are many remains of the lan- 
Age.’ 

“There is but one word,” said the Baronet, “but, in spite of Mr. Old- 
buck’s pertinacity, it is decisive of the question.” 

‘Yes, in my favour,” said Oldbuck: ‘ Mr. Lovel, you shall be judge—-I 
haye the learned Pinkerton on my side.” 

“T, on mine, the indefatigable and erudite Chalmers.” 

“Gordon comes into my opinion.” — 

‘Sir Robert Sibbald holds mine.” 

‘Innes is with me!” vociferated Oldbuck. 

‘“‘ Ritson has no doubt!” shouted the Baronet. 

“Truly, gentlemen,” said Lovel, ‘before you muster your forces and 
overwhelm me with authorities, I should like to know the word in dispute.” 

“ Benval,” said both the disputants at once. 

“Which signifies caput vall,” said Sir Arthur, 

“The head of the wall,” echoed Oldbuck. 

There was a deep pause.—‘‘ It is rather a narrow foundation to build a 
inypothesis upon,” observed the arbiter. 

“Not a whit, not a whit,” said Oldbuck; ‘‘men fight best in a narrow 
ring—an inch is as good as a mile for a home-thrust.” 

“It is decidedly Celtic,” said the Baronet; ‘‘ every hill in the Highlands 
begins with Ben.” 

“But what say you to Val, Sir Arthur;—is it not decidedly the Saxon 
wall 2” 

“It is the Roman vallum,” said Sir Arthur ; —‘‘ the Picts borrowed that 
part of the word.” 

“No such thing; if they borrowed anything, it must have been your Ben, 
which they might have from the neighbouring Britons of Strath Cluyd.” 

“The Piks, or Picts,” said Lovel, “must have been singularly poor ip 
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dialect, since, in the only remaining word of their vocabulary, and that 
consisting only of two syllables, they have been confessedly obliged to 
borrow one of them from another language; and, methinks, gentlemen, 
with submission, the controversy is not unlike that which the two knights 
fought, concerning the shield that had one side white and the other black. 
Each of you claim one-half of the word, and seem to resign the other. 
B it what strikes me most, is the poverty of the language which has left 
such slight vestiges behind it.” 

“You are in an error,” said Sir Arthur ; “it was a copious language, and 
they were a great and powerful people; built two steeples—one at Brechin, 
.one at Abernethy. The Pictish maidens of the blood-royal were kept in 
Edinburgh Castle, thence called Castrum Puellarum.” 

‘‘A childish legend,” said Oldbuck, “invented to give consequence to 
trumpery womankind. It was called the Maiden Castle, quasi lucus a non 
lucendo, because it resisted every attack, and women never do.” 

“There is a list of the Pictish kings,” persisted Sir Arthur, “well au- 
thenticated, from Crentheminachcryme (the date of whose reign is some- 
what uncertain) down to Drusterstone, whose death concluded their dynasty. 
Half of them have the Celtic patronymic Mac prefixed—WMace, id est filius ;— 
what do you say to that, Mr. Oldbuck? There is Drust Macmorachin, 
Trynel Maclachlin (first of that ancient clan, as it may be judged), and 
Gormach Macdonald, Alpin Macmetegus, Drust Mactallargam” (here he 
was interrupted by a fit of coughing)—“ ugh, ugh, ugh,—Golarge Macchan 
—ugh, ugh—Macchanan—ugh— Macchananail, Kenneth—ugh—ugh— 
Macferedith, Eachan Macfungus—and twenty more, decidedly Celtic names, 
which I could repeat if this damned cough would let me.” : 

“Take a glass of wine, Sir Arthur, and drink down that bead-roll of 
unbaptized jargon, that would choke the devil—why, that last fellow has 
the only intelligible name you have repeated — they are all of the tribe of 
Macfungus— mushroom monarchs every one of them; sprung up from the 
fumes of conceit, folly, and falsehood, fermenting in the brains of some 
mad Highland seannachie.” 

‘“‘T am surprised to hear you, Mr. Oldbuck: you know, or ought to know, 
that the list of these potentates was copied, by Henry Maule of Melgum, 
from the Chronicles of Loch-Leven and St. Andrews, and put forth by him 
in his short but satisfactory history of the Picts, printed by Robert Free- 
bairn of Edinburgh, and sold by him at his shop in the Parliament Close, 
in the year of God seventeen hundred and five, or six, Iam not precisely 
certain which—but I have a copy at home that stands next te my twelvemo 
copy of the Scots Acts, and ranges on the shelf with them very well. 
What say you to that, Mr. Oldbuck ?” 

“Say ?—why, I laugh at Harry Maule and his history,” answered Old- 
buck, ‘‘and thereby comply with his request, of giving it entertainmert 
according to its merits.” : 

“Do not laugh at a better man than yourself,” said Sir Arthur, some- 
what scornfully. 

““T do not conceive I do, Sir Arthur, in laughing either at him or his 
histi:: v.”” 

‘“Tienry Maule of Melgum was a gentleman, Mr. Oldbuck.” 

“IT presume he had no advantage of me in ¢hat particular,’”’ replied the 
Antiquary, somewhat tartly. 

“Permit me, Mr. Oldbuck —he was a gentleman of high family, and 
ancient descent, and therefore’’—— 

“The descendant of a Westphalian printer should speak of him with 
deference? Such may be your opinion, Sir Arthur—it is not mine. I con- 
eeive that my descent from that painful and industrious typographer, Wol® 
brand Oldenbuck, who, in the month of December, 1493, under the patron- 

- age as the colophon tells us, of Sebaldus Scheyter and Sebastinn Kaminer 
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maister, accomplished the printing of the great Chronicle of Nuremberg— 
[ conceive, I say, that my descent from that great restorer of learning is 
more creditable to me as a man of letters, than if I had numbered in my 
genealogy all the brawling, bullet-headed, iron-fisted, old Gothic barong 
since the days of Crentheminachcryme—not one of whom, I suppose, vould 
write his own name.” 

“Tf you mean the observation as a sneer at my ancestry,” said the knight, 
with an assumption of dignified superiority and composure, “I have the 
pleasure te inform you, that the name of my ancestor, Gamelyn de Guard. 
over, Miles, is written fairly with his own hand in the earliest copy of the 
Ragman-roll.” 

‘‘Which only serves to show that he was one of the earliest to set the 
mean example of submitting to Edward I. What have you to say for the 
stainless loyalty of your family, Sir Arthur, after such a backsliding ‘as 
that?” - 

“Tt’s enough, sir,” said Sir Arthur, starting up fiercely, and pushing 
back his chair; “I shall hereafter take care how I honour with my com- 

any one who shows himself so ungrateful for my condescension.” —__ 

“In that you will do as you find most agreeable, Sir Arthur ;—I hope, 
that as I was not aware of the extent of the obligation which you have done 
me by visiting my poor house, I may be excused for not having carried my 
gratitude to the extent of servility.” 

“ Mighty well—mighty well, Mr. Oldbuck—TI wish you a good evening— 
Mr. a—a—a—Shovel—I wish you a very good evening.” 

Out of the parlour flounced the incensed Sir Arthur, as if the spirit of 
the whole Round Table inflamed his single bosom, and traversed with long 
strides the labyrinth of passages which conducted to the drawing-room. 

“Did you ever hear such an old tup-headed ass?” said Oldbuck, briefly 
apostrophizing Lovel. ‘ But I must not let him go in this mad-like way 
neither.” 

So saying, he pushed off after the retreating Baronet, whom he traced 
by the clang of several doors which he opened in search of the apartment 
for tea, and slammed with forge behind him at every disappointment. 
“You'll do yourself a mischief,” roared the Antiquary ; ‘ Qui ambulat in 
tenebris, nescit quo vadit—You’ll tumble down the back-stairs.” 

Sir Arthur had now got involved in darkness, of which the sedative effect 
is well known to nurses and governesses who have to deal with pettish 
children. It retarded the pace of the irritated Baronet, if it did not abate 
his resentment, and Mr. Oldbuck, better acquainted with the locale, got up 
with him as he had got his grasp upon the handle of the drawing-room 
door. 

“Stay a minute, Sir Arthur,” said Oldbuck, opposing his abrupt entrance; 
“don’t be quite so hasty, my good old friend. I was a little too rude with 
you about Sir Gamelyn—whliy, he is an old acquaintance of mine, man, and 
a favourite; he kept company with Bruce and Wallace—and, Pll be sworn 
on a black-letter Bible, only subscribed the Ragman-roll with the legitimate 
and justifiable intention of circumventing the false Southern—’twas right 
Scottish craft, my good knight—hundreds did it. Come, come, forget and 
forgive—confess we have given the young fellow here a right te think us 

wo testy old fools.” 

“Speak for yourself, Mr. Jonathan Oldbuck,” said Sir Arthur, with much 
majesty. : 

** A-well, a-well—a wilful man must have his way.” 

With that the door opened, and into the drawing-room marched the tal! 
gaunt form of Sir Arthur, followed by Lovel and Mr. Oldbu«k, the counte- 
uanes of all the three a little discomposed. 

“J have been waiting fur you, sir,” said Miss Wardour, “to propose we 
should walk forward to meet the carriage, as the evening is so fine.” 
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Sir Arthur readily assented to this proposal, which suited the angry mood 
in which he found himself; and having, agreeably to the established custom 
in cases of pet, refused the refreshment of tea and coffee, he tucked his 
daughter under his arm; and, after taking a ceremonious leave of the 
ladies, and a very dry one of Oldbuck—off he marched. 

“JT think Sir Arthur has got the black dog on his back again,” said Miss 
Oldbuck. 2 

“Black dog!—black devil !—he’s more absurd than womankind—W hat 
say you, Lovel ?—Why, the lad’s gone too.” 

“He took his leave, uncle, while Miss Wardour was putting on her things; 
but I don’t think you observed him.” 

“The devil’s in the people! This is all one gets by fussing and bustling, 
and putting one’s self out of one’s way in order to give dinners, besides all 
the charges they are put to!—O Seged, Emperor of Ethiopia!” said he, 
taking up a cup of tea in the one hand, and a volume of the Rambler in the 
other,—for it was his regular custom to read while he was eating or drink- 
ing in presence of his sister, being a practice which served at once to evince 
his contempt for the society of womankind, and his resolution to lose no 
moment of instruction, — “‘O Seged, Emperor of Ethiopia! well hast thou 
spoken—No man should presume to say, This shall be a day of happiness.” 

Oldbuck proceeded in his studies for the best part of an hour, uninter- 
rupted by the ladies, who each, in profound silence, pursued some female 
employment. At length, a light and modest tap was heard at the parlour 
door. ‘Is that you, Caxon ?—come in, come in, man.” 

The old man opened the door, and thrusting in his meagre face, thatched 
with thin grey locks, and one sleeve of his white coat, said in a subdued 
and mysterious tone of voice, “I was wanting to speak to you, sir.” 

“Come in then, you old fool, and say what you have got to say.” 

“Tl maybe frighten the ladies,” said the ex-friseur. 

“Frighten |” answered the Antiquary, — ‘‘ what do you mean ?—never 
mind the ladies. Have you seen another ghaist at the Humlock-knowe ?” 

“Na, sir—it’s no ghaist this turn,” replied Caxon ;—“‘ but I’m no easy 
in my mind.” : 

“‘ Did you ever hear of any body that was?” answered Oldbuck ;—“ what 
reason has an old battered powder-puff like you to be easy in your mind, 
more than all the rest of the world besides ?” 

“Tt’s no for mysell, sir; but it threatens an awfu’ night; and Sir Arthur, 
and Miss Wardour, poor thing” P 

‘““Why, man, they must have met the carriage at the head of the loaning, 
or thereabouts; they must be home long ago.” 

‘“‘Na, sir; they didna gang the road by the turnpike to meet the carriage, 
they gaed by the sands.” 

The word operated like electricity on Oldbuck. ‘The sands!” he ex- 
claimed; ‘‘impossible !” : eet 

“Qu, sir, that’s what I said to the gardener; but he says he saw them 
turn down by the Mussel-craig. In troth, says I to him, an that be the case, 
Davie, I am misdoubting”’ | 

“An almanack! an almanack !” said Oldbuck, starting up in great 
alarm—‘‘not that bauble!” flinging away a little pocket almanack which 
his niece offered him.—‘‘ Great God! my poor dear Miss Isabella !— Fetch 
me instantly the Fairport Almanack.”—It was brought, consulted, and added 
greatly to his agitation. “Vl go myself—call the gardener and plough- 
man— bid them bring ropes and ladders— bid them raise more help as 
they come along—keep the top of the cliffs, and halloo down to them—V] 
go myself.” .__ 

“What is the matter?” inquired Miss Oldbuck and Miss M‘Intyre. 

“The tide !|—the tide!” answered the alarmed Antiquary. 

Had not Jenny better—but no, Pll run myself,” said the younger lady 
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pane in all her uncle’s terrors—‘“ I’ll run myself to Saunders Muckle- 
ackit, and make him get out his boat.” 

“Thank you, my dear, that’s the wisest word that has been spoken yet— 
Run! run!—To go by the sands!” seizing his hat and cane; ‘“ was there 
ever such madness heard of !” 


Chapter the Senvath. 


Pleased awhile to view 
The watery waste, the prospect wild and new; 
The now receding waters gave them space, 
On either side, the growing shores to trace; 
And then, returning, they contract the scene, 
Till small and smaller grows the walk between 
ORABBE. 


Tue information of Davie Dibble, which had spread such general alarm 
at Monkbarns, proved to be strictly correct. Sir Arthur and his daughter 
had set out, according to their first proposal, to return to Knockwinnock 
by the turnpike road; but when they reached the head of the loaning, as it 
was called, or great lane, which on one side made a sort of avenue to the 
house of Monkbarns, they discerned, a little way before them, Lovel, who 
seemed to linger on the way as if to give him an opportunity to join them. 
Miss Wardour immediately proposed to her father that they should take 
another direction; and, as the weather was fine, walk home by the sands, 
which, stretching below a picturesque ridge of rocks, afforded at almost all 
times a pleasanter passage between Knockwinnock and Monkbarns than 
the high road. 

Sir Arthur acquiesced willingly. ‘It would be unpleasant,” he said, 
‘to be joined by that young fellow, whom Mr. Oldbuck had taken the free- 
dom to introduce them to.”” And his old-fashioned politeness had none of 
the ease of the present day, which permits you, if you have a mind, to cud 
the person you have associated with for a week, the instant you feel or sup- 
pose yourself in a situation which makes it disagreeable to own him. Sir 
Arthur only stipulated, that a little ragged boy, for the guerdon of one 
penny sterling, should run to meet his coachman, and turn his equipage 
back to Knockwinnock. 

When this was arranged, and the emissary despatched, the knight and 
his daughter left the high-road, and following a wandering path among 
sandy hillocks, partly grown over with furze and the long grass called bent, 
soon attained the side of the ocean. The tide was by no means so far put 
as they had computed; but this gave them no alarm ;— there were seldom 
ten days in the year when it approached so near the cliffs as not to leave a 
dry passage. But, nevertheless, at periods of spring-tide, or even when the 
ordinary flood was accelerated by high winds, this road was altogether 
covered by the sea; and tradition had recorded several fatal accidents which 
had happened on such occasions. Still, such dangers were considered as 
remote and improbable; and rather served, with other legends, to amuse 
the hamlet fireside, than to prevent any one from going between Knockwin- 
nock and Monkbarns by the sands. 

As Sir Arthur and Miss Wardour paced along, enjoying the pleasant foot- 
ng afforded by the cool moist hard sand, Miss Wardour could not help 
observing that the last tide had risen considerably above the usual waier- 
mark. Sir Arthur made the’same observation, but without its occurring wo 
e‘ther of them to be alarmed at the circumstance. The sun was now resting 
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his fiuge disk upon the edge of the level ocean, and gilded the accumulation 
of towering clouds through which he had travelled the livelong day, and 
whieh now assembled on all sides, like misfortunes and disasters around a 
sinking empire and falling monarch. Still, however, his dying splendour 
gave a sombre magnificence to the massive congregation of vapours, forming 
out of their unsubstantial gloom the show of pyramids and towers, some 
touched with gold, some with purple, some with a hue of deep and dark 
red. The distant sea, stretched beneath this varied and gorgeous canopy, 
lay almost portentously still, reflecting back the dazzling and level béams 
of the descending luminary, and the splendid colouring of the clouds 
amidst which he was setting. Nearer to the beach, the tide rippled onward 
in waves of sparkling silver, that imperceptibly, yet rapidly, gained upon 
the sand. 

With a mind employed in admiration of the romantic scene, or perhaps 
on some more agitating topic, Miss Wardour advanced in silence by her 
father’s side, whose recently offended dignity did not stoop to open any con- 
versation. Following the windings of the beach, they passed one projecting 
point of headland or rock after another, and now found themselves under a 
huge and continued extent of the precipices by which that iron-bound coast 
is in most places defended. Long projecting reefs of rock, exteriding under 
water, and only evincing their existence by here and there a peak entirely 
bare, or by the breakers which foamed over those that were partially 
covered, rendered Knockwinnock bay dreaded by pilots and ship-masters. 
The crags which rose between the beach and the mainland, to the height 
of two or three hundred feet, afforded in their crevices shelter for unnum- 
bered sea-fowl, in situations seemingly secured by their dizzy height from 
the rapacity of man. Many of these wild tribes, with the instinct which 
sends them to seek the land before a storm arises, were now winging 
towards their nests with the shrill and dissonant clang which announces 
disquictude and fear. The disk of the sun became almost totally obscured 
ere he had altogether sunk below the horizon, and an early and lurid shade 
of darkness blotted the serene twilight of a summer evening. The wind 
began next to arise; but its wild and moaning sound was heard for some 
time, and its effects became visible on the bosom of the sea, before the gale 
was felt on shore. The mass of waters, now dark and threatening, began 
to lift itself in larger ridges, and sink in deeper furrows, forming waves 
that rose high in foam upon the breakers, or burst upon the beach with a 
sound resembling distant thunder. 

Appalled by this sudden change of weather, Miss Wardour drew close to 
her father, and held his arm fast. ‘1 wish,” at length she said, but almost 
in a whisper, as if ashamed to express her increasing apprehensions, “I 
wish we had kept the road we had intended, or waited at Monkbarns for the 
carriage.” 

Sir Acihee looked round, but did not see, or would not acknowledge, any 
signs of an immediate storm. They would reach Knockwinnock, he said, 
long befure the tempest began. But the speed with which he walked, and 
with which Isabella could hardly keep pace, indicated a feeling that some 
exertion was necessary to accomplish his consolatory prediction. 

They were now near the centre of a deep but narrow bay, or recess, 
formed by two projecting capes of high and inaccessible rock, which shot 
out into the sea like the horns of a crescent ;— and neither durst commu- 
nicate the apprehension which each began to entertain, that, from the un-— 
usually rapid advance of the tide, they might be deprived of the power of | 
proceeding by doubling the promontory which lay before them, or of 
retreating by the road which brought them thither. 

As they thus pressed forward, longing doubtless to exchange the easy 
curving line, which the sinuosities of the bay compelled them to adopt, for 
a straighter and more expeditious path, though less conformable to the line 
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of beauty, Sir Arthur observed a human figure on the beach advancing ta 
meet them. “ Thank God,” he exclaimed, “we shall get round Halket: 
head |—that person must have passed it ;” thus giving vent to the fecling of 
hope, though he had suppressed that of apprehension. 

* Thank God, indeed!’ echoed his daughter, half audibly, half internally, 
as expressing the gratitude which she strongly felt. 

The figure which advanced to meet them made many signs, which the 
haze of the atmosphere, now disturbed by wind and by a drizzling rain, 
prevented them: from seeing or comprehending distinctly.—Some time 
before they met, Sir Arthur could recognise the old blue-gowned beggar, 
Edie Ochiltree. It is said that even the brute creation lay aside their ani- 
mosities and antipathies when pressed by an instant and common danger. 
The beach under Halket-head, rapidly diminishing in extent by the en- 
eroachments of a spring-tide and a north-west wind, was in like manner a 
neutral field, where even a justice of peace and a strolling mendicant might 
meet upon terms of mutual forbearance. 

“Turn back! turn back!” exclaimed the vagrant; ‘‘ why did ye not turn 
when I waved to you?” : 

“We thought,” replied Sir Arthur, in great agitation, ‘‘we thought we 
could get round Halket-head.” 

‘“‘ Halket-head !—the tide will be running on Halket-head by this time 
like the Fall of Fyers !—it was a’ I could do to get round it twenty minutes 
since —it was coming in three feet abreast. We will maybe get back by 
Bally-burgh Ness Poimt yet. The Lord help us!— it’s our only chance. 
We can but try.” 

«My God, my child!” — “‘ My father! my dear father!” exclaimed the 
parent and daughter, as, fear lending them strength and speed, they turned 
to retrace their steps, and endeavoured to double the point, the projection 
of which formed the southern extremity of the bay. 

‘“‘Y heard ye were here, frae the bit callant ye sent to meet your car- 
riage,”’ said the beggar, as he trudged stoutly on a step or two behind Miss 
Wardour; ‘‘and I coudna bide to think o’ the dainty young leddy’s peril, 
that has aye been kind to ilka forlorn heart that cam near her. Sae I lookit 
at the lift and the rin o’ the tide, till I settled it that if I could get down | 
time eneugh to gie you warning, we wad do weel yet. But 1 doubt, I 
doubt, I have been beguiled! for what mortal ee ever saw sic a race as the 
tide is rinning e’en now? See, yonder’s the Ratton’s Skerry —he aye held 
his neb abune the water in my day — but he’s aneath it now.” 

Sir Arthur cast a look in the direction in which the old man pointed. A 
huge rock, which in general, even in spring-tides, displayed a hulk like the 
keel of a large vessel, was now quite under water, and its place only indi- 
cated by the boiling and breaking of the eddying waves which encountered 
its sub-marine resistance. 

“‘Mak haste, mak haste, my bonny leddy,” continued the old man — “mak 
haste, and we may do yet! Take haud o’ my arm—an auld and frail arm 
it’s now, but it’s been in as sair stress as this is yet. Take haud 0’ my arm, 
my winsome leddy! D’ye see yon wee black speck amang the wallowing 
waves yonder? This morning it was as high as the mast 0’ a brig — it’s 
sina’ eneugh now — but, while I see as muckle black about it as the crown 
o’ my hat, I winna believe but we’ll get round the Bally-burgh Ness, for a’ 
that’s come and gane yet.” 

Isabella, in silence, accepted from the old man the assistance which Sir 
Arthur was less able to afford her. The waves had now encroached so 
much upon the beach, that the firm and smooth footing which they had 
hitherto had on the sand must be exchanged for a rougher path close to the 
foct of the precipice, and in some places even raised upon its lower ledges. 
It would have been utterly impossible for Sir Arthur Wardour, or his 
daughter, to have found their way along these shelves without the guidanoe 
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and encouragement of the beggar, who had been there before in high Hdex, - 
though never, he acknowledged, “in sae awsome a night as this.” 

It was indeed a dreadful evening. The howling of the storm mingled 
with the shrieks of the sea-fowl, and sounded like the dirge of the three 
devoted beings, who, pent between two of the most magnificent, yet most 
dreadful objects of nature —a raging tide and an insurmountable precipice 
-—toiled along their painful and dangerous path, often lashed by the spray — 
of some giant billow, which threw itself higher on the beach than tho33 
that had preceded it. Each minute did their enemy gain ground percepti- 
bly upon them! Still, however, loth to relinquish the last hopes of life, 
they bent their eyes on the black rock pointed out by Ochiltree. It was 
yet (listinctly visible among the breakers, and continued to be so, until they 
came to a turn in their precarious path, where an intervening projection of 
rock hid it from their sight. Deprived of the view of the beacon on which 
they had relied, they now experienced the double agony of terror and 
suspense. They struggled forward, however; but, when they arrived at 
the point from which they ought to have seen the crag, it was no longer 
visible: the signal of safety was lost among a thousand white breakers, 
which, dashing upon the point of the promontory, rose in prodigious sheets 
of snowy foam, as high as the mast of a first-rate man-of-war, against the 
dark brow of the precipice. 

The countenance of the old man fell. Isabella gave a faint shriek, and, 
“God have mercy upon us!” which her guide solemnly uttered, was 
piteously echoed by Sir Arthur — “My child! my child!—to die such a 
death !” 

“My father! my dear father!” his daughter exclaimed, clinging to him 
—‘‘and you too, who have lost your own life in endeavouring to save 
ours !”” 

“‘That’s not worth the counting,” said the old man. ‘TI hae lived to be 
weary 0’ life; and here or yonder—at the back o’ a dyke, in a wreath 0’ 
snaw, or in the wame 0’ a wave, what signifies how the auld gaberlunzie 
dies ?” , 

“‘Good man,” said Sir Arthur, “can you think of nothing ?—of no 
help? — Ill make you rich —T’ll give you a farm — l’1l”’—— 

“Our riches will be soon equal,” said the beggar, looking out upon the 
strife of the waters — “they are sae already; for I hae nae land, and you 
would give your fair bounds and barony for a square yard of rock that 
would be dry for twal hours.” 

While they exchanged these words, they paused upon the highest ledge 
of rock to which they could attain; for it seemed that any further attempt 
to move forward could only serve to anticipate their fate. Llere, then, they 
were to await the sure though slow progress of the raging element, some- 
thing in the situation of the martyrs of the early church, who, exposed by 
heathen tyrants to be slain by wild beasts, were compelled for a time to. 
witness the impatience and rage by which the animals were agitated, while 
awaiting the signal for undoing their grates, and letting them loose upon 
the victims. Peo; 

Yet even this fearful pause gave Isabella time to collect the pow 
mind naturally strong and courageous, and which rallied itself at this terri- 
ble juncture. ‘ Must we yield life,” she said, “without a struggle? Is 
there no path, however dreadful, by which we could climb the crag, or at 
least attain some height above the tide, where we could remain till morning, 
or till help comes? They must be aware of our situation, and will raise the 
country to relieve us.” 

Sir Arthur, who heard, but scarcely comprehended, his daughter’s ques- 
tion, turned, nevertheless, instinctively and eagerly to the old man, as if 
their lives were in his gift. Ochiltree paused —‘“‘I was a bauld craigs- 
man,” he said, ‘‘ance in my life, and mony a kittywake’s and lungie’s nest 
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hae I harried up amang thae very black rocks; but it’s lang, lang syne, 
and nae mortal could speel them without a rope —and if I had ane, my 
ee-sight, and my footstep, and my hand-grip, hae a’ failed mony a day 
sinsyne— And then, how could I save you? But there was a path here 
ance, though maybe, if we could see it, ye would rather bide where we are 
— His name be praised!” he ejaculated suddenly, “there’s ane coming 
down the crag e’en now !’”’—Then, exalting his voice, he hilloa’d out to the 
daring adventurer such instructions as his former practice, and the remem- 
brance of local circumstances, suddenly forced upon his mind: — “ Ye’re 
right — ye’re right ! — that gate— that gate! — fasten the rope weel round 
Crummie’s-horn, that’s the muckle black stane — cast twa plies round it—- 
that’s it! now, weize yoursell a wee easel-ward —a wee mair yet to that 
ither stane — we ca’d it the Cat’s-lug — there used to be the root 0’ an aik- 
tree there — that will do!—canny now, lad —canny now —tak tent and 
tak time — Lord bless ye, tak time—- Vera weel!— Now ye maun get to 
Bessy’s Apron, that’s the muckle braid flat blue stane — and then, I think, 
wi’ your help and the tow thegither, I’ll win at ye, and then we’ll be able 
to get up the young leddy and Sir Arthur.” 

The adventurer, following the directions of old Edie, flung him down the 
end of the rope, which he secured around Miss Wardour, wrapping her 
previously in his own blue gown, to preserve her as much as possible from 
injury. Then, availing himself of the rope, which was made fast at the 
other end, he began to ascend the face of the crag —a most precarious and 
dizzy undertaking, which, however, after one or two perilous escapes, placed 
him safe on the broad flat stone beside our friend Lovel. Their joint strength 
was able to raise Isabella to the place of safety which they had attained. 
Lovel then descended in order to assist Sir Arthur, around whom he adjusted 
the rope; and again mounting to their place of refuge, with the assistance 
of old Ochiltree, and such aid as Sir Arthur himself could afford, he raised 
himself beyond the reach of the billows. 

The sense of reprieve from approaching and apparently inevitable death, 
had its usual effect. The father and daughter threw themselves into each 
other’s arms, kissed and wept for joy, although their escape was connected 
with the prospect of passing a tempestuous night upon a precipitous ledge 
of ruck, which scarce afforded footing for the four shivering beings, who 
now, like the sea-fuwl around them, clung there in hopes of some shelter 
from the devouring elemiit which raged beneath. The spray of the billows, 
which attained in fearful succession the foot of the precipice, overflowing 
the beach on which they so lately stood, flew as high as their place of tem- 
porary refuge ; and the stunning sound with which they dashed against the 
rocks beneath, seemed as if they still demanded the fugitives in accents of 
thunder as their destined prey. It was a summer night, doubtless; yet 
the probability was slender, that a frame so delicate as that of Miss War- 
dour should survive till morning the drenching of the. spray; and the 
dashing of the rain, which now burst in full violence, accompanied with 
dzep and heavy gusts of wind, added to the constrained and perilous cir 
cumstances of their situation. 

“ The lassie! — the puir sweet lassie!’ said the old man: “mony such a 
night have I weathered at hame and abroad, but, God guide us, how can 
she ever win through it!” 

His apprehension was communicated in smothered accents to Lovel ; for, 
with the sort of freemasonry by which bold and ready spirits correspond in 
moments of danger, and become almost instinctively known to each other, 
they had established a mutual confidence.—‘“‘I’ll climb up the cliff again,” 
said Lovel —‘‘there’s day-light enough left to see my footing; Pll climb 
up, and call for more assistance.” 

‘Do so, do so, for heaven’s sake!” said Sir Arthur, eagerly. 

“Are ye mad?” said the mendicant: ‘Francie 0’ Fowlsheugh, and he 

Vou. Il. — 4 3 E 


50 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 


was the best eraigsman that ever speel’d heugh (mair by token, he brake 
his neck upon the Dunbuy of Slaines), wadna hae ventured upon the 
Halket-head craigs after sun-down — It’s God’s grace, and a great wunder 
besides, that ye are not in the middle o’ that roaring sea wi’ what ye hae 
done already —I didna think there was the man left alive would hae cone 
down the craigs as ye did. I question an I could hae done it mysell, at 
this hour and in this weather, in the youngest and yaldest of my strength— 
But to venture up again—it’s a mere and a clear tempting o’ Providence.” 

‘“‘T have no fear,”’ answered Lovel; ‘I marked all the stations perfectly 
as I came down, and there is still ight enough left to see them quite well—I 
am sure I can do it with perfect safety. Stay here, my good friend, by Sir 
Arthur and the young lady.” 

“Deil be in my feet, then,” answered the bedesman, sturdily; “if ye 
gang, V’ll gang too; for between the twa o’ us, we'll hae mair than wark 
encugh to get fo the tap o’ the heugh.” 

“No, no—stay you here and attend to Miss Wardour — you see Sir 
Arthur is quite exhausted.” 

“‘Stay yoursell then, and Pll gae,”’ said the old man ; — “ let death spare 
the green corn and take the ripe.” 

‘Stay both of you, I charge you,” said Isabella, faintly ; “ I am well, and 
can spend the night very well here —I feel quite refreshed.” So saying, 
her voice failed her — she sank down, and would have fallen from the erag, 
had she not been supported by Lovel and Ochiltree, who placed her in a 
posture half sitting, half reclining, beside her father, who, exhausted by 
fatigue of body and mind so extreme and unusual, had already sat down 
on a stone in a sort of stupor. 

‘“‘¥¢ is impossible to leave them,” said Lovel — ‘‘ What 1s to be done ?— 
Hark! hark !— did I not hear a halloo ?” 

“The skreigh of a Tammie Norie,” answered Ochiltree— “TI ken the 
skirl weel.” 

‘““No, by Heaven !” replied Lovel, ‘it was a human voice.” 

A distant hail was repeated, the sound plainly distinguishable among the 
various elemental noises, and the clang of the sea-mews by which they were 
surrounded. ‘The mendicant and Lovel exerted their voices in a loud halloo, 
the former waving Miss Wardour’s handkerchief on the end of his staff to 
make them conspicuous from above. Though the shouts were repeated, it 
was some time before they were in exact response to their own, leaving the 
unfortunate sufferers uncertain whether, in the darkening twilight and 
increasing storm, they had made the persons who apparently were traversing 
the verge of the precipice to bring them assistance, sensible of the place in 
which. they had found refuge. At length their halloo was regularly and 
distinetly answered, and their courage confirmed, by the assurance that 
they were within hearing, if not within reach, of friendly assistance. 


Chapter the Gighth. 


There is a cliff, whose high and bending head of 
Looks fearfully on the confined deep; a 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 

And PD) repair the misery thou dost bear. 


Kine Lear. 


Tue shout of human voices from above was soon augmented, and the 
gleam of torches mingled with those lights of evening which still remained 
amidst the darkness of the storm. Some attempt was made to huld com 
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munication between the assistants above and the sufferers beneuth, who 
were still clinging to their precarious place of safety ; but the howling of 
the tempest limited their intercourse to cries as inarticulate as those of the 
winged denizens of the crag, which shrieked in chorus, alarmed by the 
reiterated sound of human voices, where they had seldom been heard. 

On the verge of the precipice an anxious group had now assembled. 
Oldbuck was the foremost and most earnest, pressing forward with unwonted 
desperation to the very brink of the crag, and extending his head (his hat 
and wig secured by a handkerchief under his chin (over the dizzy height, 
with an air of determination which made his more timorous assistants 
tremble. 

‘“‘Haud a care, haud a care, Monkbarns!” cried Caxon, clinging to the 
skirts of his patron, and withholding him from danger as far as his strength 
permitted — “‘ God’s sake, haud a care !—Sir Arthur’s drowned already, and 
an ye fa’ over the cleugh too, there will be but ae wig left in the parish, and 
that’s the minister’s.” 

‘**Mind the peak there,” cried Mucklebackit, an old fisherman and 
smugeler—‘‘mind the peak —Steenie, Steenie Wilks, bring up the tackle 
— I’se warrant we’ll sune heave them on board, Monkbarns, wad ye but 
stand out o’ the gate.” 

““T see them,” said Cldbuck—‘“ I see them low down on that flat stone— 
Hilli-hilloa, hilli-ho-a !’’ 

‘“‘T see them mysell weel eneugh,” said Mucklebackit; ‘they are sitting 
down yonder like hoodie-craws in a mist; but d’ye think ye’ll help them wi’ 
skirling that gate like an auld skart before a flaw 0’ weather ?—Steenie, lad, 
bring up the mast—Od, I’se hae them up as we used to bouse up the kegs 0’ 
gin and brandy lang syne—Get up the pickaxe, make a step for the mast— 
make the chair fast with the rattlin—haul taught aud belay!” 

The fishers had brought with them the mast of a boat, and as half of the 
country fellows about had now appeared, either out of zeal or curiosity, it 
was soon sunk in the ground, and sufficiently secured. A yard across the 
upright mast, and a rope stretched along it, and reeved through a block at 
each end, formed an extempore crane, which afforded the means of lowering 
an arm-chair, well secured and fastened, down to the flat shelf on which the 
sufferers had roosted. Their joy at hearing the preparations going on for 
their deliverance was considerably qualified when they beheld the preca- 
rious vehicle by means of which they were to be conveyed to upper air. It 
swung about a yard free of the spot which they occupied, obeying each im- 
pulse of the tempest, the empty air all around it, and depending upon the 
security of a rope, which, in the increasing darkness, had dwindled to an 
almost imperceptible thread. Besides the hazard of committing a human 
being to the vacant atmosphere in such a slight means of conveyance, there 
was the fearful danger of the chair and its occupant being dashed, either by 
the wind or the vibrations of the cord, against the rugged face of the preci- 
pice. But to diminish the risk as much as possible, the experienced seaman 
iad let down with the chair another line, which, being attached to it, and 
held by the persons beneath, might serve by way of gy, as Mucklebackit 
expressed it, to render its ascent in some measure.steady and regular. Still, 
te commit one’s self in such a vehicle, through a howling tempest of wind 
ar.d rain, with a beetling precipice above and a raging abyss below, required 
that courage which despair alone can inspire. Yet wild as the sounds and 
sights of danger were, both above, beneath, and around, and doubtful and 
dangerous as the mode of escaping appeared to be, Lovel and the old mendi- 
cant agreed, after a moment’s consultation, and: after the former, by a sudden 
strong pull, had, at his own imminent risk, ascertained the security of the 
rope, that it would be best to secure Miss Wardour in the chair, and trust to 
she tenderness and care of those above for her being safely craned up to the 
top of the crag. : 


52 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 


“Let my father go first,” exclaimed Isabella; “ for God’s sake, my friends, 
place him first in safety !” 

‘“‘Tt cannot be, Miss Wardour,” said Lovell ;—‘“ your life must be first 
secured—the rope which bears your weight may’”— 

‘‘T will not listen to a reason so selfish !’ 

‘But ye maun listen to it, my bonny lassie,” said Ochiltree, ‘for a’ ou 
lives depend on it—besides, when ye get on the tap o’ the heugh yonder, ye 
can gie them a round guess o’ what’s ganging on in this Patmos 0’ ours— 
_ and Sir Arthur’s far by that, as I am thinking.” 

Struck with the truth of this reasoning, she exclaimed, ‘ True, most true; 
I am ready and willing to undertake the first risk—What shall I say to our 

‘friends above!” 

“ Just to look that their tackle does not graze on the face o’ the crag, and 
to let the chair down and draw it up hooly and fairly ;—we will halloo when 
we are ready.” 

With the sedulous attention of a parent to a child, Lovel bound Miss 
Wardour with his handkerchief, neckcloth, and the mendicant’s leathern 
helt, to the back and arms of the chair, ascertaining accurately the security 
of each knot, while Ochiltree kept Sir Arthur quiet. ‘‘ What are you doing 
wi’ my bairn ?—what are ye doing ?—She shall not be separated from me— 
Isabel, stay with me, I command you!” 

“‘Lordsake, Sir Arthur, haud your tongue, and be thankful to God that 
there’s wiser folk than you to manage this job,” cried the beggar, worn out 
by the unreasonable exclamations of the poor Baronet. 

‘Farewell, my father !” murmured Isabella—“ farewell, my—my friends!” 
and, shutting her eyes, as Edie’s experience recommended, she gave the 
signal to Lovel, and he to those who were above. She rose, while the chair 
in which she sate was kept steady by the line which Lovel managed beneath. 
With a beating heart he watched the flutter of her white dress, until the 
vehicle was on a level with the brink of the precipice. 

‘“‘Canny now, lads, canny now!” exclaimed old Mucklebackit, who acted 
as commodore ; “swerve the yard a bit—Now—there! there she sits safe on 
dry land.” 

A loud shout announced the successful experiment to her fellow-sufferers 
beneath, who replied with a ready and cheerful halloo. Monkbarns, in his 
ecstasy of joy, stripped off his great-coat to wrap up the young lady, and 
would have pulled off his coat and waistcoat for the same purpose, had he 
not been withheld ‘by the cautious Caxon. ‘‘Ilaud a care o’ us! your 
honour will be killed wi’ the hoast—ye’ll no get out o’ your night-cowl this 
fortnight—and that will suit us unco ill.—Na, na—-there’s the chariot down 
by ; let twa o’ the folk carry the young leddy there.” 

‘‘ You’re right,” said the Antiquary, readjusting the sleeves and collar of 
his coat, “ you’re right, Caxon; this is a naughty night to swim in.— Miss 
Wardour, let me convey you to the chariot.” 

‘‘ Not for worlds, till I see my father safe.”’ 

“In a few distinct words, evincing how much her resolution had sur 
mounted even the mortal fear of so agitating a hazard, she explained the 
nature of the situation beneath, and the wishes of Lovel and Ochiltree. 

“Right, right, that’s right too—I should like to see the son of Sir 
Gamelyn de Guardover on dry land myself —I have a notion he would sign 
the abjuration oath, and the Ragman-roll to boot, and acknowledge Queen 
Mary to be nothing better than she should be, to get alongside my bottle 
of old port that he ran away from, and left scarce bigun. But he’s safe 
now, and here a’ comes” (for the chair was again lowered, and Sir Arthur 
made fast in it, without much consciousness on his own part) — “here a’ 
comes — Bowse away, my boys! canny wi’ him —a pedigree of a hundred 
links is hanging on a tenpenny tow—the whole barony of Knockwinnock 
depends on three plies of hemp — respice finem, respice funem—lovk to 
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your cnd — look to a rope’s end. — Welcome, welcome, my good old friend, 
to firm land, though I cannot say to warm land or to dry land. A cord for 
ever against fifty fathom of water, though not in the sense of the base pro- 
verb —a fico for the phrase — better sus. per funem, than sus. per coll.” 

While Oldbuck ran on in this way, Sir Arthur was safely wrapped in the 
slose embraces of his daughter, who, assuming that authority which the 
circumstances demanded, ordered some of the assistants to convey him to 
the chariot, promising to follow in a few minutes. She lingered on the cliff 
holding an old countryman’s arm, to witness probably the safety of those 
whose dangers she had shared. 

‘“What have we here?” said Oldbuck, as the vehicle once more ascended 
—‘‘ what patched and weather-beaten matter is this?” Then, as the torches 
illumed the rough face and grey hairs of old Ochiltree, — What ! is it thou? 
—Come, old Mocker, I must needs be friends with thee— But who the devil 
makes up your party besides ?” 

* Ane that’s weel worth ony twa o’ us, Monkbarns;—it’s the young 
stranger lad they ca’ Lovel—and he’s behaved this blessed night as if he 
had three lives to rely on, and was willing to waste them a’ rather than 
endanger ither folk’s. Ca’ hooly, sirs, as ye wad win an auld man’s bless- 
ing !—-mind there’s naebody below now to haud the gy — Hae a care o’ the 
Cat’s-lug corner — bide weel aff Crummie’s-horn !”” 

‘Have a care indeed,” echoed Oldbuck. ‘ What! is it my rara avis — 
my black swan —my phoenix of companions in a post-chaise ?— take care 
of him, Mucklebackit.” 

‘“‘ As muckle care as if he were a greybeard o’ brandy; and I canna take 
mair if his hair were like John Harlowe’s.— Yo ho, my hearts! bowse 
away with him!” | 

Lovel did, in fact, run a much greater risk than any of his precursors. 
His weight was not sufficient to render his ascent steady amid such a storm 
of wind, and he swung like an agitated pendulum at the mortal risk of 
being dashed against the rocks. But he was young, bold, and active, and, 
with the assistance of the beggar’s stout piked staff, which he had retained 
by advice of the proprietor, contrived to bear himself from the face of the 
precipice, and the yet more hazardous projecting cliffs which varied its 
surface. Tossed in empty space, like an idle and unsubstantial feather. 
with a motion that agitated the brain at once with fear and with dizziness, 
he retained his alertness of exertion and presence of mind; and it was not 
until he was safely grounded upon the summit of the cliff, that he felt tem- 
porary and giddy sickness. As he recovered from a sort of half swoon, 
he cast his eyes eagerly around. The object which they would most 
willingly have sought, was already in the act of vanishing. Her white 
garment was just discernible as she followed on the path which her father 
had taken. She had lingered till she saw the last of their company rescued 
from danger, and until she had been assured by the hoarse voice of Muckle- 
hbackit, that ‘the callant had come off wi’ unbrizzed banes, and that he was 
lat in a kind of dwam.” But Lovel was not aware that she had expressed 
in his fate even this degree of interest, —which, though nothing more than 
was due to a stranger who had assisted her in such an hour of peril, he 
would have gladly purchased by braving even more imminent danger than 
he had that evening been exposed to. The beggar she had already com 
manded to come to Knockwinnock that night. He made an excuse.— 
‘Then to-morrow let me see you.” 

The old man promised to obey. Oldbuck thrust something into his hand 
~ Ovhiltree looked at it by the torch-light, and returned it— ‘Na, na! I 
ucver tak gowd— besides, Monkbarns, ye wad maybe be rueing it the 
morn.” Then turning to the group of fishermen and peasants —“ Now, 
sirs, wha will gie me a supper and some clean pease-strae ?”” 

“1,” “and I,” ‘and I,” answered many a ready voice. 

E2 
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« Aweel, sinve sae it is, and I can only sleep in ae barn at ance, I’ll gae 
down wi’ Saunders Mucklebackit— he has aye a soup o’ something com 
fortable about his bigging — and, bairns, I’ll maybe live to put ilka ane o 
ye in mind some ither night that ye hae promised me quarters and my 
awmous ;” and away he went with the fisherman. ; 

Oldbuck laid the hand of strong possession on Lovel — “ Deil a stride ye’s 
go to Fairport this night, young man—you must go home with me to 
Monkbarns. Why, man, you have been a hero—a perfect Sir William 
Wallace, by all accounts. Come, my good lad, take hold of my arm;—I 
am not a prime support in such a wind — but Caxon shall help us out — 
Here, you old idiot, come on the other side of me. — And how the deil got 
you down to that infernal Bessy’s-apron, as they call it? Bess, said they? 
Why, curse her, she has spread out that vile pennon or banner of woman- 
kind, like all the rest of her sex, to allure her votaries to death and head- 
long ruin.” 

“‘T have been pretty well accustomed to climbing, and I have long ob- 
served fowlers practise that pass down the cliff.” 

‘‘But how, in the name of all that is wonderful, came you to discover 
the danger of the pettish Baronet and his far more deserving daughter ?” 

“‘T saw them from the verge of the precipice.” 

“From the verge! —umph— And what possessed you, dumosa pendere 
procul de rupe? — though dumosa is not the appropriate epithet — what the 
deil, man, tempted ye to the verge of the craig?” 

““Why —I like to see the gathering and growling of a coming storm — 
or, in your own classical language, Mr. Oldbuck, suave mart magno— and 
so forth — but here we reach the turn to Fairport. I must wish you good- 
night.” 

“‘Not a step, not a pace, not an inch, not a shathmont, as 1 may say,— 
the meaning of which word has puzzled many that think themselves anti- 
quaries. JI am clear we should read salmon-length for shathmont’s-length. 
You are aware that the space allotted for the passage of a salmon through 
a dam, dike, or weir, by statute, is the length within which a full-grown pi 
ean turn himself round. Now I have a scheme to prove, that, as side! 
objects were thus appealed to for ascertaining submarine measurement, so 
it must be supposed that the productions of the water were established as 
gages of the extent of land. — Shathmont — salmont — you see the close 
alliance of the sounds; dropping out two /’s, and a ¢, and assuming an J, 
makes the whole difference —I wish to Heaven no antiquarian derivation 
had demanded heavier concessions.” 

‘But, my dear sir, I really must go home —I am wet to the skin.” 

“Shalt have my night-gown, man, and slippers, and catch the antiqua- 
rian fever as men do the plague, by wearing infected garments. Nay, I 
know what you would be at—you are afraid to put the old bachelor to 
charges. But is there not the remains of that glorious chicken-pie—which, 
meo arbitrio, is better cold than hot—and that bottle of my oldest port, 
out of which the silly brain-sick Baronet (whom I cannot pardon, since he 
has escaped breaking his neck) had just taken one glass, when his infirm 
noddle went a wool-gathering after Gamelyn de Guardover ?” 

So saying, he dragged Lovel forward, till the Palmer’s-port of Monkbarns 
received them. Never, perhaps, had it admitted two pedestrians more need- 
ing rest; for Monkbarns’s fatigue had been in a degree very contrary to his 
usual habits, and his more young and robust companion had that evening 
undergone agitation of mind which had harassed and wearicd him even 
more than his extraordinary exertions of body. 


THE ANTIQUARY.. 6A 


Chapter the Pinth. 


“ Be brave,” she cried, ‘you yet may be our guest, 

Our haunted room was ever held the best. 

If, then, your valour can the sight sustain 

Of rustling curtains ard the clinking chain; 

if your courageous tongue have powers to talk, 

When round your bed the horrid ghost shall walk; 

If you dare ask it why it leaves its tomb, 

(ll see your sheets well air’d, and show the room.” 
TRUE Srory. 


Tuey reached the room in which they had dined, and were clamorously 
walcomed by Miss Oldbuck. 

““Where’s the younger womankind ?” said the Antiquary. 

‘Indeed, brother, amang a’ the steery, Maria wadna be guided by me 
—she set away to the Halket-craig-head—I wonder ye didna see her.” 

“Eh ! — what — what’s that you say, sister? —did the girl go out ina 
zizht like this to the Halket-head ?—Good God! the misery of the night is 
not ended yet!” 

“But ye winna wait, Monkbarns—ye are so imperative and im- 

atient’’ . 

“ Tittle-tattle, woman,” said the impatient and agitated Antiquary, 
‘where is my dear Mary ?” 

“ Just where ye suld be yoursell, Monkbarns—up-stairs, and in her 
warm bed.” 

“T could have sworn it,” said Oldbuck, laughing, but obviously much 
relieved — ‘‘I could have sworn it;—the lazy monkey did not care if we 
were all drowned together. Why did you say she went out?” 

‘“But ye wadna wait to hear out my tale, Monkbarns—she gaed out, and 
she came in again with the gardener sae sune as she saw that nane 0’ ye 
were clodded ower the eraig, and that Miss Wardour was safe in the 
chariot;— she was hame a quarter of an hour syne, for it’s now ganging 
ten —sair droukit was she, puir thing, sae I e’en put a glass o’ sherry in 
her water-gruel.” 

“Right, Grizel, right—let womankind alone for coddling each other. 
But hear ye, my venerable sister — Start not at the word venerable; it 
implies many praise-worthy qualities besides age; though that too is 
honourable, albeit it is the last quality for which womankind would wish 
to be honoured—But perpend my words: let Lovel and me have forthwith 
the relics of the chicken-pie, and the reversion of the port.” 

‘<The chicken-pie! the port !—ou dear! brother—there was but a wheen 
banes, and scarce a drap o’ the wine.” 

The Antiquary’s countenance became clouded, though he was too well 
bred to give way, in the presence of a stranger, to his displeased surprise 
at the disappearance of the viands on which he had reckoned with absolute 
certainty. But his sister understood these looks of ire. “Ou dear! Monk 
barns, what’s the use of making a wark ?” 

‘“‘Y make no wark as ye call it, woman.” 

“But what’s the use o’ looking sae glum and glunch about a pickle 
banes?— an ye will hae the truth, ye maun ken the minister came in, 
worthy man—sair distressed he was, nae doubt, about your precaurious 
situation, as he ca’d it (for ye ken how weel he’s gifted wi’ words), and 
here he wad bide till he could hear wi’ certainty how the matter was likely 
to gang wi’ ye a’— He said fine things on the duty of resignation to Provi 
dence’s will, worthy man! that did he.” 

. Oldbuck replied, catching the same tone, “ Worthy man! — he cared not 
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how soon Monkbarns had devolved on an heir female, I’ve a notion ;— 

and while he was occupied in this Christian office of consolation against 

impending evil, I reckon that the chicken-pie and my good port disap- 
eared ?” 

we Dear brother, how can you speak of sic frivolities, when you have had 

sic an escape from the craig ?” 

“Better than my supper has had from the minister’s craig, Grizzie — it’s 
all discussed, I suppose ?”” 

‘Hout, Monkbarns, ye speak as if there was nae mair meat in the house 
—wad ye not have had me offer the honest man some slight refreshment 
after his walk frae the manse ?”’ 

Oldbuck half-whistled, half-hummed, the end of the old Scottish ditty, 


O, first they eated the white puddings, 
And then they eated the black, O, 


And thought the gudeman unto himsell, 
The deil clink down wi’ that, O! 


His sister hastened to silence his murmurs, by proposing some of the 
relics of the dinner. He spoke of another bottle of wine, but recom- 
mended in preference a glass of brandy which was really excellent. As 
no entreaties could prevail on Lovel to indue the velvet night-cap and 
branched morning-gown of his host, Oldbuck, who pretended to a little 
knowledge of the medical art, insisted on his going to bed as soon as pos- 
sible, and proposed to despatch a messenger (the indefatigable Caxon) to 
Fairport early in the morning, to procure him a change of clothes. 

This was the first intimation Miss Oldbuck had received that the young 
stranger was to be their guest for the night; and such was the surprise 
with which she was struck by a proposal so uncommon, that, had the 
superincumbent weight of her head-dress, such as we before described, 
been less preponderant, her grey locks must have started up on end, and 
hurled it from its position. ~ 

“‘Lord haud a care o’ us!” exclaimed the astounded maiden. 

‘‘What’s the matter now, Grizel ?” 

“Wad ye but just speak a moment, Monkbarns?” 

“‘ Speak !— what should I speak about? I want to get to my bed —and 
this poor young fellow—let a bed be made ready for him instantly.” 

“‘ A bed ?—The Lord preserve us!” again ejaculated Grizel. 

“Why, what’s the matter now ?—are there not beds and rooms enough 
in the house? — was it not an ancient hospitiwm, in which I am warranted 
to say, beds were nightly made down for a score of pilgrims ?” 

“OQ dear, Monkbarns! wha kens what they might do lang syne ?—but in 
our time—beds—ay, troth, there’s beds enow sic as they are —and rooms 
enow too — but ye ken yoursell the beds haena been sleepit in, Lord kens 
the time, nor the rooms aired. —If I had kenn’d, Mary and me might hae 
gane down to the manse — Miss Beckie is aye fond to see us — (and sae is 
the minister, brother)—But now, gude save us!” 

‘Ts there not the Green Room, Grizel ?” 

“'Troth is there, and it is in decent order too, though naebody has sleepit 
there since Dr. Heavysterne, and’””—— 

“« And what ?” . 

* And what! I am sure ye ken yoursell what a night he had—ye wadna 
expose the young gentleman to the like o’ that, wad ye?” 

Lovel interfered upon hearing this altercation, and protested he would far 
rather walk home than put them to the least inconvenience—that the exer- 
cise would be of service to him—-that he knew the road perfectly, by night 
or day, to Fairport—that the storm was abating, and so forth ;—adding all 
that civility could suggest as an excuse for escaping from a hospitality 
which seemed more inconvenient to his host than he could possibly have 

. anticipated. But the howling of the wind, and the pattering of the rain 
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ngainst the windows, with his knowledge of the preceding fatigues of the 
evening, must have prohibited Oldbuck, even had be entertained less regaré 
for his young friend than he really felt, from permitting him to depart. 
Besides, he was piqued in honour to show that he himself was not governed 
by womankind—“ Sit ye down, sit ye down, sit ye down, man,” he reite- 
rated ;—‘‘an ye part so, 1 would I might never draw a cork again, and here 
comes out one from a prime bottle of—strong ale—right anno domini—none 
of your Wassia Quassia decoctions, but brewed of Monkbarns barley—John 
of the Girnel never drew a better flagon to entertain a wandering minstrel, 
or palmer, with the freshest news from Palestine.—And to remove from 
your mind the slightest wish to depart, know, that if you do so, your 
character as a gallant knight is gone forever. Why, ’tis an adventure, man, 
to sleep in the Green Room at Monkbarns.—Sister, pray see it got ready— 
And, although the bold adventurer, Heavysterne, dree’d pain and dolour in 
that charmed apartment, it is no reason why a gallant knight like you, 
nearly twice as tall, and not half so heavy, should not encounter and break 
the spell.” 

““What! a haunted apartment, I suppose ?” 

“To be sure, to be sure—every mansion in this country of the slightest 
antiquity has its ghosts and its haunted chamber, and you must not suppose 
us worse off than our neighbours. They are going, indeed, somewhat out 
of fashion. I have seen the day, when if you had doubted the reality of a 
ghost in an old manor-house, you ran the risk of being made a ghost your- 
self, as Hamlet says.—Yes, if you had challenged the existence of Redcowl 
in the Castle of Glenstirym, old Sir Peter Pepperbrand would have had ye 
out to his court-yard, made you betake yourself to your weapon, and if 
your trick of fence were not the better, would have sticked you like a pad- 
dock, on his own baronial middenstead. I once narrowly escaped such an 
affray—but I humbled myself and apologised to Redcowl; for, even in my 
younger days, I was no friend to the monomachia, or duel, and would rather 
walk with Sir Priest than with Sir Knight—I care not who knows so much 
of my valour. Thank God, I am old now, and can indulge my irritabilities 
without the necessity of supporting them by cold steel.” 

Here Miss Oldbuck re-entered, with a singularly sage expression of coun- 
tenance. —‘‘ Mr. Lovel’s bed’s ready, brother—clean sheets—weel aired — 
a spunk of fire in the chimney—I am sure, Mr. Lovel” (addressing him), 
“it’s no for the trouble—and I hope you will have a good night’s rest— 
But” 

‘“‘ You are resolved,” said the Antiquary, ‘to do what you can to prevent 
it.” 

“Me ?—I am sure I have said naething, Monkbarns.” 

““My dear madam,” said Lovel, “allow me to ask you the meaning of 
your obliging anxiety on my account.” 

‘¢Ou, Monkbarns does not like to hear of it—but he kens himsell that the 
room has an ill name. It’s weel minded that it was there auld Rab Tull 
the town-clerk was sleeping when he had that marvellous communication 
about the grand law-plea between us and the feuars at the Mussel-craiz—- 
It had cost a hantle siller, Mr. Lovel; for law-pleas were no carried on 
without siller lang syne mair than they are now—and the Monkbarns of 
that day—our gudesire, Mr. Lovel, as I said before—was like to be waured 
afore the Session for want of a paper — Monkbarns there kens weel what 
paper. it was, but I’se warrant he’ll no help me out wi’ my tale—but it was 
a paper of great significance to the plea, and we were to be waured for want 
»’t. Aweel, the cause was to come on before the fifteen —in presence, as 
they ca’t—and auld Rab Tull, the town-clerk, he cam ower to make a last 
search for the paper that was wanting, before our gudesire gaed into Edin- 
burgh to look after his plea—so there was little time to come and gang on. 
Ue was but a doited snuffy body, Rab, as I’ve heard— but then he waa 
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the t wn-clerk of Fairport, and the Monkbarns heritors aye employed him 
on account of their connexion wi’ the burgh, ye ken.” 

“Sister Grizel, this is abominable,” interrupted Oldbuck; “I vow to 
Heaven ye might have raised the ghosts of every abbot of Trotcosey, since 
the days of Waldimir, in the time you have been detailing the introduction 
to this single spectre.—Learn to be succinct in your narrative—Imitate the 
concise style of old Aubrey, an experienced ghost-seer, who entered his 
memoranda on these subjects in a terse business-like manner; exemplt gratia 
—‘ At Cirencester, 5th March, 1670, was an apparition.—Being demanded 
whether good spirit or bad, made no answer, but instantly disappeared with 
a curious perfume, and a melodious twang.’— Vide his Miscellanies, p. eigh- 
teen, as well as I can remember, and near the middle of the page.” 

““Q, Monkbarns, man! do you think everybody is as book-learned as 
yoursell ?—But ye like to gar folk look like fools—ye can do that to Sir 
Arthur, and the minister his very sell.” 

‘‘Nature has been beforehand with me, Grizel, in both these instances, 
and in another which shall be nameless ;—but take a glass of ale, Grizel, 
and proceed with your story, for it waxes late.” 

“ Jenny’s just warming your bed, Monkbarns, and ye maun e’en wait till 
she’s done.—Weel, I was at the search that our gudesire, Monkbarns that 
then was, made wi’ auld Rab Tull’s assistance ;—but ne’er-be-licket could 
they find that was to their purpose. And sae, after they had touzled out 
mony a leather poke-full 0’ papers, the town-clerk had his drap punch at 
e’en to wash the dust out of his throat—-we never were glass-breakers in 
this house, Mr. Lovel, but the body had got sic a trick of sippling and tip- 
pling wi’ the bailies and deacons when they met (which was amaist ilka 
night) concerning the common gude o’ the burgh, that he couldna weel 
sleep without it—But his punch he gat and to bed he gaed; and in the 
middle of the night he gat a fearfu’ wakening!—he was never just himsell 
after it, and he was strucken wi’ the dead palsy that very day four years. 
He thought, Mr. Lovel, that he heard the curtains o’ his bed fissil, and out 
he lookit, fancying, puir man, it might hae been the cat—But he saw—God 
hae a care o’ us! it gars my flesh aye creep, though I hae tauld the story 
twenty times—he saw a weel-fa’ard auld gentleman standing by his bed- 
side, in the moonlight, in a queer-fashioned dress, wi’ mony a button and 
band-string about it, and that part o’ his garments which it does not become 
a leddy to particulareeze, was baith side and wide, and as mony plies o’t as 
of ony Hamburgh skipper’s—He had a beard too, and whiskers turned up- 
wards on his upper-lip, as lang as baudrons’—and mony mair particulars 
there were that Rab Tull tauld o’, but they are forgotten now—it’s an auld 
_ story. Aweel, Rab was a just-living man for a country writer—and he was 
less fear’d than maybe might just hae been expected; and he asked in the 
name 0’ goodness what the apparition wanted—and the spirit answered in 
an unknown tongue. Then Rab said he tried him wi’ Erse, for he cam in 
his youth frae the braes of Glenlivat—but it wadna do. Avweel, in this 
strait, he bethought him of the twa or three words o’ Latin, that he used in 
making out the town’s deeds, and he had nae sooner tried the spirit wi 
that, than out cam sic a blatter o’ Latin about his lugs, that poor Rab Tull, 
wha was nae great scholar, was clean overwhelmed. Od, but he was a 
bauld body, and he minded the Latin name for the deed that he was want- 
ing. It was something about a cart, I fancy, for the ghaist cried aye, 
Carter, carter-——” 

“Carta, you transformer of languages!’ cried Oldbuck!—‘“if my ances- 
tor had learned no other language in the other world, at least he would not 
forget the Latinity for which he was so famous while in this.” 

“Weel, weel, carta be it then, but they ca’d it carter that tell’d me the 
.story. It cried aye carta, if sae be that it was carta, and made a sign to 
Rab to folow it. Rab Tull keepit a highland heart, and bang’d out” bed. 


cial 
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and till some of his readiest claes—and he did follow the thing up stairs 
and down stairs to the place we ca’ the high dow-cot- —(a sort of a litt:. 
tower in the corner of the auld house, where there was a rickle 0’ useless 
boxes and trunks)—and there the ghaist gae Rab a kick wi’ the tae foot, 
and a kick wi’ the tother, to that very auld east-country tabernacle of a 
cabinet that my brother has standing beside his library table, and then dis- 
appeared like a fuff 0’ tobacco, leaving Rab in a very pitiful condition.” 

“ Tenues secessit in auras,” quoth Oldbuck. ‘ Marry, sir, mansi odor— 
But, sure enough, the deed was there found in a drawer of this forgotten 
repository, which contained many other curious old papers, now prorerly 
labelled and arranged, and which seemed to have belonged to my ancestor, 
the first possessor of Monkbarns. The deed, thus strangely recovered, waa 
the original Charter of Erection of the Abbey, Abbey Lands, and so forth, 
of Trotcosey, comprehending Monkbarns and others, into a Lordship of 
Regality in favour of the first Earl of Glengibber, a favourite of James the 
Sixth. It is subscribed by the King at Westminster, the seventeenth day 
of January, A. D. one thousand six hundred and twelve—thirteen. It’s 
not worth while to repeat the witnesses’ names.” 

““T would rather,’ said Lovel, with awakened curiosity, ‘I would rather 
hear your opinion of the way in which the deed was discovered.” 

“Why, if I wanted a patron for my legend, I could find no less a one 
than Saint Augustine, who tells the story of a deceased person appearing 
to his son, when sued for a debt which had been paid, and directing him 
where to find the discharge.* But I rather opine with Lord Bacon, who 
says that imagination is much akin to miracle-working faith. There was 
always some idle story of the room being haunted by the spirit of Aldo- 
brand Oldenbuck, my great-great-great-grandfather — it’s a shame to the 


* The lezend of Mrs. Grize] Oldbuck was partly taken from an extraordinary story which happened about 
seventy years since, in the South of Scotland, so peculiar in its circumstances that it merits being mentioned 
in this place. Mr. R —d of Bowland, a gentleman of landed property in the vale of Gala, was prose- 
cuted for a very considerable sum, the accumulated arrears of teind (or tithe) for which he was said to be 
indebted to a noble family, the titulars (lav impropriators of the tithes). Mr. R—-—-——-d was strongly Im- 
pressed with the belief that his father had, by a form of process peculiar to the law of Scotland, purchased 
these lands from the titular, and therefore that the present prosecution was groundless. But after an indus- 
trious search among his father’s papers, an investigation of the public records, and a careful inquiry among 
all persons who had transacted law business for his father, an investigation of the public records. and a care- 
ful inquiry among all persons who had transacted law business for his father, no evidence could be recovered 
to support his defence. The period was now near at hand when he conceived the loss of his lawsuit to he 
inevitable, and he had formed his determination to ride to Edinburgh next day, and make the best bargain he 
could in the way of compromise. He went to bed with this resolution, and with all the circumstances of 
the case floating upon his mind, had a dream to the following purpose.—His father, who had been many years 
dead, appeared to him, he thought, and asked him why he was disturbed in his mind. In dreams men are 
fot sarprised at such apparitions. Mr. R————d thought that he informed his futher of the cause of his 
distress, adding that the payment of a considerable sum of money was the more unpleasant to him, because 
he had a strong consciousness that it was not due, though he was unable to recover any evidence in support 
of his belief. *‘ You are right, my son,’ replied the paternal shade ; “I did acquire right to these tiends, fur pay- 
ment of which you are now prosecuted. The papers relating to the transaction are in the hands of Mr. ‘ 
a writer, (or attorney.) who is now retired from professional business, and resides at Inveresk, near Edinburgh. 
He was a person whom | employed on that occasion for a particular reason, but who never on any other 
occasion transacted business on my account. It is very possible,” pursued the vision, “that Mr. ——-—— may 
have forgotten a matter which is now of a very old date; but you may call it to his recollection by this token, 
that when I came to pay his account, there was difficulty in getting change for a Portugal piece of gold, and 
that we were forced to drink out the balance at a tavern.” ‘ 

Mr. R————d awakened in the morning with all the words of the vision imprinted on his mind, and thought 
it worth while to ride across the country to Inveresk, instead of going straight to Edinburgh. When he came 
there, he waited on the gentleman mentioned in the dream, a very old man; without saying anythiag of the 
vision, he inquired whether he remembered having conducted such a matter for his deceased father. The 
old gentleman could not at first bring the circumstance to his recollection, but on mention of the Portugal 
piece of gold, the whole returned upon his memory; he made an immediate search for the papers, and re-= 
covered them,—so that Mr. R——-——d carried to Edinburgh the documents necessary to gain the cause which 
he was on the verge of losing. 

The author has often heard this story told by persons who had the best access to know the facts, who were 
not likely themselves to be deceived, and were certainly incapable of deception. He cannot therefore refuse 
to give it credit, however extraordinary the circumstances may appear. ‘Ihe circumstantial character of the 
information given in the dream takes it out of the general class of impressions of the kind which are occa- 
sioned by the fortu‘tous coincidence of actual events with our sleeping thoughts. On the other hand, few 
will suppose that the laws of nature were suspended, and a special communication from the dead to the liv- 
ing permitted, for the purpose of saving Mr. R————d a certain number of hundred pounds. The author's 
theor ‘is, that thee dream was only the recapituiation of information which Mr. R——-——d had really received 
from hit father while in life. but which at first he merely recalled as a general impression that the claim 
wus seused. It is not uncommon for persons to recover, during sleep, the thread of ideas waich they have lost 
during their waking hours. 

It may be added, that this remarkable circumstance was attended with bad consequences to Mr. R-— -——«. ¢ 
whose health and spirits were afterwards impaired by the attention which he thought himself obliged to pav 
to the visions of the night 


60 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 


Engliuh language that we have not a less clumsy way of expressing a rela- 
tionship o/ which we have occasion to think and speak so frequently. He 
was a foreigner, and wore his national dress, of which tradition had pre 
served an accurate description; and indeed there is a print of him, sup- 
posed to be by Reginald Hlstracke, pulling the press with his own hand, as 
it works off the sheets of his searce’edition of the Augsburg Confession, 
He was a chemist, as well as a good mechanic, and either of these qualities 
in this country was at that time sufficient to constitute a white witch at 
least. This superstitious old writer had heard all this, and probably be- 
lieved it, and in his sleep the image and idea of my ancestor recalled that 
of his cabinet, which, with the grateful attention to antiquities and the 
memory of our ancestors not unusually met with, had been pushed into the 
pigeon-house to be out of the way—Add a quantum sufficit of exaggeration, 
and you have a key to the whole mystery.” 

“OQ brother! brother! But Dr. Heavysterne, brother— whose sleep was 
so sore broken, that he declared he wadna pass another night in the Green 
Room to get all Monkbarns, so that Mary and I were forced to yield 
our” 

“Why, Grizel, the doctor is a good, honest, pudding-headed German, of 
much merit in his own way, but fond of the mystical, like many of his 
countrymen. You and he had a traffic the whole evening, in which you 
received tales of Mesmer, Shropfer, Cagliostro, and other modern pretenders 
to the mystery of raising spirits, discovering hidden treasure, and so forth, 
in exchange for your legends of the green bedchamber ;—and considering 
that the Idlustrissimus ate a pound and a half of Scotch collops to supper, 
smoked six pipes, and drank ale and brandy in proportion, I am not sur- 
prised at his having a fit of the night-mare. But everything is now ready. 
Permit me to light you to your apartment, Mr. Lovel—I am sure you have 
need of rest—and I trust my ancestor is too sensible of the duties of hospi- 
tality to interfere with the repose which you have so well merited by your 
manly and gallant behaviour.” : 

So saying, the Antiquary took up a bedroom candlestick of massive silver 
and antique form, which, he observed, was wrought out of the silver found 
in the mines of the Harz mountains, and had been the property of the very 

ersonage who had supplied them with a subject for conversation. And 

aving so said, he led the way through many a dusky and winding passage, 
now ascending, and anon descending again, until he came to the apartment 
destined for his young guest. ! 


A 


= Chapter the Centh. 


When midnight o’er the moonless skies 
Her pall of transient death has spread, 
When mortals sleep, when spectres rise, 
And none are wakeful but the dead; 
No bloodless shape my way pursues, 
No sheeted ghost my couch annoys, 
Visions more sad my fancy views,— 
Visions of long-departed joys. 

W. R. SPENSER. 


Wuen they reached the Green Room, as it was called, Oldbuck placed 
the candle on the toilet-table, before a huge mirror with a black japanned 
frame, surrounded by dressing-boxes of the same, and looked around him 
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with something of a disturbed expression of countenance. ‘I am seldom 
in this apartment,” he said, “‘and never without yielding to a melancholy 
feeling—not, of course, on account of the childish nonsense that Grizel was 
telling you, but owing to circumstances of an early and unhappy attachment. 
{¢t is at such moments as these, Mr. Lovel, that we feel the changes of time. 
The same objects are before us—those inanimate things which we have 
gazed on in wayward infancy and impetuous youth, in anxious and scheming 
manhood—they are permanent and the same; but when we look upon them 
in cold unfeeling old age, can we, changed in our temper, our pursuits, our 
feelings—changed in our form, our limbs, and our strength,—can we be 
ourselves called the same? or do we not rather look back with a sort of 
wonder upon our former selves, as beings separate and distinct from what 
we now are? The philosopher who appealed from Philip inflamed with 
» wine to Philip in his hours of sobriety, did not choose a judge so different, 
‘as if he had appealed from Philip in his youth to Philip in his old age. I 
cannot but be touched with the feeling sc beautifully expressed in a poem 
which I have heard repeated : * 
My eyes are dim with childish tears 
My heart is idly stirred, 


For the same sound is in my ears 
Which in those days I heard., 


Thus fares it still in our decay; 
And yet the wiser mind 
Mourns less for what time takes away, 
Than what he leaves behind. 
Well, time cures every wound, and though the scar may remain and occa- 
sionally ache, yet the earliest agony of its recent infliction is felt no more.” 
So saying, he shook Lovel cordially by the hand, wished him good-night 
and took his leave. 

Step after step Lovel could trace his host’s retreat along the various pas 
sages, and each door which he closed behind him fell with a sound more 
distant and dead. The guest, thus separated from the living world, took up 
the candle and surveyed the apartment. 

The fire blazed cheerfully. Mrs. Grizel’s attention had left some fresh 
wood, should he choose to continue it, and the apartment had a comfortable, 
though not a lively appearance. It was hung with tapestry, which the 
looms of Arras had produced in the sixteenth century, and which the learned 
typographer, so often mentioned, had brought with him as a sample of the 
arts of the Continent. The subject was a hunting-piece; and as the leafy 
boughs of the forest-trees, branching over the tapestry, formed the predomi- 
nant colour, the apartment had thence acquired its’‘name of the Green 
Chamber. Grim figures, in the old Flemish dress, with slashed doubiets 
covered with ribbands, short cloaks, and trunk-hose, were engaged in hold- 
ing grey-hounds or stag-hounds in the leash, or cheering them upon the 
objects of their game. Others, with boar-spears, swords, and old-fashionea 
guns, were attacking stags or boars whom they had brought to bay. The 
branches of the woven forest were crowded with fowls of various kinds, each 
depicted with its proper plumage. It seemed as if the prolific and rich in- 
vention of old Chaucer had animated the Flemish artist with its profusion, 
and Oldbuck had accordingly caused the following verses, from that ancient 
and excellent poet, to be embroidered in Gothic letters on a sort of border 
which he had added to the tapestry :— 


Lo! here be oakis grete, streight as a Jime, 
Under the which the grass, so fresh of line 

Be’th newly sprung—at eight foot or nine. 
Everich tree well from his fellow grew, 

With branches broad laden with leaves new, 
That sprongen out against the sonne sheeiie, 
Some golden red, and some a glad bright green. 


® Probably Wordsworth’s Lyrical Ballads had not as yet been published. 
Aa F 
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And o another canton was the following similar legend :— 


And many an hart, and many an hind, 
Was both before me and behind. 

Of fawns, sownders, bucks. ard does, 
Was full the wood. and nrany roes, 
And muny squirrells that ysate 

High on the trees, and nuts ate. 


The bed was of a dark and faded green, wrought to correspond with the 
tapestry, but by a more modern and less skilful hand. The large and heavy 
stuff-bottomed chairs, with black ebony backs, were embroidered after the 
same pattern, and a lofty mirror, over the antique chimney-piece, corre 
sponded in its mounting with that on the old-fashioned toilet. 

“JT have heard,’’ muttered Lovel, as he took a eursory view of the room 
and its furniture, “that ghosts often chose the best room in the mansion 
to which they attached themselves; and I cannot disapprove of the taste 
of the disembodied printer of the Augsburg Confession.” But he found 
it so difficult to fix his mind upon the stories which had been told him 
of an apartment with which they seemed so singularly to correspond, 
that he almost regretted. the absence of those agitated feelings, half fear 
half curiosity, which sympathize with the old legends of awe and wonder, 
from which the anxious reality of his own hopeless passion at present 
detached him. For he now only felt emotions like those expressed in the 
lines,— 

Ah cruel maid, how hast thou changed 
The temper of my mind!: 


My heart by thee from all estranged, 
Becomes like thee unkind. 


He endeavoured to conjure up something like the feelings which would, 
at another time, have been congenial to his situation, but his heart had no 
room for these vagaries of imagination. The recollection of Miss Wardour, 
determined not to acknowledge him when compelled to endure his society, 
and evincing her purpose to escape from it, would have alone occupied 
his imagination exclusively. But with this were united recollections more 
agitating if less painful, — her-hair-breadth escape — the fortunate assist 
ance which he had been able to render her — Yet what was his requital? 
She left the cliff while his fate was yet doubtful — while it was uncertain 
whether her preserver had not lost the life which he had exposed for her so 
freely. Surely gratitude, at least, called for some little interest in his fate— 
But no— she could not be selfish or unjust — it was no part of her nature. 
She only desired to shut the door against hope, and, even in compassion to 
him. to extinguish a passion which she could never return. _ 

But this lover-like mode of reasoning was not likely to reconcile him te 
his fate, since the more amiable his imagination presented Miss Wardour, 
the more inconsolable he felt he should be rendered by the extinction of his 
hopes. He was, indeed, conscious of possessing the power of removing her 
prejudices on some points; but, even in extremity, he determined to keep 
the original determination which he had formed, of ascertaining that she 
desired an explanation, ere he intruded upon her. And, turn the matter 
us he would, he could not regard his suit as desperate. There was some- 
thing of embarrassment as well as of grave surprise in her look when Old- 
buck presented him—and, perhaps, upon second thoughts, the one was 
assumed to cover the other. He would not relinquish a pursuit which had 
already cost him such pains. Plans, suiting the romantic temper of the 
brain that entertained them, chased each other through his head, thick and 
irregular as the motes of the sun-beam, and, long after he had laid himself 
_ to rest, continued to prevent the repose which he greatly needed. Then, 
wearied by the uncertainty and difficulties with which each scheme appeared 
to be attended, he bent up his mind tc the strong effort of shaking off his 
love, “like dew-drops from the lion’s mane,” and resuming those studies 
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ani that career of life which his unrequited affection had so long and sc 
fruitlessly interrupted. In this last resolution he endeavoured to fortify 
himself by every argument which pride, as well as reason, could suggest. 
“She shall not suppose,” he said, “ that, presuming on an accidental ser- 
vice to her or to her father, I am desirous to intrude myself upon thay 
notice, to which, personally, she considered me as having no title. J will 
see her no more. I will return to the land which, if it affords none fairer, 
has at least many as fair, and less haughty than Miss Wardour. ‘To-nior- 
row I will bid adieu to these northern shores, and to her who is as cold and 
relentless as her climate.””. When he had for some time brooded over this 
sturdy resolution, exhausted nature at length gave way, and, despite of 
wrath, doubt, and anxiety, he sunk into slumber. 

It is seldom that sleep, after such violent agitation, is either sound or 
refreshing. Lovel’s was disturbed by a thousand baseless and confused 
visions. Ife was a bird—he was a fish—or he flew like the one and swam 
like the other, — qualities which would have been very essential to his 
safety a few hours before. Then Miss Wardour was a syren, or a bird of 
Paradise; her father a triton, or a sea-gull; and Oldbuck alternately a 
porpoise and a cormorant. These agreeable imaginations were varied by 
all the usual vagaries of a feverish dream ;—the air refused to bear the 
visionary, the water seemed to burn him—the rocks felt like down-pillows as 
he was dashed against them—whatever he undertook, failed in some strange 
and unexpected manner—and whatever attracted his attention, underwent, 
as he attempted to investigate it, some wild and wonderful metamorphosis, 
while his mind continued all the while in some degree conscious of the 
delusion, from which it in vain struggled to free itself by awaking ;—feverish 
symptoms all, with which those who are haunted by the night-hag whom 
the learned call Ephialtes, are but too well acquainted. At length these 
crude phantasmata arranged themselves into something more regular, if 
indeed the imagination of Lovel after he awoke (for it was by no means the 
faculty in which his mind was least rich), did not gradually, insensibly, 
and unintentionally, arrange in better order the scene, of which his sleep 
presented, it may be, a less distinct outline. Or it is possible that his 
feverish agitation may have assisted him in forming the vision. 

Leaving this discussion to the learned, we will say, that after a succes- 
sion of wild images, such as we have above described, our hero, for such 
we must acknowledge him, so far regained a consciousness of locality as to 
remember where he was, and the whole furniture of the Green Chamber 
was depicted to his slumbering eye. And here, once more, let me protest, 
that if there should be so much old-fashioned faith left among this shrewd 
and sceptical generation, as to suppose that what follows was an impression 
conveyed rather by the eye than by the imagination, I do not impugn their 
doctrine. He was then, or imagined himself, broad awake in the Green 
Chamber, gazing upon the flickering and occasional flame which the uncon- 
suined remnants of the fagots sent forth, as, one by one, they fell down 
upon the red embers, into which the principal part of the boughs to which 
they belonged had crumbled away. Insensibly the legend of Aldobrand 
Oldenbuck, and his mysterious visits to the inmates of the chamber, awoke 
in his mind, and with it, as we often feel in dreams, an anxious and fearful 
expectation, which seldom fails instantly to summon up before our mind’s 
eye the object of our fear. Brighter sparkles of light flashed from the 
chimney, with such intense brilliancy as to enlighten all the room. The 
tapestry waved wildly on the wall, till its dusky forms seemed to become 
animated. The hunters blew their horns—the stag seemed to fly, the boar 
to resist, and the hounds to assail the one and pursue the other; the cry 
of deer, mangled by throttling dogs—the shouts of men, and the clatter 
ot horses’ hoofs, seemed at once to surround him — while every group pur- 
sued, with all the fury of the chase, the employment in which the urtist 
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fad represented them as engaged. Lovel looked on this strange scene 
devoid of wonder (which seldom intrudes itself upon the sleeping fancy), 
but with an anxious sensation of awful fear. At length an individual 
figure among the tissued huntsmen, as he gazed upon them more fixedly, 
seemed to leave thz arras and to approach the bed of the slumberer. As 
he drew near, b's figure appeared to alter. His bugle-horn became a 
brazen clasped volume; his hunting-cap changed to such a furred head-gear 
as graces the burgomasters of Rembrandt: his Flemish garb remained, 
but his features, no longer agitated with the fury of the chase, were changed 
to such a state of awful and stern composure, as might best portray the 
first proprietor of Monkbarns, such as he had been described to Lovel by 
his descendants in the course of the preceding evening. As this metamor- 
phosis took place, the hubbub among the other personages in the arras dis- 
appeared from the imagination of the dreamer, which was now exclusively 
bent on the single figure before him. Lovei strove to interrogate this awful 
person in the form of exorcism proper for the oceasion ; but his tongue, as 
is usual in frightful dreams, refused its office, and clung, palsied, to the 
roof of his mouth. Aldobrand held up his finger, as if to impose silence 
upon the guest who had intruded on his apartment, and began deliberately 
to unclasp the venerable volume which occupied his left hand. When it 
was unfolded, he turned over the leaves hastily for a short space, and then 
raising his figure to its full dimensions, and holding the book aloft in his 
left hand, pointed to a passage in the page which he thus displayed. 
Although the language was unknown to our dreamer, his eye and attention 
were both strongly caught by the line which the figure seemed thus to press 
upon his notice, the words of which appeared to blaze with a s:pernatural 
light, and remained riveted upon his memory. As the vision shut his 
volume, a strain of delightful music seemed to fill the apartment — Lovel 
started, and became completely awake. The music, however, was still in 
his ears, nor ceased till he could distinctly follow the measure of an old 
Scottish tune. 

He sate up in bed, and endeavoured to clear his brain of the phantoms 
which had disturbed it during this weary night.. The beams of the morning 
sun streamed through the half-closed shutters, and admitted a distinct light 
into the apartment. He looked round upon the hangings, —but the mixed 
groups of silken and worsted huntsmen were as stationary as tenter-hooks 
could make them, and only trembled slightly as the early breeze, which 
found its way through an opon crevice of the latticed window, glided along 
their surface. Lovel leapt out of bed, and, wrapping himself in a morning- 
gown, that had been considerately laid by his bedside, stepped towards the 
windew, which commanded a view of the sea, the roar of whose billows 
announced it still disquieted by the storm of the preceding evening, although 
the morning was fair and serene. The window of a turret, which projected 
at an angle with the wall, and thus came to be very near Lovel’s apartment, 
was half open, and from that quarter he heard again the same music which 
had probably broken short his dream. With its visionary character it had 
lost much of its charms—it was now nothing more than an air on the 
harpsichord, tolerably well performed — such is the caprice of imagination 
as affecting the fine arts. A female voice sung, with some taste and great 
simplicity, something between a song and a hymn, in words to the follow 
ing effect :— 


“Why sitt’st thou by that ruined hall, “ Before my breath, like blazing flax, 
_ _.. Thou aged carle so stern and grey? Man and his marvels pass away ; 
Dost thou its former pride recall, And changing empires wane und wax, 
Or ponder how it passed away ?”— Are founded, flourish, and decay. 
Know’st thou not me!” the Deep Voice cried, “Redzem mine hours — the space is brief — 
So long enjoved, so oft misused— While in my glass the sand-grains slziver, 
Alternate, in thy fickle pride, Aad measureless thy joy or grief, 


esired, neglected, and accused % When ‘Trg and thou shalt part for ter i* 
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While the verses were yet singing, Lovel had returned to his bed; the 
train of ideas which they awakened was romantic and pleasing, such as 
his soul delighted in, and, willingly adjourning, till more broad day, the 
doubtful task of determining on his future line of conduct, he abandoned 
himself to the pleasing languor inspired by the music, and fell into a sound 
and refreshing sleep, from which he was only awakened at a late hour by 
old Caxon, who came creeping into the room to render the offices of a valet 
de-chambre. 

“T have brushed your coat, sir,” said the old man, when he perceived 
Lovel was awake; “the callant brought it frae Fairport this morning, for 
that ye had on yesterday is scantly feasibly dry, though it’s been a’ night 
at the kitchen fire; and I hae cleaned your shoon. I doubt ye’ll no be 
wanting me to tie your hair, for” (with a gentle sigh) ‘a’ the young gcn- 
tlemen wear crops now; but I hae the curling-tangs here to gie it a bit turn 
ower the brow, if ye like, before ye gae down to the leddies.” 

Lovel, who was by this time once more on his legs, declined the old man’s 
professional offices, but accompanied the refusal with such a douceur as 
completely sweetened Caxon’s mortification. 

“It’s a pity he disna get his hair tied and pouthered,” said the ancient 
frizeur, when he had got once more into the kitchen, in which, on one pre- 
tence or other, he spent three parts of his idle time — that is to say, of his 
whole time — “it’s a great pity, for he’s a comely young gentleman.” 

‘Hout awa, ye auld gowk,” said Jenny Rintherout, ‘would ye creesh 
his bonny brown hair wi’ your nasty ulyie, and then moust it like the auld 
minister’s wig? Ye’ll be for your breakfast, se warrant ?— hae, there’s a 
soup parritch for ye — it will set ye better to be slaistering at them and the 
lapper-milk than middling wi’ Mr. Lovel’s head— ye wad spoil the maist 
natural and beautifaest head o’ hair in a’ Fairport, baith burgh and 
county.” hs 

The poor barber sighed over the disrespect into which his art had so 
universally fallen, but Jenny was a person too important to offend by con- 
tradiction ; so sitting quietly down in the kitchen, he digested at once his 
humiliation, and the contents of a bicker which held a Scotch pint of sub- 
stantial oatmeal porridge. 


Chapter the Elenenth. 


Sometimes he thinks that Heaven this pageant sent, 
And ordered all the peasants as they went; 
Sometimes that only "twas wild Fancy’s play,— 
‘The loose and scattered relics of the day. 


We must now request our readers to adjourn to the breakfast-parlour of 
Mr. Oldbuck, who, despising the modern slops of tea and coffee, was sub- 
stantialiy regaling himself, more majorum, with cold roast-beef, and a glass ~ 
of a sort of beverage called muwm— a species of fat ale, brewed from wheat 
and bitter herbs, of which the present generation only knew the name by 
1ts occurrence in revenue acts of parliament, coupled with cider, perry, and 
other excisable commodities. Lovel, who was seduced to taste it, with 
difficulty refrained from pronouncing it detestable, but did refrain, as he 
saw he should otherwise give great offence to his host, who had the liquor 
annually prepared with peculiar care, according to the approved recipe be- 
queathed to him by the so-often mentioned Aldobrand Oldenbuck. The 
hospitality of the ladies offered Lovel a breakfast more suited to modern 
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taste, and while he was engaged in partaking of it, he was assailed py in- 
direct inquiries concerning the manner in which he had passed the night. 

‘We canna compliment Mr. Lovel on his looks this morning, brother — 
but he winna condescend on any ground of disturbance he has had in the 
night time. I am certain he looks very pale, and when he came here, he 
was as fresh as a rose.” 

“Why, sister, consider this rose of yours has been knocked about by sea 
and wind all yesterday evening, as if he had been a bunch of kelp or tangle 
and how the devil would you have him retain his colour?” 

“T certainly do still feel somewhat fatigued,” said Lovel, “ notwithstand- 
ng the excellent accommodations with which your hospitality so amply 

upplied me.” 
— “Ah, sir!” said Miss Oldbuek, looking at him with a knowing smile, or 
what was meant to be one, “ye’ll not allow of ony inconvenience, out of 
vivility to us.” 

‘“‘Really, madam,” replied Lovel, “I had no disturbance; for I cannot 

term such the music with which some kind fairy favoured me.” 

‘“‘T doubted Mary wad waken you wi’ her skreighing; she didna ken I had 
left open a chink of your window, for, forbye the ghaist, the Green Room 
disna vent weel in a high wind—But I am judging ye heard mair than Mary’s 
lilts yestreen. Weel, men are hardy creatures—they can gae through wi’ a’ 
thing. Iam sure, had I been to undergo ony thing of that nature, —that’s 
to say that’s beyond nature—I would hae skreigh’d out at once, and raised 
the house, be the consequence what liket—and, I dare say, the minister wad 
hae done as mickle, and sae I hae tauld him,—I ken naebody but my bro- 
ther, Monkbarns himsell, wad gae through the like o’t, if, indeed, it binna 
you, Mr. Lovell.” 

“A man of Mr. Oldbuck’s learning, madam,” answered the questioned 
party, ‘‘ would not be exposed to the inconvenience sustained by the High- 
land gentleman you mentioned last night.” 

“ Ay, ay—ye understand now where the difficulty lies. Language? he 
has ways 0’ his ain wad banish a’ thae sort o’ worricows as far as the 
hindermost parts of Gideon” (meaning possibly Midian), “‘as Mr. Blatter- 
gowl says—only ane wadna be uncivil to ane’s forbear, though he be a 
ghaist. Iam sure I will try that receipt of yours, brother, that ye showed 
me in a book, if onybody is to sleep in that room again, though I think, 
in Christian charity, ye should rather fit up the matted-room—it’s a wee 
damp and dark, to be sure, but then we hae sae seldom occasion for a spare 
bed.” 

‘‘No, no, sister; —dampness and darkness are worse than spectres— ours 
are spirits of light, and I would rather have you try the spell.” 

“J will do that blythely, Monkbarns, an I had the ingredients, as my 
cookery book ca’s them— There was vervain and dii—I mind that— Davie 
Dibble will ken about them, though, may be, he’ll gie them Latin names—- 
and peppercorn, we hae walth o’ them, for”’ a . 

‘“‘Hypericon, thou foolish woman!’ thundered Oldbuck; “d’ye suppose 
you’re making a haggis—or do you think that a spirit, though he be formed 
of air, can be expelled by a receipt against wind ?—This wise Grizel of mine, 
Mr. Lovel, recollects (with what accuracy you may judge) a charm which 
1 once mentioned to her, and which, happening to hit her superstitious 
noddle, she remembers better than anything tending to a useful purpose I 
see ere to have said for this ten years. But many an old woman besides 

erself”’ 

‘“‘ Auld woman, Monkbarns!” said Miss Oldbuck, roused something abe ve 
her usual submissive tone; “ ye really are less than civil to me.” 

“Not less than just, Grizel: however, I include in the same class many 
a sounding name, from Jamblichus down to Aubrey, who have wasted their 
time in devising imaginary remedies for non-existing diseases.-—But | hope 
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my young friend, that, charmed or uncharmed—secured by the potency of 
Hypvricon, 
With vervain and with dill, 
That hinder witches of their will, 
or left disarmed and defenceless to the inroads of the invisible world, you 
will give another night to the terrors of the haunted apartment, and another 
day to your faithful and feal friends.” 
“JT heartily wish I could, but” 
“Nay, but me no bués—I have set my heart upon it.” 
“Tam greatly obliged, my dear sir, but”’ 
*‘ Look ye there, now—but again !—I hate but; I know no form of expres-| 
sion in which he can appear, that is amiable, excepting as a butt of sack.| 
But is to me a more detestable combination of letters than no itself. No is a\ 
surly, honest fellow—speaks his mind rough and round at once. But isa) 
sneaking, evasive, half-bred, exceptious sort of a conjunction, which comes | 
to pull away the cup just when it is at your lips— 


———-—— It does allay 

The good precedent—fie upon but yet! 
But yet is asa jailor to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor.” 

** Well, then,” answered Lovel, whose motions were really undetermined 
at the moment, ‘‘ you shall not connect the recollection of my name with so 
churlish a particle. I must soon think of leaving Fairport, I am afraid— 
and I will, since you are good enough to wish it, take this opportunity of 
spending another day here.” 

‘“And you shall be rewarded, my boy. First, you shall see John o’ the 
Girnel’s grave, and then we’ll walk gently along the sands, the state of the 
tide being first ascertained (for we will have no more Peter Wilkins adven- 
tures, no more Glum and Gawrie work), as far as Knockwinnock Castle, and 
inquire after the old knight and my fair foe—which will but be barely civil, 
and then’”’ 

‘“‘] beg pardon, my dear sir; but, perhaps, you had better adjourn your 
visit till to-morrow—I am a stranger, you know.” 

“ And are, therefore, the more bound to show civility, I should suppose. 
But I beg your pardon for mentioning a word that perhaps belongs only to 
a collector of antiquities—I am one of the old school, 


When courtiers galloped o’er four counties 
The ball’s fair partner to behold, 
And humbly hope she caught no cold.” 

“Why, if—if—if you thought it would be expected—but I believe I had 
better stay.” 

‘“‘Nay, nay, my good friend, I am not so old-fashioned as to press you to 
what is disagreeable, neither—it is sufficient that I see there is some remoru, 
some cause of delay, some mid impediment, which I have no title to inquire 
into. Or you are still somewhat tired, perhaps ;—I warrant I find means to 
entertain your intellects without fatiguing your limbs—I am no friend to 
violent exertion myself—a walk in the garden once a-day is exercise enough 
for any thinking being—none but a fool or a fox-hunter would require more. 
Well, what shall we set about ?—my Essay on Castrametation— but I have 
that in petto for our aiternoon cordial ;—or I will show you the controversy | 
upon Ossian’s Poems between Mac-Cribb and me. I hold with the acute _ 
Orcadian —he with the defenders of the authenticity; —the controversy 
began in smooth, oily, lady-like terms, but is now waxing more sour and 
sager as we get on—it already partakes somewhat of old Scaliger’s style. I> 
fear the rogue will get some scent of that story of Ochiltree’s—but at worst, 
[ have a hard repartee for him on the affair of the abstracted Antigonus—I 
‘vill show you his last enistle, and the scroll of my answer — egad, it is a _ 
trimmer 1” 

So saying, the Antiquary opened a drawer, and began rummiging among 
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a quantity of miscellaneous papers, ancient and modern. But it was the 
misfortune of this learned gentleman, as it may be that of many learned and 
unlearned, that he frequently experienced, on such occasions, what Uarle- 
quin calls U’embarras des richesses; in other words, the abundance of hia 
collection oftes prevented him from finding the article he sought for. “Curse 
the papers! —I believe,” said Oldbuck, as he shuffled them to and fro—“T 
believe they make themselves wings like grasshoppers, and fly away bodily 
—but here, in the meanwhile, look at that little treasure.” So saying, he 
put into his hand a case made of oak, fenced at the corner with silver roses 
and studs — “ Pr’ythee, undo this button,” said he, as he observed Lovel 
fumbling at the clasp. He did so,—the lid opened, and discovered 4 thin 
juarto, curiously bound in black shagreen — “There, Mr. Lovel — there is 
the work I mentioned to you last night—the rare quarto of the Augsburgh 
Confession, the foundation at once and the bulwark of the Reformation, 
drawn up by the learned and venerable Melancthon, defended by the Elector 
of Saxony, and the other valiant hearts who stood up for their faith, even 
against the front of a powerful and victorious emperor, and imprinted by 
the scarcely less venerable and praiseworthy Aldobrand Oldenbuck, my 
happy progenitor, during the yet more tyrannical attempts of Philip II. to 
suppress at once civil and religious liberty. Yes, sir—for printing this 
work, that eminent man was expelled from his ungrateful country, and 
driven to establish his household gods even here at Monkbarns, among the 
ruins of papal superstition and domination.— Look upon his venerable effi- 
gies, Mr. Lovel, and respect the honourable occupation in which it presents 
him, as labouring personally at the press for the diffusion of Christian and 
political knowledge.—And see here his favourite motto, expressive of his inde- 
pendence and self-reliance, which scorned to owe anything to patronage that 
was not earned by desert—expressive also of that firmness of mind and 
tenacity of purpose recommended by Horace. He was indeed a man who 
would have stood firm, had his whole printing-house, presses, fonts, forms, 
great and small pica, been shivered to pieces around him— Read, I say, his 
motto,—for each printer had his motto, or device, when that illustrious art 
was first practised. My ancestor’s was expressed, as you see, in the Teutonic 
phrase, Kunst Macut Gunst—that is, skill, or prudence, in availing our- 
selves of our natural talents and advantages, will compel favour and patron- 
age, even where it is withheld from prejudice or ignorance.” 

“And that,” said Lovel, after a moment’s thoughtful silenée — “ that, 
then, is the meaning of these German words ?” 

“Unquestionably. You perceive the appropriate application to a con- 
sciousness of inward worth, and of eminence in an useful and honourable 
art. — Each printer in those days, as I have already informed you, had his 
device, his impresa, as I may call it, in the same manner as the doughty 
chivalry of the age, who frequented tilt and tournament. My ancestor 
boasted as much in his, as if he had displayed it over a conquered field of 
battle, though it betokened the diffusion of knowledge, not the effusion of 
blood. And yet there is a family tradition which affirms him to have chosen 
it from a more romantic circumstance.” 

‘And what is that said to have been, my good sir?” inquired his young 
friend, 

“Why, it rather encroaches on my respected predecessor’s fame for pru- 
dence and wisdom — Sed semel insanivimus omnes — every body has played 
the fool in their turn. It is said, my ancestor, during his apprenticeship 
with the descendant of old Fust, whom popular tradition hath sent to the 
devil under the name of Faustus, was attracted by a paltry slip of woman- 
kind, his master’s daughter, called Bertha—they broke rings, or wert 
through some idiotical ceremony, as is usual on such idle occasions as the 
a ghting of a true-love troth, and Aldobrand set out on his journey through 
yermany, as became an honest hand-werker; for such was the custo of 


ee os nh eee oe es 


THE ANTIQUARY. 69 


mechanics at that time, to make a tour through the empire, and work at 
their trade for a time in each of the most eminent towns, before they finally 
settled themselves for life. It was a wise custom; for, as such travellers 
were received like brethren in each town by those of their own nandicraft 
they were sure, in every case, to have the means either of gaining or com- 
municating knowledge. When my ancestor returned to Nuremburg, he is 
said to have found his old master newly dead, and two or three gallant 
young suitors, some of them half-starved sprigs of nobility forsooth, in pur- » 
suit of the Yung-fraw Bertha, whose father was understood to have be- 
queathed her a dowry which might weigh against sixteen armorial quarters, 
But Bertha, not a bad sample of womankind, had made a vow she would 
only marry that man who could work her father’s press. The skill, at that 
time, was as rare as wonderful; besides that the expedient rid her at once 
of most of her genile suitors, who would have as soon wielded a conjuring 
wand as a composing stick. Some of the more ordinary typographers 
made the attempt: but none were sufficiently possessed of the mystery — 
But I tire you.” 

“By no means; pray, proceed, Mr. Oldbuck —I listen with uncommon 
interest.” : 

“Ah! it is all folly. Mowever— Aldobrand arrived in the ordinary 
dress, as we would say, of a journeyman printer—the same in which he 
had traversed Germany, and conversed with Luther, Melancthon, Erasmus, 
and other learned men, who disdained not his knowledge, and the power 
he possessed of diffusing it, though hid under a garb so homely. But what 
appeared respectable in the eyes of wisdom, religion, learning, and philosophy, 
seemed mean, as might readily be supposed, and disgusting, in those of 
silly and affected womankind, and Bertha refused to acknowledge her 
former lover, in the torn doublet, skin cap, clouted shoes, and leathern 
apron, of a travelling handicraftsman or mechanic. He claimed his privi- 
lege, however, of being admitted to a trial; and when the rest of the suitors 
had either declined the contest, or made such work as the devil could not 
read if his pardon depended on it, all eyes were bent on the stranger. 
Aldobrand stepped gracefully forward, arranged the types without omis- 
sion of a single letter, hyphen, or comma, imposed them without deranging 
a single space, and pulled off the first proof as clear and free from errors, 
as if it had been a triple revise! All applauded the worthy successor of 
the immortal Faustus —the blushing maiden acknowledged her error in 
trusting to the eye more than the intellect— and the elected bridegroom 
tienceforward chose for his impress or device the appropriate words, ‘ Skill 
wins favour.’ — But what is the matter with you? — you are in a brown 
study! Come, I told you this was but trumpery conversation for thinking 
people — and now I have my hand on the Ossianic controversy.” 

“‘I beg your pardon,” said Lovel; “‘ 1 am going to appear very silly and 
changeable in your eyes, Mr. Oldbuck—but you seemed to think Sir Arthur 
might in civility expect a call from me?” 

“Psha! psha! I can make your apology; and if you must leave us so 
goon as you say, what signifies how you stand in his honour’s good graces? 
—And 1 warn you that the Essay on Castrametation is something prolix 
and will occupy the time we can spare after dinner, so you may lose the 
Ossianic Controversy, if we do not dedicate this morning to it. We will 
go out to my ever-green bower, my sacred holly-tree yonder, and have 1 
fronde super viridi. 

Sing heigh-ho! heigh-ho! for the green holly. 


Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly. 


Bu., egad,’’ continued the old gentleman, “when I look closer at you, |] 
hegin tu think you may be of a different opinion. Amen, with all my 
heart —I quarrel with no man’s hobby, if he does not run it a tilt against 
icine, and if he does —let him beware his eyes What say you? —in the 
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language of the world and worldlings base, if you can condescend to sv 
mean a sphere, shall we stay or»go ?”’ 

“In the language of selfishness, then, which is of course the language 
of the world — let us go by all means.” 

“Amen, amen, quo’ the Earl Marshall,” answered Oldbuck, as he 
exchanged his slippers for a pair of stout walking shoes, with cutikins, as 
he called them, of black cloth. He only interrupted the walk by a slight 
deviation to the tomb of John o’ the Girnel, remembered as the last bailiff 
of the abbey who had resided at Monkbarns. Beneath an old oak-tree upon 
a hillock, sloping pleasantly to the south, and catching a distant view of 
the sea over two or three rich enclosures, and the Musselcrag, lay a moss- 
grown stone, and, in memory of the departed worthy, it bore an inscription, 
of which, as Mr. Oldbuck affirmed, (though many doubted,) the defaced 
characters could be distinctly traced to the following effect : — 


Here lyeth John o’ ye Girnell; 

Erth has ye nit, and heuen ye kirnell. 

In hys tyme ilk wife’s hennis clokit. 

Iika good mannis herth wr bairnis was stokit. 

He deled a boll o’bear in firlottis fyve, 

Four for ye halie kirke and ane for puir mennis wyvis. 


‘You see how modest the author of this sepulchral commendation was ; 
—he tells us that honest John could make five firlots, or quarters, as you 
would say, out of the boll, instead of four,—that he gave the fifth to the 
wives of the parish, and accounted for the other four to the abbot and 
chapter — that in his time the wives’ hens always laid. eggs—and devil 
thank them, if they got one-fifth of the abbey rents; and that honest men’s 
hearths were never unblest with offspring—an addition to the miracle, which 
they, as well as I, must have considered as perfectly unaccountable. But 
come on—leave we Jock o’ the Girnel, and let us jog on to the yellow sands, 
where the sea, like a repulsed enemy, is now retreating from the ground on © 
which he gave us battle last night.” 

Thus saying, he led the way to the sands. Upon the links or downs close 
to them, were seen four or five huts inhabited by fishers, whose boats, drawn 
high upon the beach, lent the odoriferous vapours of pitch melting under a 
burning sun, to contend with those of the offals of fish and other nuisances 
usually collected round Scottish cottages. Undisturbed by these compli- 
cated steams of abomination, a middle-aged woman, with a face which had 
defied a thousand storms, sat mending a net at the door of one of the cot- 
tages. A handkerchief close bound about her head, and a coat which had 
formerly been that of a man, gave her a masculine air, which was increased 
by her strength, uncommon stature, and harsh voice. ‘‘ What are ye for 
the day, your honour?” she said, or rather screamed, to Oldbuck; “caller 
haddocks and whitings—a bannock-fluke and a cock-padle.” | 

“How much for the bannock-fluke and cock-padle?” demanded the 
Antiquary. 

“Four white shillings and saxpence,” answered the Naiad, — 

‘Four devils and six of their imps!” retorted the Antiquary; “do ye — 
think [ am mad, Maggie?” | 

‘And div ye think,” rejoined the virago, setting her arms a-kimbo, “ that 
my man and my sons are to gae to the sea in weather like yestreen and the — 
day —sic a sea as it’s yet outby—and get naething for their fish, and be © 
misca’d into the bargain, Monkbarns? It’s no fish ye’re buying—it’s men’s © 
lives.” | 

“Well, Maggie, ll bid you fair—I’ll bid you a shilling for the fluke and © 
the cock-padle, or sixpence separately —and if all your fish are as wel] — 
paid, I think your man, as you call him, and your sons, will make a good © 
voyage.” 2 

‘“‘Deil gin their boat were knockit against the Bell-Rock rather! it wad — 
be better, and the bonnier voyage o’ the twa. A shilling for thae twa bonny © 
fish! Od, that’s ane indeed!” . 
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“Well, well, you old beldam, carry your fish up to Monkbarns, and see 
what my sister will give you for them.” 

“Na, na, Monkbarns, deil a fit—I’ll rather deal wi’ yoursell; for thougts 
you're near eneugh, yet Miss Grizel has an unco close grip—IVU gie ye 
them”’ (in a softened tone) ‘“ for three-and-saxpence.” 

‘“‘ Kighteen-pence, or nothing !” 

‘‘ Kighteen-pence!!!” (in a loud tone of astonishment, which declined 
into a sort of rueful whine, when the dealer turned as if to walk away)— 
* ¥e’ll no be for the fish then ?”—(then louder, as she saw him moving off) 
—“PH gi and—and a half-a-dozen 0’ partans to make the 
sauce, for three shillings and a dram.’ 

3 Half-a-crown, then, Maggie, and a dram.” 

“ Aweel, your’ honour maun hae’t your ain gate, nae doubt ; wat a dram’s 
worth siller now—the distilleries is ho working.” 

«And I hope they’ll never work again in my time,” said Oldbuck. 

“Ay, ay—it’s easy for your honour, and the like o’ you gentle-folks, to 
say sae, that hae stouth and routh, and fire and fending, and meat and 
elaith, and sit dry and canny by the fireside — but an ye wanted fire, and 
meat, and dry claise, and were deeing o’ cauld, and had a sair heart, whilk 
is warst ava’, wi’ just tippence in your pouch, wadna ye be glad to buy a 
dram wi’t, to be eilding and claise, and a supper and heart’s ease into the 
bargain, till the morn’s mor ning ? ”” 

‘It’s even too true an apology, Maggie. Is your goodman off to sea this 
morning, after his exertions last night ?” 

‘In troth is he, Monkbarns; he was awa this morning by four o’clock, 
when the sea was ‘working like barm wi’ yestreen’s wind, and our bit coble 
dancing in’t like a cork.” 

“Well, he’s an industrious fellow. Carry the fish up to Monkbarns.” 

“That I will—or I'll send little Jenny, she’ll rin faster ; but Pll ca’ on 
Miss Grizy for the dram mysell, and say ye sent me.’ 

A nondescript animal, which might have passed for a mermaid, as it was 
paddling in a pool among the rocks, was summoned ashore by the shrill 
screams of its dam; and having been made decent, as her mother called it, 
which was performed by adding a short red cloak to a petticoat, which was 
at first her sole covering, and ‘which reached scantily below her knee, the 
child was dismissed with the fish in a basket, and a request on the part of 
Monkbarns that they might be prepared for dinner. “It would have been 
long,’ said Oldbuck, with much self-complacency, ‘“‘ere my womankind 
could have made such a reasonable bargain with that old skin-flint, though 
they sometimes wrangle with her for an hour together under my study 
window, like three sea-gulls screaming and sputtering in a gale of wind. 
But come, wend we on our way to Knockwinnock.” 


Chanter the Cmellth. 


Beggar ?—the only freeman of your commonwealth ; 

Free above Scot-free, that observe no laws, 

Obey no governor, use no religion 

But what they draw from their own ancient custom, 

Or constitute themselves, yet they are no rebels. 
BRoME. 


Wirn our readers’ permission, we will outstep the slow, though sturdy 
pace of the Antiquary, whose halts, as he turned round to his companion 
ai every moment to point out something rem irkable in the landscape, or to 
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enforos some favourite topic more emphatically than the exercise of walking 
permitted, delayed their progress considerably. ; 

Notwithstanding the fatigues and dangers of the preceding evening, Miss 
Wardour was able to rise at her usual hour, and to apply herself to her 
usual occupations, after she bad first satisfied her anxiety concerning her 
father’s state of health. Sir Arthur was no farther indisposed than by the 
effects of great agitation and unusual fatigue, but these were sufficient to 
induce him to keep his bedchamber. 

To look back on the events of the preceding day, was, to Isabella, a very 
unpleasing retrospect. She owed her life, and that of her father, to the 
very person by whom, of all others, she wished least to be obliged, because 
she could hardly even express common gratitude towards him without 
encouraging hopes which might be injurious to them both. ‘ Why should 
it be my fate to receive such benefits, and conferred at so much personal 
risk, from one whose romantic passion I have so unceasingly laboured to 
discourage? Why should chance have given him this advantage over me? 
and why, oh why, should a halfsubdued feeling in my own bosom, in spite 
of my sober reason, almost rejoice that he has attained it?” 

While Miss Wardour thus taxed herself with wayward caprice, she beheld 
advancing down the avenue, not her younger and more dreaded preserver, 
but the old beggar who had made such a capital figure in the melo-drama 
of the preceding evening. 

She rang the bell for her maid-servant. ‘Bring the old man up stairs.” 

The servant returned in a minute or two—‘ He will come up at no rate, 
madam ;—he says his clouted shoes never were on a carpet in his life, and 
that, please God, they never shall.— Must I take him into the servants’ 
hall ?” 

“No; stay, I want to speak with him— Where is he?” for she had lost 
sight of him as he approached the house. 

‘“‘ Sitting in the sun on the stone-bench in the court, beside the window 
of the flagged parlour.” 

“Bid him stay there—I’Il come down to the parlour, and speak with him 
at the window.” 

She came down accordingly, and found the mendicant half-seated, half- 
reclining, upon the bench beside the window. Edie Ochiltree, old man and 
beggar as he was, had apparently some internal consciousness of the fa- 
vourable impressions connected with his tall form, commanding features, 
and long white beard and hair. It used to be remarked of him, that he 
was seldom seen but in a posture which showed these personal attributes to 
advantage. At present, as he lay half-reclined, with his wrinkled yet ruddy 
cheek, and keen grey eye turned up towards the sky, his staff and bag laid 
beside him, and a cast of homely wisdom and sarcastic irony in the expres- 
sion of his countenance, while he gazed for a moment around the court- 
yard, and then resumed his former look upward, he might have been taken — 
by an artist as the model of an old philosopher of the Cynic school, musing - 
upon the frivolity of mortal pursuits, and the precarious tenure of human 
possessions, and looking up to the source from which aught permanently 
good can alone be derived. The young lady, as she presented her tall and 
elegant figure at the open window, but divided from the court-yard by a 
grating, with which, according to the fashion of ancient times, the lower 
windows of the castle were secured, gave an interest of a different kind, 
and might be supposed, by a romantic imagination, an imprisoned damsel 
communicating a tale of her durance to a palmer, in order that he might 
call upon the gallantry of every knight whom he should meet in his wan- 
derings, to rescue her from her oppressive thraldom. 

After Miss Wardour had offered, in the terms she thought would be most 
acceptable, those thanks which the beggar declined as far beyond his merit, 
she began to express herself in a manner which she supposed would speak 
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more feelingly to his apprehension. “She did not know,” she said, “ what 
her father intended particularly to do for their preserver, but certainly at 
would be something that would make him easy for life; if he chose to re 
side at the castle, she would give orders” | 
The old man smiled, and shook his head. “I wad be baith a grievance 
and a disgrace to your fine servants, my leddy, and I have never been a dis- 
grace to onybody yet, that I ken of. ” 
“Sir Arthur would give strict orders” 
“‘Ye’re very kind—I doubtna, I doubtna; but there are some things a 
master can command, and some he canna—I daresay he wad gar them keep 
hands aff me—(and troth, I think they wad hardly venture on that ony 


gate) —and he wad gar them gie me my soup parritch and bit meat. But) 


trow ye that Sir Arthur’s command could forbid the gibe o’ the tongue or | 


the blink o’ the ee, or gar them gie me my food wi’ the look o’ kindness that 
gars it digest sae weel, or that he could make them forbear a’ the slights 
and taunts that hurt ane’s spirit mair nor downright misca’ing ?— Besides, 


ens er acmaccoese es 


Lam the idlest auld carle that ever lived ; I downa be bound down to hours’ 


o’ eating and sleeping; and, to speak the honest truth, I wad be a very bad 
example in ony well-reculated family.” 

“Well then, Kdie, what do you think of a neat cottage and a garden, and 
a daily dole, and nothing to do but to dig a little in your garden when you 
pleased yourself’ 2 

“ And how often wad that be, trow ye, my leddy ? maybe no ance atween 
Candlemas and Yule —and if a’ thing were done to my hand, as if I was 
Sir Arthur himsell, I could never bide the staying still in ae place, and just 
seeing the same joists and couples aboon my head night after night.— And 
then I have a queer humour o’ my ain, that sets a strolling beggar weel 
eneugh, whase word naebody minds — but ye ken Sir Arthur has odd sort 
o’ ways—and I wad be jesting or scorning at them—and ye wad be angry, 
and then I wad be just fit to ha ang mysell, * 

““Q, you are a licensed man,’ said Isabella; “we shall give you all rea- 
sonable scope: So you had better be ruled, and remember your age.” 

‘But I am no that sair failed yet,” replied the mendicant. ‘Od, ance I 
gat a wee soupled yestreen, I was as yauld as an eel. And then what wad 
a’ the country about de fur want o’ auld Edie Ochiltree, that brings news 
and country cracks frae ae farm-steading to anither, and gingebread to the 
lasses, and helps the lads to mend their “fiddles ,and the gudewives to clout 
their pans, and plaits rush-swords and erenadier caps for the weans, and 
busks the laird’s flees, and has skill o’ cow-ills and horse-ills, and kens mair 
auld sangs and tales than a? the barony besides, and gars ilka body laugh 
wherever he comes? ‘Troth, my leddy, I canna lay down my vocation; “it 
would be a public loss.” 

‘Well, Edie, if your idea of your importance is so strong as not to be 
shaken by the prospect of independence’”’—— 

“Na, na, Miss—it’s because I am mair independent as I am,” answered 
the old man; “I beg nae mair at ony single house than a meal 0? meat, or 
maybe but a ‘mouthfou o’t —if it’s refused at ae place, I get it at anither— 
sae I canna be said to depend on onybody i in particular, but just on the 
ecuntry at large.” 

“Well, then, only promise me that you will let me know should you ever 
wish to settle as you turn old, and more incapable of making your usual 
rounds; and, in the meantime, take this.” 

_ “Na, na, my leddy; I downa take muckle siller at anes— it’s against 
our rule; and—though it’s maybe no civil to be repeating the like o’ that 
—they say that siller’s like to he scarce wi’ Sir Arthur himsell, and that 
he’s run himsell out o’ thought wi’ his houkings and minings for lead and 
copper oe. 
sabeila had some anxious anticipations to the same effect, but was 
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shocked to hear that her father’s embarrassments were such public talk, 
as if scandal ever failed to stoop upon so acceptable a quarry as the failings 


of the good man, the decline of the powerful, or the decay of the prosper- — 


ous. — Miss Wardour sighed deeply —‘‘ Well, Edie, we have enough to pay 
our debts, let folks say what they will, and requiting yon is one of the fore 
most — let me press this sum upon you.” : 

“That I might be robbed and murdered some night between town and 
town? or, what’s as bad, that I might live in constant apprehension 0’t ?— 
I am no” — (lowering his voice to a whisper, and looking keenly around 
him) — ‘I am no that clean unprovided for neither; and though I should 
die at the back of a dike, they’ll find as muckle quilted in this auld bluo 
gown as will bury me like a Christian, and gie the lads and lasses a blyths 
lykewake too; sae there’s the gaberlunzie’s burial provided for, and I need 
nae mair. Were the like o’ me ever to change a note, wha the deil d’ye 
think wad be sic fules as to gie me charity after that ? — it wad flee through 
the country like wild-fire, that auld Edie suld hae done siccan a like thing, 
and then, se warrant, I might grane my heart out or onybody wad gie me 
either a bane or a bodle.”’ 

‘Ts there nothing, then, that I can do for you?” 

“Ou ay — I'll aye come for my awmous as usual, — and whiles I wad be 
fain 0’ a pickle sneeshin, and ye maun speak to the constable and ground- 
officer just to owerlook me; and maybe ye’ll gie a gude word for me to 
Sandie Netherstanes, the miller, that he may chain up his muckle dog —I 
wadna hae him to hurt the puir beast, for it just does its office in barking 
at a gaberlunzie like me. And there’s ae thing maybe mair, — but ye’ll 
think it’s very bauld o’ the like o’ me to speak 0’t.”” 

““ What is it, Edie? —if it respects you, it shall be done if it is in my 

ower.” 

‘It respects yoursell, and it is in your power, and I maun come out wi't. 
Ye are a bonny young leddy, and a gude ane, and maybe a weel-tochered 
ane-—but dinna ye sneer awa the lad Lovel, as ye did a while sinsyne on 
the walk beneath the Briery-bank, when I saw ye baith, and heard ye too, 
though ye saw nae me. Be canny wi’ the lad, for he loes ye weel, and it’s 
to him, and no to onything I could have done for you, that Sir Arthur and 
- you wan ower yestreen.” 

He uttered these words in a low but distinct tone of voice; and without 
waiting for an answer, walked towards a low door which led to the apart- 
ments of the servants, and so entered the house. 

Miss Wardour remained for a moment or two in the situation in which 
she had heard the old man’s last extraordinary speech, leaning, namely, 
against the bars of the window; nor could she determine upon saying even 
a single word, relative to a subject so delicate, until the beggar was out of 
sight. It was, indeed, difficult to determine what todo. That her having 
had an interview and private conversation with this young and unknown 
stranger, should be a secret possessed by a person of the last class in which 


a young lady would seek a confidant, and at the mercy of one who was by 


eee gossip-general to the whole neighbourhood, gave her acute agony. 
he had no reason, indeed, to suppose that the old man would wilfully do 
anything to hurt her feelings, much less to injure her; but the mere free- 
dom of speaking to her upon such a subject, showed, as might have been 
expected, a total absence of delicacy; and what he might take it into his 
head to do or say next, that she was pretty sure so professed an admirer of 
liberty would not hesitate to do or say without scruple. This idea so much 
hurt and vexed her, that she half wished the officious assistance of Lovel 
and Ochiltree had been absent upon the preceding evening. 

While she was in this agitation of spirits, she suddenly observed Oldbuck. 
and Lovel entering the court. She drew instantly so far back from the 
window, that she could, without being seen, observe how the Antiquary 


. 


4 
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aused in front of the building, and, pointing to the various scutcheons of 
its former owners, seemed in the act of bestowing upon Lovel much curious 
and erudite information, which from the absent look of his auditor, Isabella 
might shrewdly guess was entirely thrown away. The necessity that she 
should take some resolution became instant and pressing;—she rang, 
therefore, for a servant, and ordered him to show the visitors to the draw- 
ing-room, while she, by another staircase, gained her own apartment, to 
gonsider, ere she made her appearance, what line of conduct were fittest for 
her to pursue. The guests, agreeable to her instructions, were introduced 
into the room where company was usually received. 


Chapter the Chirteenth. 


The time was that I hated thee, 

And yet it is not that I bear thee love. 

Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 

I will endure—— 

But do not look for further recompense. 

As You LIKE It. 


Miss Isapetia Warpour’s complexion was considerably heightened, when, 
after the delay necessary to arrange her ideas, she presented herself in the 
drawing-room. 

“‘T am glad you are come, my fair foe,” said the Antiquary, greeting her 
with much kindness, ‘‘for I have had a most refractory, or at least negli- 
gent auditor, in my young friend here, while I endeavoured to make him 
acquainted with the history of Knockwinnock Castle. I think the danger 
of last night has mazed the poor lad. But you, Miss Isabel, — why, you 
look as if flying through the night air had been your natural and most con- 

enial occupation; your colour is even better than when you honoured my 
Sapliieks yesterday. And Sir Arthur—how fares my good old friend?” 

“Tndifferently well, Mr. Oldbuck; but, I am afraid, not quite able to re- 
ceive your congratulations, or to pay—to pay—Mr. Lovel his thanks for his 
unparalleled exertions.” 

“*T dare say not—A good down pillow for his good white head were more 
meet than a couch so churlish as Bessy’s Apron, plague on her!” 

‘“‘T had no thought of intruding,” said Lovel, looking upon the ground, 
and speaking with hesitation and suppressed emotion ; “I did not—did not 
mean to intrude upon Sir Arthur or Miss Wardour the presence of one who 
—who must necessarily be unwelcome—as associated, | mean, with painful 
reflections.” 

‘“‘Do not think my father so unjust and ungrateful,” said Miss Wardour. 
**T dare say,” she continued, participating in Lovel’s embarrassment— ‘I 
dare say—I am certain—that my father would be happy to show his grati- 
tude-—in any way—that is, which Mr. Lovel could consider it as proper to. 
point out.” | 

‘Why the deuce,” interrupted Oldbuck, “‘ what sort of a qualification 1s 
that? —On my word, it reminds me of our minister, who, choosing, like a 
formal old fop as he is, to drink to my sister’s inclinations, thought it neces- 
sary to add the saving clause, Provided, madam, they be virtuous. Come, 
let us have no more of this nonsense —I dare say Sir Arthur will bid us 
welcome on some future day. And what news from the kingdom of sub- 
ver-anean darkness and airy hope?—what says the swart spirit of the mine? 
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Has Str Arthur had any good intelligence of his adventures lately in Glen 
Withershins ?” 

Miss Wardour shook ber head — ‘‘ But indifferent, I fear, Mr. Oldbuck; — 
but there lie some specimens which have lately been sent down.” 

‘‘Ah! my poor dear hundred pounds, which Sir Arthur persuaded me 
to give for a share in that hopeful scheme, would have bought a porter’s 
load of mineralogy—But let me see them.” 

And so saying, he sat down at the table in the recess, on which the mine- 
ral productions were lying, and proceeded to examine them, grumbling and 
pshawing at each which he took up and laid aside. 

In the meantime, Lovel, forced as it were by this secession of Oldbuck, 
into a sort of téte-a-téte with Miss Wardour, took an opportunity of address- 
ing her in a low and interrupted tone of voice. “I trust Miss Wardour will 
impute, to circumstances almost irresistible, this intrusion of a person who 
has reason to think himself—so unacceptable a visitor.” 

“Mr. Lovel,” answered. Miss Wardour, observing the same tone of 
caution, “I trust you will not—I am sure you are incapable of abusing the 
advantages given to you by the services you have rendered us, which, as 
they affect my father, can never be sufficiently acknowledged or repaid. 
Could Mr. Lovel see me without bis own peace being affected—could he see 
me as a friend —as a sister — iv man will be—and, from all I have ever 
heard of Mr. Lovel, ought to be, more welcome; but” 

Oldbuck’s anathema against the preposition but was internally echoed by 
Lovel. ‘Forgive me if I interrupt you, Miss Wardour; you need not fear 
my intruding upon a subject where I have been already severely repressed; 
but do not add to the severity of repelling my sentiments the rigour of oblig- 
ing me to disavow them.” 

‘“‘T am much embarrassed, Mr. Lovel,” replied the young lady, “‘by your 
—I would not willingly use a strong word — your romantic and hopeless 
pertinacity. It is for yourself I plead, that you would consider the calls 
which your country has upon your talents—that you will not waste, in an 
idle and fanciful indulgence of an ill-placed predilection, time, which, well 
redeemed by active exertion, should lay the foundation of future distinction 
Let me entreat that you would form a manly resolution” 

“It is enough, Miss Wardour ;—I see plainly that” 

“Mr. Lovel, you are hurt-—and, believe me, I sympathize in the pain 
which I inflict; but can I, in justice to myself, in fairness to you, do other- 
wise? Without my father’s consent, I never will entertain the addresses of 
any one, and how totally impossible it is that he should countenance the 
partiality with which you honour me, you are yourself fully aware; and, 
indeed” 

‘No, Miss Wardour,” answered Lovel, in a tone of passionate entreaty ; 
“do not. go farther —is it not enough to crush every hope in our present 
relative situation ?—do not carry your resolutions farther—why urge what 
would be your conduct if Sir Arthur’s objections could be removed ?” 

“Tt is indeed vain, Mr. Lovel,” said Miss Wardour, “ because their re- 
moval is impossible; and I only wish, as your friend, and as one who is 
obliged to you for her own and her father’s life, to entreat you to suppress 
this unfortunate attachment—to leave a country which affords no scope for 
your talents, and to resume the honourable line of the profession which you 
seem to have abandoned.” 

‘Well, Miss Wardour, your wishes shall be obeyed ;—have patience with 
me one little month, and if, in the course of that space, I cannot show you 
such reasons for continuing my residence at Fairport, as even you shall 
approve of, I will bid adieu to its vicinity, and, with the same breath, to all 
my hopes of happiness.” 

“Not so, Mr. Lovel; many years of deserved happiness, founded on a 
more rational basis than your present wishes, are, | trust, before you. Bu. 
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it is full time to finish this conversation. I cannot force you to adopt my 
advice — I cannot shut the door of my father’s house against the preserver 
of his life and mine; but the sooner Mr. Lovel can teach his mind to 
submit to the inevitable disappointment of wishes which have been so 
rashly formed, the more highly he will rise in my esteem—and, in the 
meanwhile, for his sake as well as mine, he must excuse my putting an 
interdict upon conversation on a subject so painful.” 

_A servant at this moment announced that Sir Arthur desired to speak 
with Mr. Oidbuck in his dressing-room. 

“Tet me show you the way,” said Miss Wardour, who apparently dreaded 
a continuation of her téte-d-téte with Lovel, and she conducted the Anti- 
quary accordingly to her father’s apartment. 

Sir Arthur, his legs swathed in flannel, was stretched on the couch. 
“Welcome, Mr. Oldbuck,” he said; “I trust you have come better off than 
I have done from the inclemency of yesterday evening ?” 

“Truly, Sir Arthur, I was not so much exposed to it—I kept terra firma 
—you fairly committed yourself to the cold night-air in the most literal of 
all senses. But such adventures become a gallant knight better than a 
humble esquire,—to rise on the wings of the night-wind — to dive into the 
bowels of the earth. What news from our subterranean Good Hope !—the 
terra incognita of Glen-Withershins ?”’ 

‘Nothing good as yet,” said the Baronet, turning himself hastily, as if 
stung by a pang of the gout; ‘‘ but Dousterswivel does not despair.” 

«Does he not?” quoth Oldbuck ; ““I do though, under his favour. Why, 
old Dr. H n* told me, when I was in Edinburgh, that we should never 
find copper enough, judging from the specimens I showed him, to make a 
pair of sixpenny knee-buckles—and I cannot see that those samples on the 
table below differ much in quality.” 

“The learned doctor is not infallible, I presume ?” 

“No; but he is one of our first chemists; and this tramping philosopher 
of yours — this Dousterswivel —is, | have a notion, one of those learned 
adventurers described by Kirchner, Artem habent sine arte, purtem sine 
parte, quorum medium est mentiri, vita eorum mendicatum ire ;—that is to 
say, Miss Wardour’ 

“‘It is unnecessary to translate,’”’ said Miss Wardour — “I comprehend 
your general meaning; but 1 hope Mr. Dousterswivel will turn out a more 
trustworthy character.” 

“T doubt it not a little,” said the Antiquary,— ‘and we are a foul way 
out if we cannot discover this infernal vein that he has prophesied about 
these two years.” ' 

‘““ You have no great interest in the matter, Mr. Oldbuck,” said the 
Baronet. 

‘loo much, too much, Sir Arthur; and yet, for the sake of my fair foe 
here, I would consent to lose it all, so you had no more on the venture.” 

There was a painful silence of a few moments, for Sir Arthur was too 
proud to acknowledge the downfal of bis golden dreams, though he could 
no longer disguise to himself that such was likely to be the termination of 
the adventure. “I understand,” he at length said, ‘that the young gen- 
tleinan, to whose gallantry and presence of mind we were so much in- 
debted last night, has favoured me with a visit—-I am distressed that I am 
unable to see him, or indeed any one, but an old friend like you, Mr. 
Oldbuck.” 

A declination of the Antiquary’s stiff backbone acknowledged the 
oreference. 

“You made acquaintance with this young gentleman in Edinburgh, I 
sappose 2” 


* Probably Dr. Hutton, the celebrated geologist. 
a2 
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Oldiuck told the circumstances of their becoming known to each other. 

* Why, then, my daughter is an older acquaintance of Mr, Lovel than 

ou are,” said the Baronet. 

“Indeed! I was not aware of that,” answered Oldbuck, somewhat sur- 

rised. 
3 “‘T met Mr. Lovel,” said Isabella, slightly colouring, “when I resided 
this last spring with my aunt, Mrs. Wilmot.” 

“Tn Yorkshire? —and what character did he bear then, or how was he 
engaged?” said Oldbuck, — ‘‘and why did not you recognise him when I 
introduced you?” 

Isabella answered the least difficult question, and passed over the other 
— ‘He had a commission in the army, and had, I believe, served with 
reputation ; he was much respected, as an amiable and promising young 
man.” 

“‘ And pray, such being the case,” replied the Antiquary, not disposed to 
take one reply in answer to two distinct questions, ‘‘ why did you not speak 
to the lad at once when you met him at my house? I thought you had less 
of the paltry pride of womankind about you, Miss Wardour.” 

‘‘There was a reason for it,”’ said Sir Arthur, with dignity; “ you know 
the opinions — prejudices, perhaps you will call them — of our house con- 
cerning purity of birth. This young gentleman is, it seems, the illegiti- 
mate son of a man of fortune; my daughter did not choose to renew their 
acquaintance till she should know whether I approved of her holding any 
intercourse with him.” 

“Tf it had been with his mother instead of himself,” answered Oldbuck, 
with his usual dry causticity of humour, “I could see an excellent reason 
for it. Ah, poor lad! that was the cause, then, that he seemed so absent 
and confused while I explained to him the reason of the bend of bastardy 
_ upon the shield yonder under the corner turret !”’ 

“True,” said the Baronet, with complacency —‘‘it is the shield of 
Malcolm the Usurper, as he is called. The tower which he built is termed, 
after him, Malcolm’s Tower, but more frequently Misticot’s Tower, which I 
conceive to be a corruption for Misbeyot. We is denominated, in the Latin 
pedigree of our family, Milcolumbus Nothus; and his temporary seizure of 
our property, and most unjust attempt to establish his own illegitimate line 
in the estate of Knockwinnock, gave rise to such family feuds and mis- 
fortunes, as strongly to found us in that horror and antipathy to defiled 
blood and illegitimacy, which has been handed down to me from my 
respected ancestry.” 

“‘T know the story,” said Oldbuck, “and I was telling it to Lovel this 
moment, with some of the wise maxims and consequences which it has 
engrafted on your family politics. Poor fellow! he must have been much 
hurt: I took the wavering of his attention for negligence, and was some- 
thing piqued at it, and it proves to be only an excess of feeling. I hope, 
Sir Arthur, you will not think the less of your life because it has been 
preserved by such assistance ?” 

‘“‘ Nor the less of my assistant either,” said the Baronet; “ my doors and 
table shall be equally open to him as if he had descended of the most 
unblemished lineage.” 

“Cone, I am glad of that —he’ll know where he can get a dinner, then, 
if he wants one. But what views can he have in this neighbourhood? I 
must catechise him; and if I find he wants it—or, indeed, whether he does 
or not—he shall have my best advice.” As the Antiquary made this liberal 
promise, he took his leave of Miss Wardour and her father, eager to com- 
mence operations upon Mr. Lovel. He informed him abruptly that Miss 
Wardour sent her compliments, and remained in attendance on her father, 
and then taking him by the arm, he led him out of the castle. 


Knockwinnock still preserved much of the external attributes of a 
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baronial castle. It had its drawbridge, though now never drawn up, and 
its dry moat, the sides of which had been planted with shrubs, chiefly of 
the evergreen tribes. Above these rose the old building, partly from a 
foundation of red rock scarped down to the sea-beach, and partly from the 
steep green verge of the moat. The trees of the avenue have been already 
mentioned, and many others rose around of large size,—as if to confute 
the prejudice that timber cannot be raised near to the ocean. Our walkers 
paused, and looked back upon the castle, as they attained the height of a 
smail knoll, over which lay their homeward road; for it is to be supposed 
they did not tempt the risk of the tide by returning along the sands. The 
building flung its broad shadow upon the tufted foliage of the shrubs 
beneath it, while the front windows sparkled in the sun. They were viewed 
by the gazers with very different feelings. Lovel, with the fond eagerness 
of that passion which derives its food and nourishment from trifles, as the 
eameleon is said to live on the air, or upon the invisible insects which it 
contains, endeavoured to conjecture which of the numerous windows 
belonged to the apartment now graced by Miss Wardour’s presence. The 
speculations of the Antiquary were of a more melancholy cast, and were 
partly indicated by the ejaculation of cito peritura! as he turned away 
from the prospect. Lovel, roused ftom his reverie, looked at him as if to 
inquire the meaning of an exclamation so ominous. The old man shook 
his head. ‘Yes, my young friend,” said he, ‘“‘I doubt greatly —and it 
wrings my heart to say it—this ancient family is going fast to the 
ground |” 

‘Indeed !”’ answered Lovel—“ you surprise me greatly 1’ 

‘“We harden ourselves in vain,” continued the Antiquary, pursuing his 
own train of thought and feeling — “we harden ourselves in vain to treat 
with the indifference they deserve, the changes of this trumpery whirligig 
world. We strive ineffectually to be the self-sufficing invulnerable being, 
the teres aique rotundus of the poet ;—the stoical exemption which philoso- 
phy affects to give us over the pains and vexations of human life, is as 
imaginary as the state of mystical quietism and perfection aimed at by 
some crazy enthusiasts.” 

“ And Heaven forbid that it should be otherwise!” said Lovel, warmly— 
‘Heaven forbid that any process of philosophy were capable so to sear and 
indurate our feelings, that nothing should agitate them but what arose 
instantly and immediately out of our own selfish interests! I would as 
soon wish my hand to be as callous as horn, that it might escape an occa- 
sional cut or scratch, as I would be ambitious of the stoicism which should 
render my heart like a piece of the nether millstone.” 

The Antiquary regarded his youthful companion with a look half of 
pity, half of sympathy, and shrugged up his shoulders as he replied — 
“Wait, young man—wait till your bark has been battered by the storm of 
sixty years of mortal vicissitude: you will learn by that time to reef your 
sails, that she may obey the helm ;—or, in the language of this world, you 
will find distresses enough, endured and to endure, to keep your feelings 
and sympathies in full exercise, without concerning yourself more in the 
fate of others than you cannot possibly avoid.” 

“Well, Mr. Oldbuck, it may be so; —but as yet I resemble you more in 

our practice than in your theory, for I cannot help being deeply interested 
in the fate of the family we have just left.” 

“ And well you may,” replied Oldbuck. ‘Sir Arthur’s embarrassments 
have of late become so many and so pressing, that I am surprised you have 
not heard of them. And then his absurd and expensive operations carried 
on by this High-German landlouper, Dousterswivel’” 

“¥ think [ have seen that person, when, by some rare chance, I hap- 
pened to be in the coffee-room at Fairport ;—a tall. beetle-browed, awk: _ 
ward-built man, who entered upon scientific subjects, as it appeared to my ~~ 
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ignorance at least, with more assurance than knowledge — was very arbt 
trary in laying down and asserting his opinions, and mixed the terms of 
science with a strange jargon of mysticism. A simple youth whispered 
me that he was an I//wminé, and carried on an intercourse with the invisible 
world.” 

“OQ, the same—the same. He has enough of practical knowledge to 
speak scholarly and wisely to those of whose intelligence he stands in awe; 
and, to say the truth, this faculty, joined to his matchless impudence, im- 
posed upon me for some time when I first knew him. But I have since 
understood, that when he is among fools and womankind, he exhibits him- 
self as a perfect charlatan — talks of the magisterium—of sympathies and 
antipathies — of the cabala — of the divining rod —and all the trumpery 
with which the Rosyerucians cheated a darker age, and which, to our 
eternal disgrace, has in some degree revived in our own. My friend 
Heavysterne knew this fellow abroad, and unintentionally (for he, you 
must know, is, God bless the mark! a sort of believer) let me into a good 
deal of his real character. Ah! were I caliph for a day, as Honest Abon 
Hassan wished to be, I would scourge me these jugglers out of the com- 
monwealth with rods of scorpions. They debauch the spirit of the 
ignorant and credulous with mystical trash, as effectually as if they had 
besotted their brains with gin, and then pick their pockets with the same 
facility. And now has this strolling blackguard and mountebank put the 
finishing blow to the ruin of an ancient and honourable family 1” 

‘But how could he impose upon Sir Arthur to any ruinous extent?” » 

“Why, I don’t know. Sir Arthur is a good, honourable gentleman ; 
but, as you may see from his loose ideas concerning the Pikish language, 
he is by no means very strong in the understanding. His estate is strictly 
entailed, and he has been always an embarrassed man. This rapparee 
promised him mountains of wealth, and an English company was found to | 
advance large sums of money —I fear on Sir Arthur’s guarantee. Some 
gentlemen—I was ass enough to be one—took small shares in the concern, 
and Sir Arthur himself made great outlay ; we were trained on by specious 
appearances and more specious lies; and now, like John Bunyan, we 
awake, and behold it is a dream !” : 

“YT am surprised that you, Mr. Oldbuck, should have encouraged Sir 
Arthur by your example.” 

“Why,” said Oldbuck, dropping his large grizzled eyebrow, “I am 
something surprised and ashamed at it myself; it was not the lucre of 
gain—nobody cares less for money (to be a prudent man) than I do—but I 
thought I might risk this small sum. It will be expected (though I am 
sure I cannot see why) that I should give something to any one who will 
be kind enough to rid me of that slp of womankind, my niece, Mary 
M‘Intyre; and perhaps it may be thought I should do something to get 
that jackanapes, her brother, on in the army. In either case, to treble my 
venture, would have helped me out. And besides, I had some idea that 
the Phoenicians had in former times wrought copper in that very spot. 
That cunning scoundrel, Dousterswivel, found out my blunt side, and 
brought strange tales (d—n him) of appearances of old shafts, and vestiges 
of mining operations, conducted in a manner quite different from those of 
modern times; and I—in short, I was a fool, and there is an end. My loss 
is not much worth speaking about; but Sir Arthur’s engagements are, I 
understand, very deep, and my heart aches for him, and the poor young 
lady who must share his distress.” 

ere the conversation paused, until renewed in the next chapter. 
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Chapter the Fuurieenth. 


If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep, 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand: 
' My bosom’s lord sits lightly on his throne, 
And all this day, an unaccustomed spirit 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 
RoMEO AND JULIET. 


Tue account of Sir Arthur’s unhappy adventure had led Oldbuck some 
what aside from his purpose of catechising Lovel concerning the cause of 
his residence at Fairport. He was now, however, resolved to open the 
subject. ‘Miss Wardour was formerly known to you, she tells me, Mr. 
Lovel ?” 

“He had had the pleasure,” Lovel answered, “to see her at Mrs. Wil- 
mot’s, in Yorkshire.” 

“Indeed! you never mentioned that to me before, and you did not accost 
her as an old acquaintance.” 

“T—J] did not know,” said Lovel, a good deal embarrassed, ‘‘it was the 
same lady, till we met; and then it was my duty to wait till she should 
recognise me.” 

“Tam aware of your delicacy: the knight’s a punctilious old fool, but I 
promise you his daughter is above all nonsensical ceremony and prejudice. 
And now, since you have found a new set of friends here, may I ask if you 
intend to leave Fairport as soon as you proposed ?” : 

“What if I should answer your question by another,” replied Lovel, 
“and ask you what is your opinion of dreams?” 

“Of dreams, you foolish lad!—why, what should I think of them but 
as the deceptions of imagination when reason drops the reins? I know no 
difference betwixt them and the hallucinations of madness — the unguided 
horses run away with the carriage in both cases, only in the one the coach- 
man is drunk, and in the other he slumbers. What says our Marcus 
Tullius— Si insanorum visis fides non est habenda, cur credatur somnientiwm 
visis, gue multo etiam perturbatiora sunt, non intelligo.” 

“Yes, sir; but Cicero also tells us, that as he who passes the whole day 
in darting the javelin must sumetimes hit the mark, so, amid the cloud of 
nightly dreams, some may occur consonant to future events.” 

“‘ Ay —that is to say, you have hit the mark in your own sage opinion? 
Lord! Lord! how this world is given to folly! Well, I will allow for once 
the Oneiroeritical science —I will give faith to the exposition of dreams, 
and say a Daniel hath arisen to interpret them, if you can prove to me that 
that dream of yours has pointed to a prudent line of conduct.” 

“Tell me, then,” answered Lovel, “why, when I was hesitating whether 
to abandon an enterprise, which I have perhaps rashly undertaken, I should 
last night dream IJ saw your ancestor pointing to a motto which encouraged 
me to perseverance ? — why should I have thought of those words which I 
cannot remember to have heard before, which are in a language unknown 
to me, and which yet conveyed, when translated, a lesson which I could so 
plainly apply to my own circumstances ?” 

_ The Antiquary burst into a fit of laughing. ‘Excuse me, my young 
friend — but it is thus we silly mortals deceive ourselves, and look out of 
doors for motives which originate in our own wilful will. I think I can 
help out the carse of your vision. You were so abstracted in your contem- 
sabes yesterday after dinner, as to pay little attention to the discourse 
evween Sir Arthur and me, until we fell upon the controversy concerning 
the Piks, which terminated so abruptly ;— but I remember producing to 
se Hee Sogn printed by my ancestor, and making him observe the 
ou. II.— 
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motty: your mind was bent elsewhere, but your ear had mechanically 
received and retained the sounds, and your busy fancy, stirred by Grizel’s 
legend, I presume, had introduced this scrap of German into your dream. 
As for the waking wisdom which seized on so frivolous a circumstance as 
an apology for persevering in some course which it could find no better rea- 
son to justify, it is exactly one of those juggling tricks which the sagest of 
us play off now and then, to gratify our inclination at the expense of our 
understanding.” 

“T own it,” said Lovel, blushing deeply ; — “‘I believe you are right, Mr. 
Oldbuck, and I ought to sink in your esteem for attaching a moment’s con- 
sequence to such a frivolity;—but I was tossed by contradictory wishes 
and resolutions, and you know how slight a line will tow a boat when afloat 
on the billows, though a cable would hardly move her when pulled up on 
the beach.” 

“ Right, right,” exclaimed the Antiquary. “Fall in my opinion !—not 
a whit—I love thee the better, man ;—why, we have story for story against 
each other, and I can think with less shame on having exposed myself 
about that cursed Preetorium—though I am still convinced Agricola’s camp 
must have been somewhere in this neighbourhood. And now, Lovel, my 
good lad, be sincere with me— What make you from Wittenberg ? — why 
have you left your own country and professional pursuits, for an idle resi- 
dence in such a place as Fairport? A truant disposition, I fear.” 

“‘Even so,” replied Lovel, patiently submitting to an interrogatory which 
he could not well evade. ‘‘ Yet I am so detached from all the world, have 
s0 few in whom I am interested, or who are interested in me, that my very 
state of destitution gives me independence. Ile whose good or evil fortune 
affects himself alone, has the best right to pursue it according to his own 
fancy.” 

" Piston me, young man,” said Oldbuck, laying his hand kindly on his 
shoulder, and making a full halt —‘“‘ sufflamina —a little patience, if you 
please. I will suppose that you have no friends to share or rejoice in your 
_ success in life—that you cannot look back to those to whom you owe grati- 
tude, or forward to those to whom you ought to afford protection; but it is 
no less incumbent on you to move steadily in the path of duty—for your 
active exertions are due not only to society, but in humble gratitude to the 
Being who made you a member of it, with powers to serve yourself and 
others.” 

‘“‘ But I am unconscious of possessing such powers,” said Lovel, somewhat 
impatiently. ‘I ask nothing of society but the permission of walking 
innoxiously through the path of life, without jostling others, or permitting 
myself to be jostled. I owe no man anything—I have the means of main- 
taining myself with complete independence ; and so moderate are my wishes 
in this respect, that even these means, however limited, rather exceed than 
fall short of them.” 

“Nay, then,” said Oldbuck, removing his hand, and turning again to the 
road, “if you are so true a philosopher as to think you have money enough, © 
there’s no more to be said—I cannot pretend to be entitled to advise you ;— 
you have attained the acmé—the summit of perfection. And how came 
Fairport to be the selected abode of so much self-denying philosophy? It 
is as if a worshipper of the true religion had set up his staff by choice 
among the multifarious idolaters of the land of Egypt. There is not a man 
in Fairport who is not a devoted worshipper of the Golden Calf—the mam- 
mon of unrighteousness. Why, even I, man, am so infected by the bad 
neighbourhood, that I feel inclined occasionally to become an idolater 
myself.” 

ve My principal amusements being literary,” answered Lovel, “ani cir- 
cumstances which I cannot mention having induced me, for a time et least, © 
t» relinquish the military service, J have pitched on Fairport as w place — 
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where | might follow my pursuits without any of those temptations te 
society which a more elegant circle might have presented to me.” 

“ Aha!” replied Oldbuck, knowingly,-—‘‘I begin to understand your 
application of my ancestor’s motto. You are a candidate for public favour, 
though not in the way I first suspected, — you are ambitious to shine as a 
literary character, and you hope to merit favour by labour and _perse- 
verance ?” 

Lovel, who was rather closely pressed by the inquisitiveness of the old 
gentleman, concluded it would be best to let him remain in the error which 
he had gratuitously adopted. 

“J have been at times foolish enough,” he replied, “to nourish some 
thoughts of the kind.” . 

“ Ah, poor fellow! nothing can be more melancholy; unless, as young 
men sometimes do, you had fancied yourself in love with some trumpery 
specimen of womankind, which is indeed, as Shakspeare truly says, pressing 
to death, whipping, and hanging all at once.” 

_ He then proceeded with inquiries, which he was sometimes kind enough 
to answer himself. For this good old gentleman had, from his antiquarian 
researches, acquired a delight in building theories out of premises which 
were often far from affording sufficient ground for them; and being, as the 
reader must have remarked, sufficiently opiniative, he did not readily brook 
being corrected, either in matter of fact or judgment, even by those who 
were principally interested in the subjects on which he speculated. He 
went on, therefore, chalking out Lovel’s literary career for him. 

“And with what do you propose to commence your debut as a man of 
letters ?— But I guess — poetry — poetry —the soft seducer of youth. Yes! 
there is an acknowledging modesty of confusion in your eye and manner. 
And where lies your vein? — are you inclined to soar to the higher regions 
of Parnassus, or to flutter around the base of the hill?” 

‘“‘T have hitherto attempted only a few lyrical pieces,” said Lovel. 

“Just as I supposed — pruning your wing, and hopping from spray to 
spray. But [ trust you intend a bolder flight. Observe, I would by no 
means recommend your persevering in this unprofitable pursuit — but you 
say you are quite independent of the public caprice ?” 

““ Entirely so,” replied Lovel. 

“And that you are determined not to adopt a more active course of 
life ?”” : 

“For the present, such is my resolution,” replied the young man. 

“Why, then, it only remains for me to give you my best advice and 
assistance in the object of your pursuit. I have myself published two 
essays in the Antiquarian Repository,— and therefore ain an author of 
experience. There was my Remarks on Hearne’s edition of Robert of Gleuce- 
ster, signed Scrutator ; and the other signed Indagator, upon a passage in 
Tacitus. I might add, what attracted considerable notice at the time, and 
that is my paper in the Gentleman’s Magazine, upon the inscription of Cilia 
Lelia, which I subscribed Gidipus. So you see I am not an apprentice in 
the mysteries of author-craft, and must necessarily understand the taste and 
temper of the times. And now, once more, what do you intend to com: 
mence with ?” 

“T have no instant thoughts of publishing.” 

“Ah! that will never do; you must have the fear of the public before 
your eyes in all your undertakings. Let us see now: A collection of fugi- 
tive pieces; but no—your fugitive poetry is apt to become stationary with 
the bookseller. It should be something at once solid and attractive— none 
of your romances or anomalous novelties —I would have you take high 
ground at once. Let me see: What think you of a real epic?—the grand 
old-fashicned historical poem which moved through twelve or twenty-four 
hooks. We'll have it so—Tl supply you with a subject—- The battle 
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between the Caledonians and Romans—The Caledoniad; or, Invasion 
Repelled ;—let that be the title—it will suit the present taste, and you may 
throw in a touch of the times.” 

*“‘ But the invasion of Agricola was not repelled.” 

“No; but you are a poet — free of the corporation, and as little bound 
down to truth or probability as Virgil himself—You may defeat the Romans 
in spite of Tacitus.” 

“And pitch Agricola’s camp at the Kaim of — what do you call it,” an- 
swered Lovel, ‘in defiance of Edie Ochiltree?” 

‘““No mote of that, an thou lovest me—And yet, I dare say, ye may un- 
wittingly speak most correct truth in both instances, in despite of the toga 
of the hisjorian and the blue gown of the mendicant.” 

“ Gallantly counselled ! — Well, I will do my best — your kindness will 
assist me with local information.” 

“Will I not, man ?—why, I will write the critical and historical notes <n 
each canto, and draw out the plan of the story myself. I pretend to some 
poetical genius, Mr. Lovel, only I was never able to write verses.” 

“Tt is a pity, sir, that you should have failed in a qualification somewhat 
essential to the art.” 

“ Kssential ?—not a whit—it is the mere mechanical department. A man 
may be a poet without measuring spondees and dactyls like the ancients, or 
clashing the ends of lines into rhyme like the moderns, as one may be an 
architect though unable to labour like a stone-mason — Dost think Palladio 
or Vitruvius ever carried a hod ?” 

“In that case, there should be two authors to each poem—one to think 
and plan, another to execute.” 

“Why, it would not be amiss; at any rate, we’ll make the experiment ; 
—not that I would wish to give my name to the public—assistance from a 
learned friend might be acknowledged in the preface after what flourish 
your nature will am a total stranger to authorial vanity.” 

Lovel was much entertained by a declaration not very consistent with the 
eagerness wherewith his friend seemed to catch at an opportunity of coming ~ 
before the public, though in a manner which rather resembled stepping up 
behind a carriage than getting into one. The Antiquary was indeed un- 
commonly delighted ; for, like many other men who spend their lives in 
obscure literary research, he had a secret ambition to appear in print, which 
was checked by cold fits of difidence, fear of criticism, and habits of indo- 
lence and procrastination. ‘“ But,” thought he, “I may, like a second 
Teucer, discharge my shafts from behind the shield of my ally. And admit 
that he shonld not prove to be a first-rate poet, 1am in no shape answerable 
for his deficiencies, and the good notes may very probably help off an indif- 
ferent text. But he is— he must be a good poet ; he has the real Parnassian 
abstraction — seldom answers a question till it is twice repeated — drinks 
his tea scalding, and eats without knowing what he is putting into his 


mouth. This is the real cestus, the awen of the Welsh bards, the divinus -— 


afflatus that transports the poet beyond the limits of sublunary things. 
His visions, too, are very symptomatical of poetic fury —I must recollect 
to send Caxon to see he puts out his candle to-night -- poets and visionaries 
are apt to be negligent in that respect. ” Then, turning to his companion, 
he expressed himself aloud, in continuation — 

“Yes, my dear Lovel, you shall have full notes; and, indeed, I think we 
may introduce the whole of the Kssay on Castrametation into the appendix 


—-it will give great value to the work. ‘Chen we will revive the good old 


forms so diseracefully neglected in modern times. You shall invoke the 
Muse —and certainly she ought to be propitious to an author who, in an 
apustatizing age, adheres with the faith of Abdiel to the ancient form of 
adoration. — Then we must have a vision —in which the Genius of Cale: 
donia shall appear to Galgacus, and show him a procession of the real 
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Scottish monarchs ; — and in the notes I will have a hit at Boethius— No; 
[ must not touch that topic, now that Sir Arthur is likely to have vexation 
enough besides — but I’ll annihilate Ossian, Macpherson, and Mac-Cribb.” 

“But we must consider the expense of ublication,” said Lovel, willing 
to try whether this hint would fall like cold water on the blazing zeal of 
his self-elected coadjutor. 

“Expense!” said Mr. Oldbuck, aarp ian mechanically fumbling in 
his pocket — —but you 
would not like to publish cs Riles ste a? 

‘“‘ By no means,’ answered Lovel. 

No, nol’ eladly acquiesced the Antiquary — “‘it is not respectable. 
Pll tell you what: I believe I know a bookseller who has a value for my 
opinion, and will risk print and eg a and I will get as many copies sold 
for you as I can.’ ' 

“OQ, I am no mercenary author,” “answered Lovel, smiling; ‘‘I only wish 
to be out of risk of loss.” 

“Ffush! hush! we’ll take care of that — throw it all on the publishers. 
I do long to see your labours commenced. You will choose blank verse, 
doubtless? —it is more grand and magnificent for an historical subject; 
and, what concerneth you, my friend, it is, I have an idea, more easily 
written.” 

This conversation brought them to Monkbarns, lite the Antiquary had 
to undergo a chiding from his sister, who, though no philosopher, was wait- 
ing to deliver a lecture to him in the portico. ‘“*Guide us, Monkbarns! are 
things no dear eneugh already, but ye maun be raising the very fish on us, 
by giving that randy, Luckie Mucklebackit, just what ‘she likes to ask ?” 

“Why, Grizel,”’ said the sage, somewhat abashed at this unexpected at- 
tack, “I thought I made a very fair bargain.” 

‘CA fair bargain! when ye gied the limmer a full half o’ what she seekit! 
— An ye will be a wife-carle, and buy fish at your ain hands, ye suld never 
bid muckle mair than a quarter. And the impudent quean had the assur- 
ance to come up and seek a dram — But I trow, Jenny and I sorted her!” 

“Truly,” said Oldbuck (with a sly look to his companion), ‘I think our 
estate was gracious that kept us out of hearing of that controversy.— Well, 
well, Grizel, | was wrong for once in my life — lira crepidam — I fairly 
admit. But hang expenses!—care killed a cat—-we’ll eat the fish, cost 
what it will.— And then, Lovel, you must know I pressed you to stay here 
to-day, the rather because our cheer will be better than usual, yesterday 
having been a gaude-day —I love the reversion of a feast better than the 
feast itself. I delight in the analecta, the collectanea, as I may call them, 
of the preceding day’s dinner, which appear on such occasions — Aud see, 
there is Jenny going to ring the dinner-bell.” 


PRS 


Chapter the Fitternty. 


Be this letter delivered with haste—haste—post-haste! Ride, villain, 
ride,—for thy life—for thy life—for thy life. 
ANCIENT INDORSATION OF LETTERS OF IMPORTANCE. * 


Leavine Mr. Oldbuck and his friend to enjoy their hard bargain of fish, 
we beg leave to transport the reader to the back-parlour of the postmaster’s 
house at Fairport, where his wife, he himself being absent, was emp.oyed 
tm assorting for delivery the letters which had come by ‘the Edinburgh 
u 
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pest. This is very often in country towns the period of the day when 
gossips find it particularly agreeable to call on the man or woman of letters, 
in order, from the outside of the epistles, and, if they are not belied, occa. 
sionally from the inside also, to amuse themselves with gleaning information, 
or forming conjectures about the correspondence and affairs of their neigh- 
bours. ‘T'wo fernales of this description were, at the time we mention, 
assisting, or impeding, Mrs. Mailsetter in her official duty. 

‘Eh, preserve us, sirs!’’ said the butcher’s wife, ‘‘there’s ten—elevea-—- 
twall letters to Tennant and Co.—thae folk do mair business than a’ the rest 
0’ the burgh.” 

“Ay; but see, lass,” answered the baker’s lady, ‘‘there’s twa o’ them 
faulded unco square, and sealed at the tae side—TI doubt there will be pro- 
tested bills in them.” 

‘Ts there ony letters come yet for Jenny Caxon ?”’ inquired the woman of 
joints and gibilets; “‘the lieutenant’s been awa three weeks.” 

“ Just ane on Tuesday was a week,” answered the dame of letters. 

**Was’t a ship-letter?” asked the Fornarina. 

“In troth was’t.” 

“It wad be frae the lieutenant then,’ replied the mistress of the rolls, 
somewhat disappointed—‘“‘I never thought he wad hae lookit ower his 
shouther after her.” 

“Od, here’s another,”’ quoth Mrs. Mailsetter. ‘A ship-letter—post-mark, 
Sunderland.” All rushed to seize it.—‘‘ Na, na, leddies,’”’ said Mrs. Mail- 
setter, interfering; “I hae had eneugh o’ that wark— Ken ye that Mr. 
Mailsetter got an unco rebuke frae the secretary at Edinburgh for a com- 

laint that was made about the letter of Aily Bisset’s that ye opened, Mrs. 
hortcake ?” 

“‘Me opened !” answered the spouse of the chief baker of Fairport; ‘‘ ye 
ken yoursell, madam, it just cam open o’ free will in my hand—what could 
I help it ?—folk suld seal wi’ better wax.” ' : 

“Weel I wot that’s true, too,” said Mrs. Mailsetter, who kept a shop of 
small wares, “‘and we have got some that I can honestly recommend, if ye 
ken onybody wanting it. But the short and the lang o’¢ is, that we'll lose 
the place gin there’s ony mair complaints o’ the kind.” 

“‘ Hout, lass—the provost will take care o’ that.” 

“Na, na—I’ll neither trust to provost nor bailie,” said the postmistress,— 
“but I wad aye be obliging and neighbourly, and I’m no again your looking 
at the outside of a letter neither—Sce, the seal has an anchor on’t—he’s 
done’t wi’ ane o’ his buttons, I’m thinking.” 

“Show me! show me!” quoth the wives of the chief butcher and chief 
baker; and threw themselves on the supposed love-letter, like the weird 
sisters in Macbeth upon the pilot’s thumb, with curiosity as eager and 
scarcely less malignant. Mrs. Heukbane was a tall woman—she held the 
pcos epistle up between her eyes and the window. Mrs. Shortcake, a 

ittle squat personage, strained and stood on tiptoe to have her share of the 
investigation. 

“* Ay, it’s frae him, sure eneugh,” said the butcher’s lady;—‘“I can read 
Richard Taffril on the corner, and it’s written, like John Thomson’s wallet, 
frae end to end.” 

‘‘ Haud it lower down, madam,” exclaimed Mrs. Shortcake, in a tone 
above the prudential whisper which their occupation required—‘“ haud it 
lower down—Div ye think naebody can read hand 0’ writ but yoursell ?” 

 Whisht, whisht, sirs, for God’s sake!” said Mrs. Mailsetter, “ there’s 
somebody in the shop,’’—then aloud—‘“ Look to the customers, Baby!” — 
Baby answered from without in a shrill tone—‘‘It’s naebody but Jenny 
Caxon, ma’am, to see if there’s ony letters to her.” : 

“Tell her,” said the faithful postmistress, winking to her compeers, “to 
cume back the morn at ten o’clock, and I’ll let her ken—we havena had 
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time to sort the mail letters yet—she’s aye in sic a hurry, as if her letters 
were 0’ mair consequence than the best merchant’s o’ the town.” 

Poor Jenny, a girl of uncommon beauty and modesty, could only araw 
her cloak about her to hide the sigh of disappointment, and return meek.y 
home to endure for another night the sickness of the heart occasioned by 
hope delayed. 

“There’s something about a needle and a pole,” said Mrs. Shortcake, to 
whom her taller rival in gossiping had at length yielded a peep at the subject 
of their curiosity. 

“* Now, that’s downright shamefu’,” said Mrs. Heukbane, ‘to scorn the 
poor silly gait of a lassie after he’s keepit company wi’ her sae lang, and had 
his will o’ her, as I make nae doubt he has.” 

*‘Tt’s but ower muckle to be doubted,” echoed Mrs. Shortcake ;—“‘to cast 
up to her that her father’s a barber, and has a pole at his door, and that - 
she’s but a manty-maker hersell! Hout! fy for shame!” 

‘“‘ Hout tout, leddies,”’ cried Mrs. Mailsetter, ‘‘ye’re clean wrang — It’s a 
line out 0’ ane o’ his sailor’s sangs that I have heard him sing, about being 
true like the needle to the pole.” 

“Weel, weel, I wish it may be sae,” said the charitable Dame Heukbane, 
— “but it disna look weel for a lassie like her to keep up a correspondence 
wi’ ane 0’ the king’s officers.” 

“1m no denving that,” said Mrs. Mailsetter ; ‘‘ but it’s a great advantage 
to the revenue of the post-office thae love-letters. See, here’s five or six 
letters to Sir Arthur Wardour —maist o’ them sealed wi’ wafers, and no 
wi’ wax. There will be a downcome there, believe me.” 

“ Ay; they will be business letters, and no frae ony o’ his grand friends, 
that seals wi’ their coats of arms, as they ca’ them,” said Mrs. Heukbane; 
~~ “pride will hae a fa’ —he hasna settled his account wi’ my gudeman, 
the deacon, for this twalmonth — he’s but slink, I doubt.” 

“ Nor wi’ huz for sax months,” echoed Mrs. Shortcake — ‘‘ He’s but a 
brunt crust.” 

“« There’s a letter,” interrupted the trusty postmistress, ‘‘ from his son, the 
captain, I’m thinking —the seal has the same things wi’ the Knockwinnock 
carriage. He’ll be coming hame to see what he can save out o’ the fire.” 

The baronet thus dismissed, they took up the esquire — ‘‘ Twa letters for 
Monkbarns —they’re frae some o’ his learned friends now; see sae close as 
they’re written, down to the very seal—and a’ to save sending a double 
letter — that’s just like Monkbarns himsell. When he gets a frank he fills 
it up exact to the weight of an unce, that a carvy-seed would sink the scale 
— but he’s ne’er a grain abune it. Weel I wot I wad be broken if I were 
to gie sic weight to the folk that come to buy our pepper and brimstone, 
and suchlike sweetmeats.” 

“‘Hle’s a shabby body the laird o’ Monkbarns,” said Mrs. Heukbane; 
*“‘he’ll make as muckle about buying a forequarter o’ lamb in August as 
about a back sey o’ beef. Let’s taste another drap o’ the sinning” (perhaps 
she meant cinnamon) ‘‘ waters, Mrs. Mailsetter, my dear. Ah, lasses! an 
ye had kend his brother as I did— mony a time he wad slip in to see me 
wi’ a brace o’ wild-deukes in his pouch, when my first gudeman was awa at 
the Falkirk tryst — weel, weel — we’se no speak 0’ that e’enow.” 

“T winna say ony ill o’ this Monkbarns,” said Mrs. Shortcake; ‘his 
brother ne’er brought me ony wild-deukes, and this isa douce honest man; 
we serve the family wi’ bread, and he settles wi’ huz ilka week — only he 
was in an unco kippage when we sent him a book instead o’ the nick-sticks,* 


* A sort of tally generally used by bakers of the olden time in settling with their customers. Each family 
aad its own nick-stick, and for each loaf as delivered a notch was made on the stick. Accounts in Exene- 
ue., kept by the same kind of check, may have occasioned the Antiquary’s partiality. Ja Priot s time the 

lish bakers had the same sort of reckoning. : 
Have you not seen a baker’s maid, 
Between two equal panniers sway’d? 
Her tallies useless lie and idle, 
If placed exactly in the middle. 
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whilk, he said, were the true ancient way 0’ counting between tralesmen 
and customers; and sae they are, nae doubt.” 

“But look here, lasses,” interrupted Mrs. Mailsetter, ‘“‘here’s a sight for 
sair e’en! What wad ye gie to ken what’s in the inside o’ this letter? 
This is new corn —I aena seen the like o’ this — For William Lovel, 
Esquire, at Mrs. Hadoway’s, High-street,» Fairport, by Edinburgh, N.B. 
This is just the second letter he has had since he was here.” _ 

‘‘Lord’s sake, let’s see, lass!—lord’s sake, let’s see! — that’s him that 
the hale town kens naething about— and a weel-fa’ard lad he is; let’s see, 
let’s see!” Thus-ejaculated the two worthy representatives of mother Eve. 

‘Na, na, sirs,” exclaimed Mrs. Mailsetter; “‘haud awa— bide aff, I tell 
you; this is nane o’ your fourpenny cuts that we might make up the value 
to the post-office amang ourselves if ony mischance befell it ;—— the postage 
is five-and-twenty shillings —and here’s an order frae the Secretary to for- 
ward it to the young gentleman by express, if he’s no at hame. * a, Na, 
sirs, bide aff; — this maunna be roughly g guided.” 

“* But just let’s look at the outside o *t, Woman.” 

Nothing could be gathered from the outside, except remarks on the var 
rious properties which philosophers ascribe to matter, — length, breadth, 
depth, and weight. The packet was composed of strong thick paper, im- 
perviable by the curious eyes of the gossips, though they stared as if they 
would burst from their sockets. The seal was a deep and well-cut impres- 
sion of arms, which defied all tampering. 

“ Od, lass, ” said Mrs. Shortcake, weighing it in her hand, and wishing, 
doubtless, iat the too, too solid wax would melt and dissolve itself, ‘‘ 1 wad 
like to ken what’s in the inside o” this, for that Lovel dings a’ that ever set 
foot on the plainstanes o’ Fairport — naebody kens what to make o’ him.” 

“Weel, weel, leddies,” said the postmistress, ‘“‘ we’se sit down and crack 
about it.— Baby, bring ben the tea-water — Muckle obliged to ye for your 
cookies, Mrs. Shortcake — and we'll steek the shop, and ery ben Baby, and 
take a hand at the cartes till the gudeman comes hame — and then we'll 
try your braw veal sweetbread that ye were so kind as send me, Mrs. Heuk- 
bane.” 

“But winna ye first send awa Mr. Lovel’s letter?’ said Mrs. Heukbane. 

“roth I kenna wha to send wi’t till the gudeman comes hame, for auld 
Caxon tell’d me that Mr. Lovel stays a’ the day at Monkbarns —he’s ina 
high fever wi’ pu’ing the laird and Sir Arthur out 0’ the sea.’ 

“Silly auld doited carles!” said Mrs. Shorteake ; “ what gar’d them gang 
to the douking in a night like yestreen ?” 

‘“‘T was gi’en to understand it was auld Edie that saved them,” said Mrs. 
Heukbane — ‘‘ Edie Ochiltree, the Blue-Gown, ye ken; and that he pu’d the 
hale three out of the auld fish-pound, for Monkbarns had threepit on them 
to gang in till’t to see the wark o’ the monks lang syne.’ : 

“Hout, lass, nonsense !”’ answered the postmistress ; “I'll tell ye a’ ahout 
it, as eae tell’d itto me. Yesee, Sir Arthur and Miss Wardour, and Mr. 
Lovel, suld hae dined at Monkbarns”——— 

“But, Mrs. Mailsetter,” again interrupted Mrs. Heukbane, “will ye no 
be for sending awa this letter by express ?—there’s our powny and our 
callant hae gane express for the office or now, and the powny hasna gane 
abune thirty mile the day ; — Jock was sorting him up as I came ower by.” 

“Why, Mrs. Ifeukbane,” said the woman of letters, pursing up her 
mouth, ‘‘ ye ken my eudeman likes to ride the expresses himsell — we maun 
gie our ain fish-guts to our ain sea-maws— it’s a red halfguinea to him 
every time he munts his mear; and I dare say he’ll be in sune — or I dare 
to say, it’s the same thing whether the gentleman gets the express this night 

-Y early next morning.’ 
“Only that Mr. Lovel will be in town before the express gaes aff,” said 


Mrs. Heukbane, “and where are ye then, lass? But ye ken yere aiu wage 
hest.” 
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* Weel, weel, Mrs. Heukbane,” answered Mrs. Mailsetter, a lictle ont of 
humour, and even out of countenance, “I am sure I am never againss being 
neighbour-like, and living «nd letting live, as they say; and since | hae 
been sic a fule as to show you the post-office order — ou, nae doubt, it maun 
be obeyed. But Vll no need your callant, mony thanks to ye— 1 ll send 
little Davie on your powny, and that will be just five-and-three-pence to ilka 
ane 0’ us, ye ken.” 

“ Davie! — the Lord help ye, the bairn’s no ten year auld; and, to b. 
plain wi’ ye, our powny reists a bit, and it’s dooms sweer to the road, and 
naebody can manage him but our Jock.” 

“Pm sorry for that,” answered the postmistress, gravely ; it’s like we 
maun wait then till the gudeman comes hame after a > for I ‘tlle like 
to be responsible in trusting the letter to sic a callant as Jock — our Davie 
belangs in a manner to the office.” 

“ Aweel, aweel, Mrs. Mailsetter, I see what ye wad be at—but an ye 
like to risk the bairn, I’ll risk the beast.’ 

Orders were accor dingly given. The unwilling pony was brought out of 
his bed of straw, and again equipped for service — Davie (a leathern post- 
bag strapped across his shoulder s) was perched upon the saddle, with a tear 
in his eye, and a switch in his hand. Jock good-naturedly led the animal 
out of the town, and, by the crack of his whip, and the whoop and hailoo 
of his too well-known voice, compelled it to take the road towards Monk- 
barns. 

Meanwhile the gossips, like the sibyls after consulting their leaves, 
arranged and combined the information of the evening, which flew next 
morning through an hundred channels, and in a hundred varieties, through 
the world of Fairport. Many, strange, and inconsistent, were the rumours 
to which their communications and conjectures gave rise. Some said Ten- 
nant and Co. were broken, and that all their bills had come back protested 

- others that they had got a great contract from Government, and letters 
from the principal merchants at Glasgow, desiring to have shares upon a 
premium. One report stated, that Lieutenant Taffril had acknowledged a 
nea marriage with Jenny Caxon—another, that he had sent her a 

tter upbraiding her with the lowness of her birth and education, and 
bidding her an eternal adieu. It was generally rumoured that Sir Arthur 
Wardour’s affairs had fallen into irretrievable confusion, and this report 
was only doubted by the wise, because it was traced to Mrs. Mailsetter’s 
shiop,—a source more famous for the circulation of news than for their accu- 
racy. But all agreed that a packet from the Secretary of State’s office had 
arrived, directed for Mr. Lovel, and that it had been forwarded by an 
orderly dragoon, despatched from the head-quarters at Edinburgh, who had 
galloped through Fairport without stopping except just to inquire the way 
to Monkbarns. The reason of such an extraordinary mission to a very 
peaceful and retired individual, was variously explained. Some said Lovel 
was an emigrant noble, summoned to head an insurrection that had broken 
out in La Vendeé—others that he was a spy—others that he was a general 
officer, who was visiting the coast privately—others that he was a prince of 
the blood, who was travelling incognito. 

Meanwhile the progress of the packet which occasioned so much specula- 
tion, towards its destined owner at Monkbarns, had been perilous and inter- 
rupted. The bearer, Davie Mailsetter, as little resembling a bold dragoon 
as could well be imagined, was carried onwards towards Monkbarns by 
the pony, so long as the animal had in his recollection the crack of his 
usual instrument of chastisement, and the shout of the butcher’s hoy. But 
-eeling how Davie, whose short logs were unequal to maintain his balance, 
swung to and fro upon his back, the pony began to disdain further com- 
prance with the intimations he had received. First, then, he slackened 

is pace to a walk. This was no point of quarrel between him and bis 
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rider, who hd been considerably diseomposed by the rapidity of his former 
motion, and who now took the opportunity of his abated pace to gnaw a 


piece of gingerbread, which had been thrust into his hand by his mother. 


in order to reconcile this youthful emissary of the post-office to the dis- 
charge of his duty. By and by, the crafty pony availed himself of this 
surcease of discipline to twitch the rein out of Davie’s hand, and applied 
himself to browse on the grass by the side of the lane. Sorely astounded 
by these symptoms of self-willed rebellion, and afraid alike to sit or to fall, 
poor Davie lifted up his voice and wept aloud. The pony, hearing this 
ean over his head, began apparently to think it would be best both for 

imself and Davie. to return from whence they came, and accordingly com- 
menced a retrograde movement towards Fairport. But, as all retreats are 
apt to end in utter rout, so the steed, alarmed by the boy’s cries, and by 
the flapping of the reins, which dangled about his forefeet — finding also 
his nose turned homeward, began to set off at a rate which, if Davie kept 
the saddle (a matter extremely dubious), would soon have presented him 
at Heukbane’s stable-door,— when, at a turn of the road, an intervening 
auxiliary, in the shape of old Edie Ochiltree, caught hold of the rein, and 
stopped his farther proceeding. ‘‘ Wha’s aught ye, callant? whaten a gate’s 
that to ride ?” 

“‘T canna help it!’ blubbered the express; ‘they ca’ me little Davie.” 

** And where are ye gaun ?”’ 

“Tm gaun to Monkbarns wi’ a letter.” 

‘ Stirra, this is no the road to Monkbarns.” 

But Davie could only answer the expostulation with sighs and tears. 

Old Edie was easily moved to compassion where childhood was in the 
case. — “‘ ] wasna gaun that gate,” he thought, “ but it’s the best o’ my way 
o’ life, that I canna be weel out o’ my road. They’ll gie me quarters at 
Monkbarns readily eneugh, and J’! e’en hirple awa there wi’ the wean, for 
it will knock its harns out, puir thing, if-there’s no somebody to guide the 
pony Sae ye hae a letter, hinney? will ye let me see’t ?” 

“Tm no gaun to let naebody see the letter,” sobbed“ the boy, “till I 
gie’t to Mr. Lovel, for I am a faithfu’ servant o’ the office —if it werena for 
the powny.” 

“Very right, my little man,” said Ochiltree, turning the reluctant pony’s 
head towards Monkbarns; “but we’ll guide him atween us, if he’s no a’ 
the sweerer.” 

Upon the very height of Kinprunes, to which Monkbarns had invited 
Lovel after their dinner, the Antiquary, again reconciled to the once 
degraded spot, was expatiating upon the topies the scenery afforded for a 
description of Agricola’s camp at the dawn of morning, when his eye was 
caught by the appearance of the mendicant and his protegé. ‘“‘ What the 
devil! — here comes old Edie, bag and baggage, I think.” 

The beggar explained his errand, and Davie, who insisted upon a literal 
execution of his commission by going on to Monkbarns, was with difficulty 
prevailed upon to surrender the ones to its proper owner, although he 
met him a mile nearer than the place he had been directed to. ‘But my 
minnie said, 1 maun be sure to get twenty shillings and five shillings for the 
postage, and ten shillings and sixpence for the express—there’s the paper.” 

‘“‘ Let me see —let me see,” said Oldbuck, putting on his spectacles, and 
examining the crumpled copy of regulations to which Davie appealed. 
‘‘ Express, per man and horse, one day, not to exceed ten shillings and six- 
pence. One day? why, it is not an hour— Man and horse? why. ’tis a 
monkey on a starved cat!” 

“Father wad hae come himsell,’”’ said Davie, ‘‘on the muckle red mear, 
an ye wad hae bidden till the morn’s night.” | 

“ Four-and-twenty hours after the regular date of delivery! You little 
cockatrice egg, do you understand the art of imposition so early 2” 
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“Heut, Monkbarns! dinna set your wit against a bairn,” said the 
heggar; ‘mind the butcher risked his beast, and the wife her we.n, and I 
am sure ten and sixpence isna ower muckle. Ye didna gang sae near wi’ 
Johnnie Huwie, when’’ 

Lovel, who, sitting on the supposed Preetorium, had glanced over the 
contents of the packet, now put an end to the altercation by paying Davie’s 
demand ; and then turning to Mr. Oldbuck, with a look of much agitation, 
he excused himself from returning with him to Monkbarns that evening. 
“IT must instantly go to Fairport, and perhaps leave it on a moment’s 
notice ; — your kindness, Mr. Oldbuck, I can never forget.” 

“No bad news, I hope?” said the Antiquary. 

“Of a very chequered complexion,” answered his friend. ‘ Farewell— 
in good or bad fortune I will not forget your regard.” 

“Nay, nay—stop amoment. If—if—” (making an effort) —“‘if there 
be any pecuniary inconvenience —I have fifty or a hundred guineas at 
your service — till —till Whitsunday — or indeed as long as you please.” 

“YT am much obliged, Mr. Oldbuck, but Iam amply provided,” said his 
mysterious young friend. ‘‘ Excuse me—I really cannot sustain further 
conversation at present. I will write or see you before I leave Fairport— 
that is, if I find myself obliged to go.” 

So saying, he shook the Antiquary’s hand, warmly, turned from him, and 
walked rapidly towards the town, ‘staying no longer question.” 

“Very extraordinary indeed!” said Oldbuck ;—‘“‘ but. there’s something 
about this lad 1 can never fathom; and yet I cannot for my heart think ill 
of him neither. I must go home and take off the fire in the Green-Room, 
for none of my womankind will venture into it after twilight.” 

* And how am I to win hame?” biubbered the disconsolate express. 

“It’s a fine night,” said the Blue-Gown, looking up to the skies ; “‘I had as 
gude gang back to the town, and take care o’ the wean.” 

“Do so. do so, Edie ;”’ and, rummaging for some time in his huge waist- 
eoat pocket till he found the object of his search, the Antiquary added 

rnere’s sixpence to ye to buy sneeshin.” 


Chapter the Sixteenth. 


“T am bewitched with the rogue’s company. [If the rascal has not given me 
medicines to make me love him, I’ll be hanged; it could not be else. I have 
drunk medicines.’ — Second Part of Henry IV. 


Reoevtar for a fortnight were the inquiries of the Antiquary at the 
veteran Caxon, whether he had heard what Mr. Lovel was about; and ag 
regular were Caxon’s answers, ‘“‘that the ton could learn naething about 
him whatever, except that he had received anither muckle letter or twa frae 
the south, and that he was never seen on the plainstanes at a’.”’ 

‘“‘ How does he live, Caxon ?” 

“Qu, Mrs. Hadoway just dresses him a beefsteak or a muttonchop, or 
makes him some Friar’s chicken, or just what she likes hersell, and he eats 
it in the little red parlour off his bedroom. She canna get him to say that 
he likes ae thing better than anither; and she makes him tea in a morning, 
and he settles honourably wi’ her every week.” 

*‘ But does he never stir abroad ?” 

‘“‘He has clean gi’en up walking, and he sits a’ day in his room reading 
or writing; a hanile letters he has written, but he wadna put them into our 
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post-house, though Mrs. Hadoway offered to carry them hersell, but sent 
them a’ under ae cover to the sheriff; and it’s Mrs. Mailsetter’s belief. that 
the sheriff sent his groom to put them into the post-office at Tannonburgh; 

it’s my puir thought, that he jealoused their looking imto his letters at 
Fairport; and weel had he need, for my puir daughter Jenny” 

“Tut, don’t plague me with your womankind, Caxon, About this poor 
young lad—Does he write nothing but letters ?” 

‘Ou, ay—hale sheets o’ other “things, Mrs. Hadoway says. She wishe 
muckle he could be gotten to take a walk : she thinks he’s but looking 
very puirly, and his ‘appetite’ s clean gane; but he’ll no hear o’ ganging 
ower the door-stane—him that used to walk sae muckle too.” 

“That’s wrong—I have a guess what he’s busy about; but he must not 
work too hard neither. PH go and see him this very day—he’s deep, doubt- 
less, in the Caledoniad.” 

Having formed this manful resolution, Mr. Oldbuck equipped himself 
for the expedition with his thick walking-shoes and gold-headed cane, mut- 
tering the while the words of Falstaff which we have chosen for the motto 
of this chapter; for the Antiquary was himself rather surprised at the de- 
gree of attachment which he could not but acknowledge he entertained for 
this stranger. The riddle was notwithstanding easily solved. Lovel had 
many attractive qualities, but he won our Antiquary’s heart by being on 
most occasions an excellent listener. 

A walk to Fairport had become somewhat of an adventure with Mr. Old- 
buck, and one which he did not often care to undertake. He hated greet- 
ings in the market-place; and there were generally loiterers in the streets 
to persecute him, either about the news of the day, or about some petty 
pieces of business. So, on this occasion, he had no sooner entered the 
streets of Fairport, than it was “Good-morrow, Mr. Oldbuck—a sight ¢’ 
you’s gude for sair een: what d’ye think of the news in the Sun the sae 
—they say the great attempt will be made in a fortnight.” 

“TI wish to the Lord it were made and over, that I might hear no more 
about it.” 

‘‘ Monkbarns, your honour,” said the nursery and seedsman, ‘‘I hope the 
plants gied satisfaction ?—and if ye wanted ony flower-roots fresh frae Hol- 
iand, or” (this in a lower key) ‘‘an anker or twa o’ Cologne gin, ane o’ our 
brigs cam in yestreen.” 

“Thank ye, thank ye—no occasion at present, Mr. Crabtree,” said the 
Antiquary, pushing resolutely onward. 

“Mr. Oldbuck,” said the town-clerk (a more important person, who came 
in front and ventured to stop the old gentleman), “the provost, understand- 
ing you were in town, begs on no account that you’ll quit it without seeing 
him: he wants to speak to ye about , bringing the water frae the Fairwell- 
spring through a part 0’ your lands.” 

“What the deuce !—have they nobody’ s land but mine to cut and carve 
on ?—I won’t consent, tell them.” 

‘‘ And the provost,” said the clerk, going on, without noticing the rebuff, 
‘and the council, wad be agreeable that you should hae the auld stanes at 
Donagild’s chapel, that ye was wussing to hae.” 

“Eh ?—what?—Oho! that’s another story—Well, well, I'll call upon the 
provost, and we’ll talk about it.” 

‘But ye maun speak your mind on’t forthwith, Monkbarns, if ye want 
the stanes; for Deacon Harlewalls thinks the carved through-stanes might 
be put with advantage on the front of the new council- house—that i is, the 
twa cross-legged flour es that the callants used to ca’ Robin and Bobbin, ane 
on ilka door- -cheek ; and the other stane, that they ca’d Ailie Dailie, abune 
the door. It will be very baie the Deacon says, and just in the style of 
taodern Gothic.” 


“Lord deliver me from this Gothie generation!’ exclaimed tne Anti- 
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quary,—‘‘ A monument of a knight-templar on each side of a Grecian purch, 
and a Madonn« on the top of 1t!—O crimini!—Well, tell the provost L wish 
to have the stones, and we’ll not differ about the water-course. It’s lucky 
I happened to come this way to-day.” 

They parted mutually satisfied; but the wily clerk had most reasen to 
exult in the dexterity he had displayed, since the whole proposal of an cx 
change between the monuments (which the council had determined to 
yemove as a nuisance, because they encroached three feet upon the public 
road), and the privilege of conveying the water to the burgh through the 
estate of Monkbarns, was an idea which had originated with himself upon 
the pressure of the moment. 

Through these various entanglements, Monkbarns (to use the phrase by 
which he was distinguished in the country) made his way at length to Mrs. 
Hadoway’s. This good woman was the widow of a late clergyman at Fair- 
port, who had been reduced by her husband’s untimely death, to that state 
of straitened and embarrassed circumstances in which the widows of the 
Scotch clergy are too often found. The tenement which she occupied, and 
the furniture of which she was possessed, gave her the means of letting a 
oart of her house; and as Lovel had been a quiet, regular, and profitable 
odger, and had qualified the necessary intercourse which they had together 
with a great deal of gentleness and courtesy, Mrs. HWadoway, not, perhaps, 
much used to such kindly treatment, had become greatly attached to her 
lodger, and was profuse in every sort of personal attention which circum- 
stances permitted her to render him. To cook a dish somewhat better than 
ordinary for ‘‘the poor young gentleman’s dinner;” to exert her interest 
with those who remembered her husband, or loved her for her own sake 
and his, in order to procure scarce vegetables, or something which her sim- 
plicity supposed might tempt her lodger’s appetite, was a labour in which 
she delighted, although she anxiously concealed it from the person who was 
its object. She did not adopt this secrecy of benevolence to avoid the laugh 
of those who might suppose that an oval face and dark eyes, with a clear 
brown complexion, though belonging to a woman of five-and-forty, and en- 
closed within a widow’s close-drawn pinners, might possibly still aim at 
making conquests; for, to say truth, such a ridiculous suspicion having 
never entered into her own head, she could not anticipate its having birth 
in that of any one else. But she concealed her attentions solely out of deli- 
cacy to her guest, whose power of repaying them she doubted as much as 
she believed in his inclination to do so, and in his being likely to feel ex- 
treme pain at leaving any of her civilities unrequited. She now opencd the 
door to Mr. Oldbuck, and her surprise at seeing him brought tears into her. 
eyes, which she could hardly restrain. 

“I am glad to see you, sir—I am very glad to see you. My poor gentle- 
man is, | am afraid, very unwell; and O Mr. Oldbuck, he’ll see neither 
doctor, nor minister, nor writer! And think what it would be, if, as my 
s0! Mr. Hadoway used to say, a man was to die without advice of the three 
earned faculties !”” 

‘Greatly better than with them,” grumbled the cynical Antiquary. “I 
tell you, Mrs. Hadoway, the clergy live by our sins, the medical faculty by 
our diseases, and the law gentry by our misfortunes.” 

**O fie, Monkbarns !—to hear the like o’ that frae you!—But ye’ll walk 
up and see the poor young lad ?—Hegh sirs! sae young and weel-favoured 
—and day by day he has eat less and less, and now he hardly touches ony 
thing, only just pits a bit on the plate to make fashion,—and his poor cheek 
has turned every day thinner and paler, sae that he now really looks ag 
auld as me, that might be his mother—no that I might be just that neither, 
but something very near it.” 

“Why does he not take some exercise?” said Oldbuck. 

‘‘}) think we have persuaded him to do that, for he has bought a horse 
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fro: Gibbie Golightly, the galloping groom. A gude judge o’ horse-flesh 
Gibbie tauld our lass that he was—for he offered him a beast he thought 
wad answer him weel eneugh, as he was’a bookish man, but Mr. Lovel 
wadna look at it, and bought ane might serve the Master o’ Morphie—they 
keep it at the Grame’s Arms, ower the street ;—and he rode out yesterday 
morning and this morning before breakfast— But winna ye walk up to his 
room ?” 

“Presently, presently. But has he no visitors ?” 

“QO dear, Mr. Oldbuck, not ane; if he wadna receive them when he was 
weel and sprightly, what chance is there of onybody in Fairport looking in 
upon him now ?” 

‘“‘ Ay, ay, very true—I should have been surprised had it been otherwise 
—Come, show me up stairs, Mrs. Hadoway, lest I make a blunder, and go 
where I should not.” 

The good landlady showed Mr. Oldbuck up her narrow staircase, warning 
him of every turn, and lamenting all the while that he was laid under the 
necessity of mounting up so high. At length she gently ts at the door 
of her guest’s parlour. ‘‘Come in,” said Lovel; and Mrs. Hadoway ushered 
in the Laird of Monkbarns. 

The little apartment was neat and clean, and decently furnished —orna- 
mented, too, by such relics of her youthful arts of sempstress-ship as Mrs. 
Hadoway had retained; but it was close, overheated, and, as it appeared to 
Oldbuck, an unwholesome situation for a young person in delicate health,-— 
an observation which ripened his resolution touching a project that had 
already occurred to him in Lovel’s behalf. With a writing-table before 
him, on which lay a quantity of books and papers, Lovel was seated on a 
couch, in his night-gown and slippers. Oldbuck was shocked at the change 
which had taken place in his personal appearance. His cheek and brow 
had assumed a ghastly white, except where a round bright spot of hectic 
red formed a strong and painful contrast, totally different from the general 
cast of hale and hardy complexion which had formerly overspread and 
somewhat embrowned his countenance. Oldbuck observed, that the dress 
he wore belonged to a deep mourning suit, and a coat of the same colour 
hung on a chair near to him. As the Antiquary entered, Lovel arose and 
came forward to welcome him. 

“This is very kind,” he said, shaking him by the hand, and thanking 
him warmly for his visit —‘“‘ this is very kind, and has anticipated a visit 
with which I intended to trouble you. You must know I have become a 
horseman lately.” 

“‘T understand as much from Mrs. Hadoway—I only hope, my good young 
friend, you have been fortunate in a quiet horse. I myself inadvertently 
bought one from the said Gibbie Golightly, which brute ran two miles on 
end with me after a pack of hounds, with which I had no more to do than 
the last year’s snow; and after affording infinite amusement, I suppose, to 
the whole hunting field, he was so good as to deposit me in a dry ditch—1 
hope yours is a more peaceful beast ?” ) 

‘‘T hope, at least, we shall make our excursions on a better plan of mutual 
understanding.” 

“That is to say, you think yourself a good horseman ?”’ 


“JT would not willingly,” answered Lovel, “confess myself a very bad 


one.” 

‘“‘No—all you young fellows think that would be equal to calling your- 
selves tailors at once—But have you had experience? for, crede experto, a 
horse in a passion is no joker.” 

““Why, I should be sorry to boast myself as a great horseman; but when 
T acted as aid-de-camp to Sir in the cavalry action at ——, last 
year, | saw many better cavaliers than myself dismounted.” 

“Ah! you have Icoked in the face of the grisly god of arms then?—-ycu 
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are acquainted with the frowns of Mars armipotent? That experience fille 
up the measure of your qualifications for the epopea! The Britons, however, 
you will remember, fought in chariots—covinarti is the phrase of Tacitus ;— 
you recollect the fine description of their dashing among the Roman infantry, 
although the historian tells us how ill the rugged face of the grousd was 
calculated for equestrian combat; and truly, upon the whole, what sort of 
chariots could be driven in Scotland anywhere but on turnpike rcads, has 
been to me always matter of amazement. And well now—has the Muse 
visited you?——have you got anything to show me ?” 

“‘ My time,” said Lovel, with a glance at his black dress, “has been less 
‘pleasantly employed.” 

“The death of a friend?” said the Antiquary. 

“Yes, Mr. Oldbuck—of almost the only friend I could ever boast of pos- 
ressing.” 

‘Indeed? Well, young man,” replied his visitor, in a tone of seriousness 
very different from his affected gravity, ‘‘be comforted. To have lost a 
friend by death while your mutual regard was warm and unchilled, while 
the tear can drop unembittered by any painful recollection of coldness or 
distrust or treachery, is perhaps an escape from a more heavy dispensation. 
Look round you—how few do you see grow old in the affections of those with 
whom their early friendships were formed! Our sources of common plea- 
sure gradually dry up as we journey on through the vale of Bacha, and we 
hew out to ourselves other reservoirs, from which the first companions of 
our pilgrimage are excluded ;—jealousies, rivalries, envy, intervene to sepa- 
rate others from our side, until none remain but those who are connected 
with us rather by habit than predilection, or who, allied more in blood than 
in disposition, only keep the old man company in his life, that they may 
not be forgotten at his death — 


Hac data pena diu viventibus. 


Ah, Mr. Lovel! if it be your lot to reach the chill, cloudy, and comfortless 
evening of life, you will remember the sorrows of your youth as the light 
shadowy clouds that intercepted for a moment the beams of the sun when it 
was rising. But I cram these words into your ears against the stomach of 
your sense.” 

“Tam sensible of your kindness,” answered the youth; ‘ but the wound 
that is of recent infliction must always smart severely, and I should be little 
comforted under my present calamity—forgive me for saying so— by the 
conviction that life had nothing in reserve for me but a train of successive 
sorrows. And permit me to add, you, Mr. Oldbuck, have least reason of 
many men to take so gloomy a view of life. You have a competent and easy 
fortune—are generally respected—may, in your own phrase, vacare musis, 
indulge yourself in the researches to which your taste addicts you; you may 
form your own society without-doors—and within you have the affectionate 
and sedulous attention of the nearest relatives.” es 

“Why, yes—the womankind, for womankind, are, thanks to my training, 
very civil and tractable—do not disturb me in my morning studies —creep 
across the floor with the stealthy pace of a cat, when it suits me to take a 
nap in my easy-chair after dinner or tea, All this is very well ;— but I want 
something to exchange ideas with—something to talk to.” 

“Then why do you not invite your nephew Captain M‘Intyre, who is 
mentioned by every one as a fine-spirited young fellow, to become a member 
of your family?” | 

“Who?” exclaimed Monkbarns, ‘‘my nephew Hector ?—the Hotspur of 
the North? Why, Heaven love you, I would as soon invite a firebrand into 
my stackyard. He’s an Almanzor, a Ghamont—has a Highland pedigree 
as long as his :laymore, and a claymore as long as the High Street of Fair- 
port, which he -msheathed upon the surgeon the last time he was at Frirport 
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I expect him here one of these days; but I will keep him at staff’s end, I 
promise you. He an inmate of my house! to make my very chairs and 
tables tremble at his brawls. No, no—V none of Hector M‘Intyre. But 
hark ye, Lovel: —you are a quiet, gentle-tempered lad; had not you better 
set up your staff at Monkbarns for a month or two, since I conclude you do 
not immediately intend to leave this country? —I will have a door opened 
out to the garden—it will cost but a trifle—there is the space for an old one 
which was condemned long ago—by which said door you may pass and 
repass into the Green Chamber at pleasure, so you will not interfere with the . 
old man, nor he with you. As for your fare, Mrs. Hadoway tells me you are, 
as she terms it, very moderate of your mouth, so you will not quarrel with 
my humble table. Your washing”—— 

“ Told, my dear Mr. Oldbuck,” interposed Lovel, unable to repress a smile ; 
“‘and before your hospitality settles all my accommodations, let me thank 
you most sincerely for so kind an offer—it is not at present in my power to 
accept of it; but very likely, before I bid adieu to Scotland, I shall find an 
opportunity to pay you a visit of some length.” ‘ 

Mr. Oldbuck’s countenance fell. ‘Why, I thought I had hit on the very 
arrangement that would suit us both,—and who knows what might happen 
in the long run, and whether we might ever part? Why, I am master of 
my acres, man—there is the advantage of being descended from a man of 
more sense than pride—they cannot oblige me to transmit my goods, chat- 
tels, and heritages, any way but as I please. No string of substitute heirs 
of entail, as empty and unsubstantial as the morsels of paper strung to the 
train of a boy’s kite, to cumber my flights of inclination, and my humours 
of predilection. Well,—I see you won’t be tempted at present— But Cale- 
donia goes on, I hope?” 

“QO, certainly,” said Lovel; “I cannot think of relinquishing a plan so 
hopeful.” 

“Tt is indeed,” said the Antiquary, looking gravely upward,—for, though 
shrewd and acute enough in estimating the variety of plans formed by 
others, he had a very naturat, though rather disproportioned, good opinion 
of the importance of those which originated with himself—‘it is indeed 
one of those undertakings which, if achieved with spirit equal to that which 
dictates its conception, may redeem from the charge of frivolity the litera- 
ture of the present generation.” 

Ilere he was interrupted by a knock at the room-door, which introduced 
a letter for Mr. Lovel. The servant waited, Mrs. Hadoway said, for an 
answer. ‘You are concerned in this matter, Mr. Oldbuck,” said Lovel, 
after glancing over the billet, and handing it to the Antiquary as he spoke. 

It was a letter from Sir Arthur Wardour, couched in extremely civil lan- 
ruage, regretting that a fit of the gout had prevented his hitherto showing 
Mr. Lovel the attentions to which his conduct during a late perilous oeca- 
sion had so well entitled him—apologizing for not paying his respects in 
person, but hoping Mr. Lovel would dispense with that ceremony, and be a 
member of a small party which proposed to visit the ruins of Saint Ruth’s 
priory on the following day, and afterwards to dine and spend the evening 
at Knockwinnock castle. Sir Arthur concluded with saying, that he had 
sent to request the Monkbarns family to join the party of pleasure which 
he thus proposed. The place of rendezvous was fixed at a turnpike-gate, 
which was about an equal distance from all the points from which the com- 
pany were to assemble. 

“What shall we do?” said Lovel, looking at the Antiquary, but pretty 
certain of the part he would take. 

“‘Go, man—we’ll go, by all means. Let me see—it will cost a post-chaise 
though, which will hold you and me, and Mary M’Intyre, very well—and 
the other womankind may go to the manse—and you can come out in the 
ehaise to Monkbarns, as I will take it for the day.” 
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“Why, I rather think I had better ride.” 

“True, true, I forgot your Bucephalus. You are a foolish lad, by the by, 
for purchasing the brute outright; you should stick to eighteenpence a side.. 
if you will trust any creature’s legs in preference to your own.” 

** Why, as the horses have the advantage of moving considerably faster, 
and are, besides, two pair to one, I own I incline” 

“Enough said —enough said —do as you please. Well then, Ill bring, 
either Grizel or the minister, for 1 love to have my full pennyworth out of 
post-horses—and we meet at Tirlingen turnpike on Friday, at twelve o’clock 
nrecisely.”—And with this agreement the friends separated. 


Chapter the Sroruteenth, 


Of seats they tell, where priests, mid tapers dim, 
Breathed the warm prayer, or tuned the midnight hymn, 
To scenes like these the fainting soul retired ; 
Revenge and Anger in these cells expired : 
By Pity soothed. Remorse lost half her fears, 
And softened Pride dropped penitential tears. 
CRABBE’S BoRovugH. 


Tue morning of Friday was as serene and beautiful as if no pleasure 
party had been intended ; and that is a rare event, whether in novel-writing 
or real life. Lovel, who felt the genial influence of the weather, and re- 
joiced at the prospect of once more meeting with Miss Wardour, trotted 
forward to the place of rendezvous with better spirits than he had for some 
time enjoyed. His prospects seemed in many respects to open and brighten 
before him —and hope, although breaking like the morning sun through 
clouds and showers, appeared now about to illuminate the path before him. 
He was, as'might have been expected from this state of spirits, first at the 
place of meeting,—and, as might also have been anticipated, his looks were 
60 intently directed towards the road from Knockwinnock Castle, that he 
was only apprized of the arrival of the Monkbarns division by the gee- 
hupping of the postilion, as the post-chaise lumbered up behind him. In 
this vehicle were pent up, first, the stately figure of Mr. Oldbuck himself; 
secondly, the scarce less portly person of the Reverend Mr. Blattergowl, 
minister of Trotcosey, the parish in which Monkbarns and Knockwinneck 
were both situated. The reverend gentleman was equipped in a buzz wig, 
upon the top of which was an equilateral cocked hat. This was the paragon 
of the three yet remaining wigs of the parish, which differed, as Monkbarns 
used to remark, like the three degrees of comparison — Sir Arthur’s rami- 
lies being the positive, his own bob-wig the comparative, and the over- 
whelming grizzle of the worthy clergyman figuring as the superlative. The 
superintendent of these antique garnitures, deeming, or affecting to deem, 
that he could not well be absent on an occasion which assembled all three 
together, had seated himself on the board behind the carriage, “just to be 
in the way in case they wanted a touch before the gentlemen sat down to 
dinner.” Between the two massive figures of Monkbarns and the clergy- 
man was stuck, by way of bodkin, the slim form of Mary M’Intyre, her 
aunt having preferred a visit to the manse, and a social chat with Miss 
Beckie Blattergowl, to investigating the ruins of the priory of Saint Ruth. 

As greetings passed between the members of the Monkbarns party and 
Mr. Lovel, the Baronet’s carriage, an open barouche, swept onward to the 
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blazoned panels, and a brace of outriders, a strong contrast with the buttered 
vehicle and broken-winded hacks which had brought thither the Antiquary 
and his followers. The principal seat of the carriage was oceupied by Sir 
Arthur and his daughter. At the first glance which passed betwixt Miss 
Wardour and Lovel, her colour rose considerably ; — but she had apparently 
made up her mind to receive him as a friend, and only as such, and there 
was equal composure and courtesy in the mode of her reply to his fluttered 
salutation. Sir Arthur halted the barouche to shake his preserver kindly 
by the hand, and intimate the pleasure he had on this opportunity of re- 
turning him his personal thanks; then mentioned to him, in a tone of slight 
introduction, “‘Mr. Dousterswivel, Mr. Lovel.” 

Lovel took the necessary notice of the German adept, who oceupied the 
front seat of the carriage, which is usually conferred upon dependents or 
inferiors. The ready grin and supple inclination with which his salutation, 
though slight, was answered by the foreigner, increased the internal dislike 
which Lovel had already conceived towards him; and it was plain, from 
the lour of the Antiquary’s shaggy eye-brow, that he too looked with dis- 
pleasure on this addition to the company. Little more than distant greeting 
passed among the members of the party, until, having rolled on for about 
three miles beyond the place at which they met, the carriages at length 
stopped at the sign of the Four Horse-shoes, a small hedge inn, where 
Caxon humbly opened the door, and let down the step of the hack-chaise, 
while the inmates of the barouche were, by their more courtly attendants, 
assisted to leave their equipage. 

Here renewed greetings passed: the young ladies shook hands; and Old- 
buck, completely in his element, placed himself as guide and cicerone at 
the head of the party, who were now to advance on foot towards the object 
of their curiosity. He took care to detain Lovel close beside him as the 
best listener of the party, and occasionally glanced a word of explanation 
and instruction to Miss Wardour and Mary M‘Intyre, who followed next in 
order. ‘he Baronet and the clergyman he rather avoided, as he was aware 
both of them conceived they understood such matters as well, or better, 
than he did; and Dousterswivel, besides that he looked on him as a charla- 
tan, was so nearly connected with his apprehended loss in the stock of the 
mining company, that he eould not abide the sight of him. These two 
latter satellites, therefore, attended upon the orb of Sir Arthur, to whom, 
moreover, as the most important person of the society, they were naturally 
induced to attach themselves. 

It frequently happens that the most beautiful points of Scottish scenery 
lie hidden in some sequestered dell, and that you may travel through the 
country in every direction without being aware of your vicinity to what is 
well worth seeing, unless intention or accident carry you to the very spot. 
This is particularly the case in the country around Fairport, which is, 
generally speaking, open, unenclosed, and bare. But here and there the 
progress of rills, or small rivers, has formed dells, glens, or, as they are 
provincially termed, dens, on whose high and rocky banks trees and shrubs 
of all kinds find a shelter, and grow with a luxuriant profusion, which is 
the more gratifying, as it forms an unexpected contrast with the general 
face of the country. This was eminently the case with the approach to the 
ruins of Saint Ruth, which was for some time merely a sheep-track, along 
the side of a steep and bare hill. By degrecs, however, as this path de- 
scended, and winded round the hillside, trees began to appear, at first 
singly, stunted, and blighted, with locks of wool upon their trunks, and 
their roots hollowed vut into recesses, in which the sheep love to repose 
themselves —a sight much more gratifying to the eye of an admirer of the 
Seg ae than to that of a planter or forester. By and by the trees 
ormed groups, fringed on the edges, and filled uy in the middle, by thorns 
and hazel bushes; and ut iength these groups closed so much together, that 
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although a Lroad glade opened here and there under their boughs, or a 
small patch of bog or heath occurred which had refused nourishment to 
the seed which they sprinkled round, and consequently remained open and 
waste, the scene might on the whole be termed decidedly woodland. The 
sides of the valley began to approach each other more closely ; the rush of 
a brook was heard below, and between the intervals afforded by openings 
in the natural wood, its waters were seen hurling clear and rapid under 
their silvan canopy. 

Oldbuck now took upon himself the full authority of cicerone, and 
anxiously directed the company not to go a foot-breadth off the track which 
he pointed out to them, if they wished to enjoy in full perfection what they 
eame to see. ‘“ You are happy in me for a guide, Miss Wardour,” exclaimed 
the veteran, waving his hand and head in cadence as he repeated with em- 
phasis, 
“1 know each lane, and every alley green, 


Dingle, or bushy dell, of this wild wood, 
And every bosky bower from side to side, 


Ah! deuce take it!—that spray of a bramble has demolished all Caxon’s 
labours, and nearly canted my wig into the stream—so much for recita- 
tions, hors de propos.” 

‘“‘ Never mind, my dear sir,” said Miss Wardour; “you have your faith- 
ful attendant ready to repair such a disaster when it happens, and when 
you appear with it as restored to its original splendour, I will carry on the 


quotation : 
So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore 
Fiames on the forehead’”——— 


“OQ! enough, enough!” answered Oldbuck; “I ought to have known | 
what it was to give you advantage over me — But here is what will stop 
your career of satire, for you are an admirer of nature, I know.” In fact, 
when they had followed him through a breach in a low, ancient, and ruin- 
ous wall, they came suddenly upon a scene equally unexpected and in- 
teresting. 

They stood pretty high upon the side of the glen, which had suddenly 
opened into a sort of amphitheatre to give room for a pure and profound 
lake of a few acres extent, and a space of level ground around it. The 
banks then arose everywhere steeply, and in some places were varied by 
rocks —in others covered with the copse, which run up, feathering their 
sides lightly and irregularly, and breaking the uniformity of the green 
pasture - ground. — Beneath, the lake discharged itself into the huddling 
and tumultuous brook, which had been their companion since they had 
entered the glen. At the point at which it issued from “its parent lake,” 
stood the ruins which they had come to visit. They were not of great ex- 
‘tent; but the singular beauty, as well as the wild and sequestered character 
of the spot on which they were situated, gave them an interest and importr 
ance superior to that which attaches itself to architectural remains of 
greater consequence, but placed near to ordinary houses, and possessing 
less romantic accompaniments. The eastern window of the church re- 
mained entire, with all its ornaments and tracery work; and the sides, 
upheld by flying buttresses, whose airy support, detached from the wall 
against which they were placed, and ornamented with pinnacles and carved 
work, gave a variety and lightness to the building. The roof and western 
end of the church were completely ruinous ; but the latter appeared to have 
made one side of a square, of which the ruins of the conventual buildings 
formed other two, and the gardens a fourth. The side of these buildings 
which overhung the brook, was partly founded on a steep and precipitous 
rock : for the place had been occasionally turned to military purposes, and 
bad been taken with great slaughter during Montrose’s wars. The ground 
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furmerly occupied by the garden was still marked by a few orchard trees, 
At a greiter distance from the buildings, were detached oaks and elms and 
chestnuts, growing singly, which had attained great size. The rest of the 
space between the ruins and the hill was a close-cropt sward, which the 
daily pasture of the sheep kept‘in much finer order than if it had been 
subjected to the scythe and broom. The whole scene had a repose, which 
was still and affecting without being monotonous. The dark, deep basin, 
in which the clear blue lake reposed, reflecting the water lilies which grew 
on its surface, and the trees which here and there threw their arms from 
the banks, was finely contrasted with the haste and tumult of the brook 
which broke away from the outlet, as if escaping from confinement, and 
hurried down the glen, wheeling around the base of the rock on which the 
ruins were situated, and brawling in foam and fury with every shelve and 
stone which obstructed its passage. A similar contrast was seen between 
the level green meadow, in which the ruins were situated, and the large 
timber-trees which were scattered over it, compared with the precipitous 
banks which arose at a short distance around, partly fringed with light and 
feathery underwood, partly rising in steeps clothed with purple heath, and 
ted more abruptly elevated into fronts of grey rock, chequered with 
ichen, and with those hardy plants which find root even in the most arid 
crevices of the crags. 

“There was the retreat of learning in the days of darkness, Mr. Lovel!” 
said Oldbuck, —around whom the company had now grouped themselves 


while they admired the unexpected opening of a prospect so romantic ;—_ 


‘there reposed the sages who were aweary of the world, and devoted either 
to that which was to come, or to the service of the generations who should 
follow them in this. I will show you presently the library ;—see that stretch 
of wall with square-shafted windows —there it existed, stored, as an old 
manuscript in my possession assures me, with five thousand volumes. And 
here I might well take up the lamentation of the learned Leland, who re- 
gretting the downfal of the conventual libraries, exclaims, like Rache! 
weeping for her children, that if the papal laws, decrees, decretals, clemen- 
tines, and other such drugs of the devil—- yea, if Heytesburg’s sophisms, 
Porphyro’s universals, Aristotle’s logic, and Dunse’s divinity, with such 
other lousy legerdemains (begging your pardon, Miss Wardour) and fruits 
of the bottomless pit,—had leaped out of our libraries, for the accommoda- 
tion of grocers, candlemakers, soapsellers, and other worldly occupiers, we 
might have been therewith contented. But to put our ancient chronicles, 
our noble histories, our learned commentaries, and national muniments, to 
such offices of contempt and subjection, has greatly degraded our nation, 


-and showed ourselves dishonoured in the eyes of posterity to the utmost 


stretch of time—O negligence most unfriendly to our land!’ 

“ And, O John Knox,” said the Baronet, “‘ through whose influence, and 
under whose auspices, the patriotic task was accomplished !” 

The Antiquary, somewhat in the situation of a woodcock caught im his 
own springe, turned short round and coughed, to excuse a slight hlush 
as he mustered his answer — ‘‘as to the Apostle of the Scottish Reforma- 
tion’’——— 

But Miss Wardour broke in to interrupt a conversation so dangerous. 
“Pray, who was the author you quoted, Mr. Oldbuck ?” 

“The learned Leland, Miss Wardour, who lost his senses on witnessing 
the destruction of the conventual libraries in England.” 

‘“‘ Now, I think,” replied the young lady, ‘his misfortune may have saved 
the rationality of some modern antiquaries, which would certainly have 
ween drowned if so vast a lake of learning had not been diminished by 
draining.” 


“Well, thank Heaven, there is no danger now—they have Lardy left us — 


« spucuful in which to perform the dire feat.” 
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So eaying, Mr. Oldbuck led the way down the bank, by a steep bus se- 
ture path, which soon placed them on the verdant meadow where the ruins 
stood. ‘‘ There they lived,” continued the Antiquary, ‘with nought t do 
but to spend their time in investigating points of remote antiquity, wan- 
scribing manuscripts, and composing new works for the information of 
posterity.” 

** And,” added the baronet, ‘‘in exercising the rites of devotion with @ 

omp and ceremonial worthy of the office of the priesthood.” 

“And if Sir Arthur’s excellence will permit,” said the German, with a 
low bow, “the monksh might also make de vary curious experiment in decir 
laboratories, both in chemistry and magia naturalis.” ‘ 

“] think,” said the clergyman, ‘they would have enough to do in col 
lecting the tiends of the parsonage and vicarage of three good parishes.” 

* And all,” added Miss Wardour, nodding to the Antiquary, “ without 
interruption from womankind.” 

“True, my fair foe,” said Oldbuck ; ‘this was a paradise where no Eve 
was admitted, and we may wonder the rather by what chance the good 
fathers came to lose it.” 

With such criticisms on the occupations of those by whom the ruins had 
been formerly possessed, they wandered for some time from one moss-grown 
shrine to another, under the guidance of Oldbuck, who explained, with 
much plausibility, the ground-plan of the edifice, and read and expounded 
.to the company the various mouldering inscriptions which yet were to be 
traced upon the tombs of the dead, or under the vacant niches of the sainted 
images. 

“What is the reason,” at length Miss Wardour asked the Antiquary, 
‘why tradition has preserved to us such meagre accounts of the inmates of 
these stately edifices, raised with such expense of labour and taste, and 
whose owners were in their times personages of such awful power and im- 
portance? ‘The meanest tower of a freebooting baron or squire who lived 
by his lance and broadsword, is consecrated by its appropriate legend, and 
the shepherd will tell you with accuracy the names and feats of its inhabi- 
tants ;— but ask a countryman concerning these beautiful and extensive 
remains—these towers, these arches, and buttresses, and shafted windows, 
reared at such cost,—three words fill up his answer—‘ they were made up 
by the monks lang syne.’” 

The question was somewhat puzzling. Sir Arthur looked upward, as if 
hoping to be inspired with an answer—Oldbuck shoved back his wig—the 
clergyman was of opinion that his parishioners were too deeply impressed 
with the true presbyterian doctrine to preserve any records concerning the 
papistical cumberers of the land, offshoots as they were of the great over- 
shadowing tree of iniquity, whose roots are in the bowels of the seven hills 
of abomination—Lovel thought the question was best resolved by consider- 
ing what are the events which leave the deepest impression on the minds 
of the common people—‘“ These,” he contended, “‘were not such as resemble 
the gradual progress of a fertilizing river, but the headlong and precipitous 
fury of some portentous flood. ‘The eras by which the vulgar compute time, 
have always reference to some period of fear and tribulation, and they date 
by a tempest, an earthquake, or burst of civil commotion. When such 
are the facts most alive in the memvry of the common people, we cannot 
wonder,” he concluded, ‘that the ferocious warrior is remembered, and 
the peaceful abbots are abandoned to forgetfulness and oblivion.” 

“Tf you pleashe, gentlemans and ladies, and ashking pardon of Sir Arthur 
and Miss Wardour, and this worthy clergymansh, and my goot friend Mr. 
Oldenbuck, who is my countrymansh, and of goot young Mr. Lofel also, I 
shink it is all owing to de hand of glory.” - 

“The hand of what?” exclaimed Oldbuck. 

“De Land of glory, my goot Master Oldenbuck, which is 4 vary great and 
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terrible secrets -- which de monksh used to conceal their treasures when 
they were triven from their cloisters by what you call de Reform.” 

“Ay, indeed! tell us about that,” said Oldbuck, ‘for these are secrets 
worth knowing.” 

“Why, my goot Master Oldenbuck, you will only laugh at me— But de 
hand of glory is vary well known in de countries where your worthy pro- 
genitors did live—and it is hand cut off from a dead man, as has been 
hanged for murther, and dried very nice in de shmoke of Juniper wood ; 
and if you put a little of what you call yew wid your juniper, it will not 
-be any better — that is, it will not be no worse — then you do take some 
. thing of de fatsh of de bear, and of de badger, and of de great eber, as you 
eall de grand boar, and of de little sucking child as has not been christened 
(for dat is very essentials), and you de make a candle, and put it into de 
hand of glory at de proper hour and minute, with de proper ceremonish, 
and he who seksh for treasuresh shall never find none at all.” 

‘“‘T dare take my corporal oath of that conclusion,” said the Antiquary. 
“And was it the custom, Mr, Dousterswivel, in Westphalia, to make use 
of this elegant candelabrum ?” 

** Alwaysh, Mr. Oldenbuck, when you did not want nobody to talk of 
nothing you wash doing about— And de monksh alwaysh did this when 
they did hide their church-plates, and their great chalices, and de rings, 
wid very preshious shtones and jewels.” 

‘But, notwithstanding, you knigtis of the Rosy Cross have means, no 
doubt, of breaking the spell, and discovering what the poor monks haye 
put themselves to so much trouble to conceal ?” 

“Ah! goot Mr. Oldenbuck,” replied the adept, shaking his head mys- 
teriously, “‘you was very hard to believe; but if you had seen de great 
huge pieces of de plate so massive, Sir Arthur,—so fine fashion, Miss 
Wardour — and de silver cross dat we did find (dat was Schroepfer and my 
ownself) for de Herr Freygraff, as you call de Baron Von Blunderhaus, I 
do believe you would have believed then.” 

‘Seeing is believing indeed. But what was your art— what was your 
mystery, Mr. Dousterswivel ?” 

“ Aha, Mr. Oldenbuck! dat is my little secret, mine goot sir — you sall 
forgife me that I not tell that. But I will tell you dere are various ways— 
yes, indeed, dere is de dream dat you dream tree times — dat is a very goot 
way.” 

“T am glad of that,” said Oldbuck; ‘“‘I have a friend” (with a side 
glance to Lovel) “ who is peculiarly favoured by the visits of Queen Mab.” 

“Den dere is de sympathies, and de antipathies, and de strange pro- 
perties and virtues natural of divers herb, and of de little divining rod.” 

‘“‘T would gladly rather see some of these wonders than hear of them,” 
said Miss Wardour. 

“Ah, but, my much-honoured young lady, this is not de time or de way 
to do de great wonder of finding all de church’s plate and treasure; but te 
oblige you, and Sir Arthur my patron, and de reverend clergymans, and 
goot Mr. Oldenbuck, and young Mr. Lofel, who is a very goot young gentle- 
man also, I will show you dat it is pussible, a vary possible, to discover de 
spring of water, and de little fountain hidden in de ground, without any 
mattock, or spade, or dig at all.” 

“Umph!” quoth the Antiquary, ‘I have heard of that conundrum. 
That will be no very productive art in our country ;—- you should carry _ 
that property to Spain or Portugal, and turn it to good account.” ) 

“Ah! my goot Master Oldenbuck, dere is de Inquisition, and de Auto- 
da-fé —they would burn me, who am but a simple philosopher, for one 
great conjurer.” 

“They would cast away their coals then,” said Oldbuch, “but,” con 
nued he, in a whisper to Lovel, ‘“‘ were they to pillory him for one of the 
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wost impudent rascals that ever wagged a tongue, they would square the 
unishment more accurately with his deserts. But let us see: I think he 
is about to show us some of his legerdemain.” 

In truth, the German was now got to a little copse-thicket at some dis- 
tance from the ruins, where he aifected busily to search for such a wand 
as should suit the purpose of his mystery ; and after cutting, and examining, 
and rejecting several, he at length provided himself with a small twig of 
hazel terminating in a forked end, which he pronounced to possess the 
virtue proper for the experiment. that he was about to exhibit. Holding 
the forked ends of the wand, each between a finger and thumb, and thue 
keeping the rod upright, he proceeded to pace the ruined aisles and clois- 
ters, followed by the rest of the company in admiring procession. ‘] 
believe dere was no waters here,” said the adept, when he had made the 
round of several of the buildings, without perceiving any of those indica- 
tions which he pretended to expect — ‘‘I believe those Scotch monksh did 
find de water too cool for de climate, and alwaysh drank de goot comfort- 
able Rhine wine. But, aha!—see there!’ Accordingly, the assistants 
observed the rod to turn in his fingers, although he pretended to hold it 
very tight. — ‘“‘ Dere is water here about, sure enough, —and, turning this 
way and that way, as the agitation of the divining rod seemed to increase 
or diminish, he at length advanced into the midst of a vacant and roofless 
enclosure, which had been the kitchen of the priory, when the rod twisted 
itself so as to point almost straight downwards. ‘ Here is de place,” said 
the adept, “‘and if you do not find de water here, I will give you all leave 
to call me an impudent knave.” 

“‘T shall take that license,” whispered the Antiquary to Lovel, “ whether 
the water is discovered or no.” 

A servant, who had come up with a basket of cold refreshments, was now 
despatched to a neighbouring forester’s hut for a mattock and pick-axe. 
The loose stones and rubbish being removed from the spot indicated by the 
German, they soon came to the sides of a regularly-built well; and when 
a few feet of rubbish were cleared out by the assistance of the forester and 
his sons, the water began to rise rapidly, to the delight of the philosopher, 
the astonishment of the ladies, Mr. Blattergowl, and Sir Arthur, the sur- 
prise of Lovel, and the confusion of the incredulous Antiquary. He did 
not fail, however, to enter his protest in Lovel’s ear against the miracle, 
“This is a mere trick, ” he said; “the rascal had made himself sure of the 
existence of this old well, by some means or other, before he played off this 
mystical piece of jugglery. Mark what he talks of next. Iam much mis- 
taken if this is not intended as a prelude to some more serious fraud. See 
how the rascal assumes consequence, and plumes himself upon the credit 
of his success, and how poor Sir Arthur takes in the tide of nonsense which 
he is delivering to him as principles of occult science !” 

“You do see, my goot patron, you do see, my goot ladies, you do see, 
worthy Dr. Bladderhowl, and even Mr. Lofel and Mr. Oldenbuck may see, 
if they do will to see, how art has no enemy at all but ignorance. Look at 
this little slip of hazel nuts—it is fit for nothing at all but to whip de little 
vhild”’ — (“I would choose a cat and nine tails for your occasions,” whis- 
pered Oldbuck apart)—‘“‘and you put it in the hands of a philosopher — 
pah! it makes de grand discovery. But this is nothing, Sir Arthur, — 
nothing at all, worthy Dr. Botherhow!]— nothing at all, ladies — nothing 
at all, young Mr. Lofel and goot Mr. Oldenbuck, to what art can do. Ah! 
"f dere was any man that had de spirit and de courage, | would show him 
retter things than de well of water — I would show bim” 

* And a little money would be necessary also, would it not?” said the 
oto aah 

“ Bah ! one *rifle, not worth talking about, might be necessaries,” answered 
the adopt. 
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“T thought as much,” rejoined the Antiquary, dryly; ‘and I, in the 
meanwhile, without any divining rod, will show you an ‘excellent venison 
pasty, and a bottle of London particular Madeira, and I think that will 
match all that Mr. Dousterswivel’s art is like to exhibit.” 

The feast was spread fronde super viridt, as Oldbuck expressed Jumself, 
under a huge old tree called the Prior’s Oak, and the company sitting down 
around it, did ample honour to the contents ‘of the basket. 


Chapter the Eighteenth. 


As when a Gryphon through the wilderness, 

With winged course, o’er hill and moory dale, 

Pursues the Arimaspian, who by stealth 

Had from his wakeful custody purloined 

The guarded gold: So eagerly the Fiend—— 
PARADISE Lost. 


WuHen their collation was ended, Sir Arthur resumed the account of the 
mysteries of the divining rod, as a subject on which he had formerly con- 
versed with Dousterswivel. ‘‘ My friend Mr. Oldbuck will now be prepared, 
Mr. Dousterswivel, to listen with more respect to the stories you have told 
us of the late discoveries in Ger many by the brethren of your association.” 

“Ah, Sir Arthur, that was not a thing to speak to those gentlemans, 
- because it is want of credulity — what you call faith — that spoils the great 
enterprise.” 

“At least, however, let my daughter read the narrative she has taken 
down of the story of Martin Waldeck.” 


“Ah! that was vary true story—but Miss Wardour, she is so sly and so | 


witty, that she has made it just like one romance —as well as Goethe or 
Wieland could have done it, by mine honest wort.” 

“To say the truth, Mr. Dousterswivel, ” answered Miss Wardour, “ the 
romantic predominated in the legend so much above the probable, that it 
was impossible for a lover of fairy-land like me to avoid lending a few touches 
to make it perfect in its kind. But here it is, and if you do not incline to 
leave this shade till the heat of the day has ‘somewhat declined, and will 
have sympathy with my bad composition, perhaps Sir Arthur or Mr. Oldbuck 
will read it to us.” 

“Not I,” said Sir Arthur; ‘I was never fond of reading aloud.” 

‘Nor I,” said Oldbuck, “for I have forgot my spectacles. But here is 
Lovel, with sharp eyes, and a good voice; for Mr. Blattergowl, I know, 
never reads anything, lest he should be suspected of reading his serm~ns.” 

The task was therefore imposed upon Lovel, who received, with some 
trepidation, as Miss Wardour delivered, with a little embarrassment, a paper 
containing the lines traced by that fair hand, the possession of which he 
coveted as the highest blessing the earth could offer to him. But there was 
a necessity of suppressing his emotions; and after glancing over the manu- 
script, as if to become acquainted with the character, he collected himself, 
and read the company the following tale :— 


THE FORTUNES OF MARTIN WALDECK 


Tue solitudes of the Harz forest in Germany,* but especially the moun- 
tains called Blockberg, or rather Brockenberg, are the chosen scene for talea 


ee eee 


* The outlme of this story is taken from the German, though the Author is at prevent orn, to say w 
which of the various ‘ollections of the popular legends in that language the origina? ‘s to be fol af 
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of witches, demons, and apparitions. The occupation of the inha'itants, 
who are either miners or foresters, is of a kind that renders them peculiarly 
prone to superstition, and the natural phenomena which they witness in 
pursuit of their solitary or subterraneous profession, are often set down by 
them to the interference of goblins or the power of magic. Among the 
various legends current in that wild country, there is a favourite one, which 
supposes the Harz to be haunted by a sort of tutelar demon, in the shape of 
a wild man, of huge stature, his head wreathed with oak leaves, and his 
middle cinctured with the same, bearing in his hand a pine torn up by the 
roots. It is certain that many persons profess to have seen such a form 
traversing, with huge strides, in a line parallel to their own course, ths 
opposite ridge of a mountain, when divided from it by a narrow glen; and 
indeed the fact of the apparition is so generally admitted, that modern scep- 
ticism has only found refuge by ascribing it to optical deception.* 

In elder times, the intercourse of the demon with the inhabitants was 
more familiar, and, according to the traditions of the Harz, he was wont, 
with the caprice usually ascribed to these earth-born powers, to interfere 
with the affairs of mortals, sometimes for their weal, sometimes for their woe. 
But it was observed, that even his gifts often turned out, in the long run, 
fatal to those on whom they were bestowed, and it was no uncommon thing 
for the pastors, in their care of their flocks, to compose long sermons, the 
burden whereof was a warning against having any intercourse, direct or 
indirect, with the Harz demon. The fortunes of Martin Waldeck have been 
often quoted by the aged to their giddy children, when they were heard to 
scoff at a danger which appeared visionary. 

A travelling capuchin had possessed himself of the pulpit of the thatched 
church at a little hamlet called Morgenbrodt, lying in the Harz district, 
from which he declaimed against the wickedness of the inhabitants, their 
communication with fiends, witches, and fairies, and, in particular, with 
the woodland goblin of the Harz. The doctrines of Luther had already 
begun to spread among the peasantry (for the incident is placed under the 
reign of Charles V.), and they laughed to scorn the zeal with which the 
venerable man insisted upon his topic. At length, as his vehemence in- 
creased with opposition, so their opposition rose in proportion to his vehe- 
mence. The inhabitants did not like to hear an accustomed quiet demon, 
who had inhabited the Brockenberg for so many ages, summarily con- 
founded with Baal-peor, Ashtaroth, and Beelzebub himself, and condemned 
without reprieve to the bottomless Tophet. The apprehens*»ns that the 
spirit might avenge himself on them for listening to such aa Iliberal sen- 
tence, added to their national interest in his behalf. A travelling friar, 
they said, that is here to-day and away to-morrow, may say what he 
pleases: but it is we, the ancient and constant inhabitants of the country, 
that are left at the mercy of the insulted demon, and must, of course, pay 
for all. Under the irritation occasioned by these reflections, the peasants 
from injurious language betook themselves to stones, and having pebbled 
the priest pretty handsomely, they drove him out of the parish to preach 
against demons elsewhere. 

_ Three young men, who had been present and assisting on this occasion, 
were upon their return to the hut where they carried on the laborious and 
mean occupation of preparing charcoal for the smelting furnaces. On the 
way, their conversation naturally turned upon the demon of the Harz and 
the doctrine of the capuchin. Max and George Waldeck, the two elder 
brothers, although they allowed the language of the capuchin to have been 
indiscreet and worthy of censure, as presuming to determine upon the 
orecise character and abode of thw spirit, yet contended it was dangerous, 


* The sha x vo* the person who sees the phantom, being reflected upon a cloud of mist, like the image 
” {a6 mag's ‘aate)n upon a white sheet, is supposed to have forr’ ed the apparition. 
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in the highest degree, to accept of his gifts, or hold any communication 
with him. Te was powerful, they allowed, but wayward and capricious, 


and those who had intercourse with him seldom came to a good end. Did 


he not give the brave knight, Ecbert of Rabenwald, that famous black 
steed, by means of which he vanquished all the champions at the great 
tournament at Bremen? and did not the same steed afterwards precipitate 
itself with its rider into an abyss so steep and fearful, that neither horse 
nor man were ever seen more? Had he not given to Dame Gertrude Trod- 
den a curious spell for making butter come? and was she not burnt for a 
witch by the grand criminal judge of the Electorate, because she availed 
herself of his gift? But these, and many other instances which they 
quoted, of mischance and ill-luck ultimately attending on the apparent 
benefits conferred by the Harz spirit, failed to make any impression upon 
Martin Waldeck, the youngest of the brothers. 

Martin was youthful, rash, and impetuous; excelling in all the exercises 
which distinguish a mountaineer, and brave and undaunted from his 
familiar intercourse with the dangers that attend them. He laughed at the 
timidity of his brothers. “Tell me not of such folly,” he said; ‘the 
demon is a good demon — he lives among us as if he were a peasant like 
ourselves — haunts the lonely crags and recesses of the mountains like a 
huntsman or goatherd—and he who loves the Harz forest and its wild 
scenes cannot be indifferent to the fate of the hardy children of the soil. 
But, if the demon were as malicious as you would make him, how should 
he derive power over mortals, who barely avail themselves of his gifts, 
without binding themselves to submit to his pleasure? When you carry 
your charcoal to the furnace, is not the money as good that is paid you by 
blaspheming Blaize, the old reprobate overseer, as if you got it from the 
pastor himself? It is not the goblin’s gifts which can endanger you, then, 
but it is the use you shall make of thim that you must account for. And 
were the demon to appear to me at this moment, and indicate to me a gold 
or silver mine, I would begin to dig away even before his back were turned, 
—and I would consider myself as under protection of a much Greater than 
he, while I made a good use of the wealth he pointed out to me.” 

To this the elder brother replied, that wealth ill won was seldom well 
spent; while Martin presumptuously declared, that the possession of all 
the treasures of the Harz would not make the slightest alteration on his 
habits, morals, or character. 

His brother entreated Martin to talk less wildly upon this subject, ana 
with some difficulty contrived to withdraw his attention, by calling it to 
the consideration of the approaching boar-chase. This talk brought them 
to their hut, a wretched wigwam, situated upon one side of a wild, narrow, 
and romantic dell, in the recesses of the Brockenberg. They released their 
sister from attending upon the operation of charring the wood, which 
requires constant attention, and divided among themselves the duty of 
watching it by night, according to their custom, one always waking, while 
his brothers slept. 

Max Waldeck, the eldest, watched during the two first hours of the 
night, and was considerably alarmed by observing, upon the opposite bank 
of the glen, or valley, a huge fire surrounded by some figures that appeared 
to wheel around it with antic gestures. Max at first bethought him of 
calling up his brothers; but recollecting the daring character of the 
youngest, and finding it impossible to wake the elder without also dis- 
turbing Martin — conceiving also what he saw to be an illusion of the 
demon, sent perhaps in consequence of the venturous expressions used by 
Martin on the preceding evening, he thought it best to betake himself to 
the safeguard of such prayers as he could murmur over, and to watch in 
great terror and annoyance this strange and alarming apparition.. After 
blazing for some time, the fire faded gradually away into durkness, and 
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the rest of Max’s watch was only disturbed by the remembranc? ct ite 
terrors. 

George now occupied the place of Max, who had retired to rest. Tw 
phencmenon of a huge blazing fire, upon the opposite bank of the glen, 
again presented itself to the eye of the watchman. It was surrounded ag 
before by figures, which, distinguished by their opaque forms, being 
between the ‘spectator and the red glaring light, moved and fluctuated 
around it as if engaged in some mystical ceremony. George, though 
equally cautious, was of a bolder character than his elder brother. Ile 
resolved to examine more nearly the object of his wonder; and, accord- 
ingly, after crossing the rivulet which divided the glen, he climbed up the 
opposite bank, and approached within an arrow’s flight of the fire, which 
blazed appar ently with the same fury as when he first witnessed it. 

The appearance of the assistants who surrounded it, resembled those 
phantoms which are seen in a troubled dream, and at once confirmed the 
idea he had entertained from the first, that they did not belong to the 
human world. Amongst these strange unearthly forms, George Waldeck 
distinguished that of a giant overgrown with hair, holding an ‘uprooted fir 
in his hand, with which, from time to time, he seemed to “stir the blazing 
fire, and having no other clothing than a wreath of oak leaves around his 
forehead and loins. George’s heart sunk within him at recognising the 
well-known apparition of the Harz demon, as he had been often described 
to him by the ancient shepherds and huntsmen who had seen his form tra- 
versing the mountains. He turned, and was about to fly ; but upon secon¢ 
thoughts, blaming his own cowar dice, he recited mentally the verse of th 
Psalmist, * All good angels, praise the Lord!” which is in that country 
supposed powerful as an exorcism, and turned himself once more towards 
the place where he had seen the fire. . But it was no longer visible. 

The pale moon alone enlightened" the side of the valley : and when 
George, with trembling steps, a moist brow, and hair bristling upright 
under his collier’s cap, came to the spot on which the fire had been so 
latel e visible, marked as it was by a scathed oak-tree, there appeared not 
on the heath the slightest vestiges of what he had seen. The moss and 
wild flowers were ”inscorchied: and the branches of the oak-tree, which had 
so lately appeared enveloped in wreaths of flame and smoke, were moist 
with the dews of midnight. 

George returned to his hut with trembling steps, and, arguing like his 
elder brother, resolved to say nothing of what he had seen, lest he should 
awake in Martin that daring curiosity which he almost deemed to be allied 
with impiety. 

It was now Martin’s turn to watch. The household cock had given his 
first summons, and the night was wellnigh spent. Upon examining the 
state of the furnace in which the wood was deposited in order to its being 
eoked or charred, he was surprised to find that the fire had not been sufli- 
ciently maintained ; for in his excursion and its consequences, George had 
forgot the principal object of his watch. Martin’s first thought was to call 
up the slumberers ; but observing that both his brothers slept unwontedly 
deep and heavily, he respected their repose, and set himself to supply the 
furnace with fuel without requiring their aid. What he heaped upon it 
was apparently damp and unfit for the purpose, for the fire seemed rather 
to decay than revive. Martin next went to collect some boughs from a 
stack which had been carefully cut and dried for this purpose; but, when 
ine returned, he found the fire totally extinguished. This was a serious evil, 
and threatened them with loss of their trade for more than one day. The 
vexed and mortified watchman set about to strike a light in order to rekindle 
the fire; but the tinder was moist, and his labour pr oved in this respect also 
ineffectual. He was now about to call up his brothers, for circumstances 
peeined to be pressing, when flashes of light glimmered not only through 
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the win iow, but through every crevice of the rndely built hut, and sum- 
moned him to behold the same apparition which had before alarmed the 
successive watches of his brethren. His first idea was, that the Muhller- 
haussers, their rivals in trade, and with whom they had had many quarrels, 
might have encroached upon their bounds for the purpose of pirating their 
wood ; and he resolved to awake his brothers, and be revenged on them for 
their audacity. Buta short reflection and observation on the gestures and 
manner of those who seemed to “ work in the fire,” induced him to dismiss 
this belief, and although rather sceptical in such matters, to conclude that 
what he saw was a supernatural phenomenon. ‘ But be they men or 
fiends,” said the undaunted forester, ‘‘ that busy themselves yonder with 
such fantastical rites and gestures, I will go and demand a light to rekindle 
our furnace.” He relinquished at the same time the idea of awaking his 
brethren. ‘There was a belief that such adventures as he was about to un- 
dertake were accessible only to one person at a time; he feared also that his 
brothers, in their scrupulous timidity, might interfere to prevent his pur- 
suing the investigation he had resolved to commence; and, therefore, 
snatching his boar-spear from the wall, the undaunted Martin Waldeck set 
forth on the adventure alone. 

With the same success as his brother George, but with courage far supe- 
rior, Martin crossed the brook, ascended the hill, and approached so near 
the ghostly assembly, that he could recognise, in the presiding figure, the 
attributes of the Harz demon. A cold shuddering assailed him for the first 
time in his life; but the recollection that he had at a distance dared and 
even courted the intercourse which was now about to take place, confirmed 
his staggering courage ; and pride supplying what he wanted in resolution, 
he advanced with tolerable firmness towards the fire, the figures which sur- 
rounded it appearing still more wild, fantastical, and supernatural, the 
more near he approached to the assembly. He was received with a loud 
shout of discordant and unnatural laughter, which, to his stunned ears, 
seemed more alarming than a combination of the most dismal and melan- 
choly sounds that could be imagined. ‘ Who art thou?” said the giant, 
compressing his savage and exaggerated features into a sort of forced 
gravity, while they were occasionally agitated by the convulsion of the 
laughter which he seemed to suppress. 

‘‘Martin Waldeck, the forester,” answered the hardy youth ;—“ and who 
are you?” . 

“The King of the Waste and of the Mine,” answered the spectre ;—“and 
why hast thou dared to encroach on my mysteries?” 

‘7 came in search of light to rekindle my fire,” answered Martin, hardily, 
and then resolutely asked in his turn, “‘ What mysteries are those that you 
celebrate here ?” 

“We celebrate,” answered the complaisant demon, ‘the wedding of 
Hermes with the Black Dragon—But take thy fire that thou camest to seek 
and begone! no mortal may long look upon us and live.” 

The peasant struck his spear point into a large piece of blazing wood, 
which he heaved up with some difficulty, and then turned round to regain 
lis hut, the shouts of laughter being renewed behind him with treble vio- 
lence, and ringing far down the narrow valley. When Martin returned to 
the hut, his first care, however much astonished with what he had seen, 
was to dispose the kindled coal among the fuel’so as might best light the 
fire of his furnace; but after many efforts, and all exertions of bellows and 
fire-prong, the coal he had brought from the demon’s fire became totally 
extinct, without kindling any of the others. He turned about, and observed 
the fire still blazing on the hill, although those who had been busied around 
it had disappeared. As he conceived the spectre had been jesting. with 
_ him, he gave way to the natural hardihood of his temper, and, deterreinirg 
to see the adventure to an end, resumed the road to the fire, from which, 
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unopposed by the demon, he brought off in the same manner a blazing 
iece of charcoal, but still without being able to succeed in lighting his fire 
mpunity having increased his rashness, he resolved upon a third experi- 
ment, and was as successful as before in reaching the fire; but whe» he had 
again appropriated a piece of burning coal, and had turned to depart, he. 
heard the harsh and supernatural voice which had before accosted him; ” 
pronounce these words, ‘‘ Dare not to return hither a fourth time !” 

To attempt to kindle the fire with this last coal having proved as inef- 
fectual as on the former occasions, Martin relinquished the hopeiess attempt, 
and flung himself on his bed of leaves. ressiving to delay till the next 
morning the communication of his supernatural adventure to his brothers. 
He was awakened from a heavy sleep into which he had sunk, from fatigue 
of body and agitation of mind, by loud exclamations of surprise and joy. 
His brothers, astonished at finding the fire extinguished when they awoke, 
had proceeded to arrange the fuel in order to renew it, when they found in 
the ashes three huge metallic masses, which their skill (for most of the 
peasants in the Harz are practical mineralogists) immediately ascertained 
to be pure gold. 

It was some damp upon their joyful congratulations when they learned 
from Martin the mode in which he had obtained this treasure, to which their 
own experience of the nocturnal vision induced them to give full credit. 
But they were unable to resist the temptation of sharing in their brother’s 
wealth. Taking now upon him as head of the house, Martin Waldeck 
bought lands and forests, built a castle, obtained a patent of nobility, and, 
greatly to the indignation of the ancient aristocracy of the neighbourhood, 
was invested with all the privileges of a man of family. His courage in 
public war, as well as in private feuds, together with the number of re- 
tainers whom he kept in pay, sustained him for some time against the 
odium which was excited by his sudden elevation, and the arrogance of his 
pretensions. 

And now it was seen in the instance of Martin Waldeck, as it has been 
in that of many others, how little mortals can foresee the effect of sudden 
prosperity on their own disposition. The evil propensities in his nature, 
which poverty had checked and repressed, ripened and bore their unhal 
lowed fruit under the influence of temptation and the means of indulgence. 
As Deep calls unto Deep, one bad passion awakened another ;—the fiend of 
avarice invoked that of pride, and pride was to be supported by cruelty and 
oppression. Waldeck’s character, always bold and daring, but rendered 
harsh and assuming by prosperity, soon made him odious, not to the nobles 
only, but likewise to the lower ranks, who saw, with double dislike, the 
oppressive rights of the feudal nobility of the empire so remorselessly 
exercised. by one who had risen from the very dregs of the people. Ilis 
adventure, although carefully concealed, began likewise to be whispered 
abroad, and the clergy already stigmatized as a wizard and accomplice of 
fiends, the wretch who, having acquired so huge a treasure in so strange 4 
manner, had not sought to sanctify it by dedicating a considerable portion 
to the use of the church. Surrounded by enemies, public and private, tor- 
- mented by a thousand feuds, and threatened by the church with excommu- 
nication, Martin Waldeck, or, as we must now call him, the Baron Von 
Waldeck, often regretted bitterly the labours and sports of his unenvied 
poverty. But his courage failed him not under all these difficulties, and 
seemed rather to augment in proportion to the danger which darkened 
around him, until an accident precipitated his fall. 

A proclamation by the reigning Duke of Brunswick had invited to a so 
lemn tournament all German nobles of free and honourable descent; and 
Martin Waldeck, splendidly armed, accompanied by his two brcthers, and a 
gallantly-equipped retinue, had the arrogance to appear among the chivalr 
wf the province, and demand permission to enter the lists. This was consi- 
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dered as filing up the measure of his presumption. A thousand voicer 
exclaimed, ‘‘ We will have no cinder-sifter mingle in our games of chivalry.” 

rritated to frenzy, Martin drew his sword and hewed down the herald, who, 
mpliance with the general outcry, opposed his entry into the lists. An 

( words were unsheathed to avenge what was in those days regarded 
‘inferior to sacrilege, or revicide. Waldeck, after defending 
‘lion, was seized, tried on the spot by the judges of the lists, 
as the appropriate punishment for breaking the peace of 
ting the sacred person of a herald- at-arms, to have 
x from ‘His , to be ignominiously deprived of the 
! > We worthy, and to be expelled from the 
isi. hon ‘i had be his arms, and sustained the mutilation 
imposed by this severe se d's unhappy victim of ambition was aban- 
doned to the rabble, who followed him with threats and outcries levelled 
alternately against the necromancer and oppressor, which at length ended 
in violence. His brothers (for his retinue were fled and dispersed) “at length 
succeeded in rescuing him from the hands of the populace, when, satiated 
with cruelty, they had left him half dead through loss of blood, and through 
the outrages he had sustained. They were not permitted, such was the inge- 
nious cr uelty of their enemies, to make use of any other means of removing 
him, excepting such a collier’s cart as they had themselves formerly used, 
in which they deposited their brother on a truss of straw, scarcely expect. 
ing to reach any place of shelter ere death should release him from his 
miser 

When the Waldecks, journeying in this miserable manner, had approached 
the verge of their native country, in a hollow way, between two mountains, 
they perceived a figure advancing towards them, which at first sight seemed 
to be an aged man. But as he approached, his limbs and stature increased, 
the cloak fell from his shoulders, his pilgrim’s staff was changed into an 
uprooted pine-tree, and the gigantic figure of the Harz demon passed before 
them in his terrors. When he came opposite to the cart which contained 
the miserable Waldeck, his huge features dilated into a grin of unutterable 
contempt and malignity, as he asked the sufferer, ‘‘ How like you the fire 
my coals have kindled?” The power of motion, which terror suspended in 
his two brothers, seemed to be restored to Martin by the energy of his 
courage. He raised himself on the cart, bent his brows, and, clenching his 
fist, shook it at the spectre with a ghastly look of hate and defiance. The 
goblin vanished with his usual tremendous and explosive laugh, and left 
Waldeck exhausted with this effort of expiring nature. 

The terrified brethren turned their vehicle toward the towers of a convent, 
which arose in a wood of pine-trees beside the road. They were charitably 
received by a bare-footed and long-bearded capuchin, and Martim survived 
only to complete the first confession he had made since the day of his 
sudden prosperity, and to receive absolution from the very priest whom, 
precisely on that day three years, he had assisted to pelt out of the hamlet 
of Morgenbrodt. The three years of precarious prosperity were supposed 
to have a mysterious correspondence with the number of his visits to the 
spectral fire upon the hill. 

The body of Martin Waldeck was interred in the convent where he ex- 
pired, in which his brothers, having assumed the habit of the order, lived 
and died in the performance of acts of charity and devotion. His lands, 
to which no one asserted any claim, lay waste until they were reassumed 
by the emperor as a lapsed fief, and the ruins of the castle which Waldeck 
had called by his own name, are still shunned by the miner and forester as 
haunted by evil spirits. Thus were the miseries attendant upon wealth, 
hastily attained and ill employed, exemplified in the fortunes of Martin 
Waldeck. 
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Chapter the Pinvterath. 


Here has been such a stormy encounter 
Betwixt my cousin Captain, and this soldier, 
About I know not what!—nothing, indeed; 
Competitions, degrees, and comparatives 
Of soldiership ! 


A Farr QUARREL. 


Tue attentive audience gave the fair transcriber of the foregoing legend 
the thanks which politeness required. Oldbuck alone curled up his nose, 
and observed, that Miss Wardour’s skill was something like that of the 
alchemists, for she had contrived to extract a sound and valuable moral out 
of a very trumpery and ridiculous legend. “It is the fashion, as I am given 
to understand, to admire those extravagant fictions — for me, 


———— I bear an English heart, 
Unused at ghosts and rattling bones to start.” 


Under your favour, my goot Mr. Oldenbuck,” said the German, “‘ Miss 
Wardour has turned de story, as she does every thing as she touches, very 
pretty indeed; but all the history of de Harz goblin, and how he walks 
among de desolate mountains wid a great fir-tree for his walking-cane, and 
wid de great green bush around his head and his waist — that is as true as 
I am an honest man.” 

_ “There is no disputing any proposition so well guaranteed,” answered 
- the Antiquary, dryly. But at this moment the approach of a stranger cut 
short the conversation. 

The new comer was a handsome young man, about five-and-twenty, in a 
military undress, and bearing, in his look and manner, a good deal of the 
martial profession — nay, perhaps a little more than is quite consistent 
with the ease of a man of perfect good-breeding, in whom no professional 
habit ought to preponderate. He was at once greeted by the greater part 
of the company. ‘“ My dear Hector!” said Miss M‘Intyre, as she rose to 
take his hand 

‘Hector, son of Priam, whence comest thou?” said the Antiquary. 

“From Fife, my liege,” answered the young soldier, and continued, when 
he had politely saluted the rest of the company, and particularly Sir Arthur 
and his daughter — ‘‘I learned from one of the servants, as I rode towards 
Monkbarns to pay my respects to you, that I should find the present com- 
pany in this place, and | willingly embrace the opportunity to pay my 
respects to so many of my friends at once.” 

“ And to a new one also, my trusty Trojan,” said Oldbuck. ‘Mr. Lovel, 
this is my nephew, Captain M‘Intyre — Hector, I recommend Mr. Lovel tc 
your acquaintance.” 

The young soldier fixed his keen eye upon Lovel, and paid his compli- 
ment with more reserve than cordiality; and as our acquaintance thought 
his coldness almost supercilious, he was equally frigid and haughty in 
making the necessary return to it; and thus a prejudice seemed to arise 
between them at the very commencement of their acquaintance. 

The observations which Lovel made during the remainder of this plea- 
sure party did not tend to reconcile him with this addition to their society. 
Captain M’Intyre, with the gallantry to be expected from his age and pro- 
fession, attached himself to the service of Miss Wardour, and offered her, 
on every possible opportunity, those marks of attention which Lovel would 
have given the world to have rendered, and was only deterred from offering » 
wy the fear of her displeasure. With forlorn dejection at one moment, and 
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with irritated susceptibility at another, he saw this handsome young soldier 
assume and exercise all the privileges of a cavalier servente. He handed 
Miss Wardouvr’s gloves, he assisted her in putting on her shawl, he attached 
himself to her in the walks, had a hand ready to remove every impediment 
in her path, and an arm to support her where it was rugged or difficult ; 
his conversation was addressed chiefly to her, and, where circumstances 
permitted, it was exclusively so. All this, Lovel weil knew, might be only 
that sort of egotistical gallantry which induces some young men of the 
present day to | give themselves the air of engrossing the attention of the 
: ettiest women in company, as if the others were unworthy of their notice. 

ut he thought he observed in the conduct of Captain M‘Intyre something 
of marked and peculiar tenderness, which was calculated to alarm the 
jealousy of a lover. Miss Wardour also received his attentions; and al- 
though his candour allowed they were of a kind which could not be repelled 
without some strain of affectation, yet it galled him to the heart to witness 
that she did so. 

The heart-burning which these_ reflections occasioned proved very indif- 
ferent seasoning to the dry antiquarian discussions with which Oldbuck, 
who continued to demand his particular attention, was unremittingly per- 
secuting him; and he underwent, with fits of impatience that amounted 
almost to loathing, a course of lectures upon monastic architecture, in all 
its styles, from the massive Saxon to the florid Gothic, and from that to the 
mixed and composite architecture of James the First’s time, when, accord- 
ing to Oldbuck, all orders were confounded, and columns of various descrip- 


tions arose side by side, or were piled above each other, as if symmetry — 


had been forgotten, and the elemental principles of art resolved into their 
primitive confusion. ‘‘ What can be more cutting to the heart than the 


sight of evils,”’ said Oldbuck, in rapturous enthusiasm, ‘‘ which we are com- 


en to behold, while we do not possess the power of remedying them ?” 
ovel answered by an involuntary groan. “I see, my dear young friend, 
and most congenial spirit, that you feel these enormities almost as much as 
Ido. Have you ever approached them, or met them, without longing to 
tear, to deface, what is so dishonourable? 9 

«“Dishonourable !” echoed Lovel — “in what respect dishonourable ?” 

“IT mean, disgraceful to the arts.” 

“Where? how ?” 

“‘Upon the portico, for example, of the sc of Oxford, where, at 
immense expense, the barbarous, fantastic, and ignorant architect has 
chosen to represent the whole five orders of architecture on the front of 
one building.” 

By such attacks as theso, Oldbuck, unconscious of the torture he was 
giving, compelled Lovel to give him a share of his attention, —as a skilful 
angler, by means of his line, maintains an influence over the most frantic 
movements of his agonized prey. 

They were now on their return to the spot where they had left the car- 
riages ; and it is inconceivable how often, in the course of that short walk, 
Lovel, ‘exhausted by the unceasing prosing of his worthy companion, men- 
tally bestowed on. the devil, or any one else that would have rid him of 
hearing more of them, all the orders and disorders of architecture which 
had been invented or combined from the building @f Solomon’s temple 
downwards. A slight incident occurred, however, which sprinkled a little 
patience on the heat of his distemper ature. 

Miss Wardour, and her self-elected knight-companion, rather preceded 
the others in the narrow path, when the young lady apparently became 
desirous to unite herself with the rest of the party, and, to break off her 
céte-d-téte with the young officer, fairly made a pause until Mr. ‘Uldbuck 
vame up. ‘I wished to ask you a question, Mr. Oldbuck, concerning the 
date of these interesting ruins ’ 
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It would be doing injustice to Miss Wardour’s savoir faire, to suppose 
she was not aware that such a question would lead to an answer of no 
limited length. The Antiquary, starting like a war-horse at the trumpet 
sound, plunged at once into the various arguments for and against the date 
of 1273, which had been assigned to the priory of St. Ruth by a late pub- 
lication on Scottish architectural antiquities. He raked up the names o* 
all the priors who had ruled the institution, of the nobles who had bestowed 
lands upon it, and of the monarchs who had slept their last sleep-among 
its roofless courts. As a train which takes fire is sure to light another, if 
there be such in the vicinity, the Baronet, catching at the name of one of 
his ancestors which occurred in Oldbuck’s disquisition, entered upon an 
account of his wars, his conquests, and his trophies; and worthy Dr. Blat- 
tergowl was induced, from the mention of a grant of lands, cum decinis 
inelusis tam vicariis quam garbalibus, et nunquam antea separatis, to enter 
into a long explanation concerning the interpretation given by the Teind 
Court in the consideration of such a clause, which had oecurred in a 
process for localling his last augmentation of stipend. The orators, like 
three racers, each pressed forward to the gaol, without much regarding 
how each crossed and jostled his competitors. Mr. Oldbuck harangued, 
the Baronet declaimed, Mr. Blattergowl prosed and laid down the law, 
while the Latin forms of feudal grants were mingled with the jargon of 
plazonry, and the yet more barbarous phraseology of the Teind Court of 
Scotland. ‘‘ He was,” exclaimed Oldbuck, speaking of the Prior Adhemar, 

‘indeed an exemplary prelate; and, from his strictness of morals, rigid 
execution of penance, joined to the charitable disposition of his mind, and 
the infirmities endured by his great age and ascetic habits” 

Here he chanced to cough, and Sir Arthur burst in, or rather continued— 

‘was called popularly Hell-in-Harness; he carried a shield, gules with a 
sable fess, which we have since disused, and was slain at the battle of 
Vernoil, in France, after killing six of the English with his own” 

‘“‘ Decreet of certification,” proceeded the clergyman, in that prolonged, 
steady, prosing tone, which, however overpowered at first by the vehemence 
of competition, promised, in the long run, to obtain the ascendancy in this 
strife of narrators ;—‘‘ Decreet of certification having gone out, and parties 
being held as confessed, the proof seemed to be held as concluded, when 
their lawyer moved to have it opened up, on the allegation that they had 
witnesses to bring forward, that they had been in the habit uf carrying the 
ewes to lamb on the teind-free land; which was a mere evasion, for” 

But here the Baronet and Mr. Oldbuck having recovered their wind, and 
continued their respective harangues, the three strands of the conversation, 
to speak the language of a rope-work, were again twined together into one 
undistinguishable string of confusion. 

Yet howsoever uninteresting this piebald jargon might seem, it was 
obviously Miss Wardour’s purpose to give it her attention, in preference to 
yielding Captain M‘Intyre an opportunity of renewing their private con 
versation. So that after waiting for a little time with displeasure, ill con- 
cealed by his haughty features, he left her to enjoy her bad taste, and taking 
his sister by the arm, detained her a little behind the rest of the party. 

“So I find, Mary, that your neighbour has neither become more lively 
nor less learned duriag my absence.” 

“We lacked your patience and wisdom to instruct us, Hector.” 

“Thank you, my dear sister. But you have got a wiser, if not so lively 
an addition to your society, than your unworthy brother—Pray, who is this 
Vr. Lovel, whom our old uncle has at once placed so high in his good 
graces ?—he does not use to be so accessible to strangers.” 

“*Mz Lovel, Hector, is a very gentleman-like young man.” 

“ Ay, —that is to say, he bows when he comes into a room, and wears a 
 20at that is whole at the elbows. 
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‘No, brother; it says a great deal more. It says that his manners aud ~ 
discourse express the feelings and education of the higher class.” 
‘‘ But I desire to know what *s his birth and his rank in society, and what 

is his title to be in the circle in which I find him domesticated ?” 

“Tf you mean, how he comes to visit at Monkbarns, you must ask my 
uncle, who will probably reply, that he invites to his own house such com- 
pany as he pleases; and if you mean to ask Sir Arthur, you must know 
that Mr. Lovel rendered Miss Wardour and him a service of the must im- 
portant kind.” 

‘‘What! that romantic story is true, then ?—And pray, does the valorous 
night aspire, as is befitting on such occasions, to the hand of the young 
aly whom he redeemed from peril? It is quite in the rule of romance, I 

am aware; and I did think that she was uncommonly dry to me as we walked 
together, and seemed from time to time as if she watched whether she was 
not giving offence to her gallant cavalier.” 

_ “Dear Hector,” said his sister, ‘if you really continue to nourish any 
affection for Miss Wardour”’ 

“Tf, Mary ?—what an if was there !” 

“ I own I consider your perseverance as hopeless.” 

‘“‘ And why hopeless, my sage sister?” asked Captain M‘Intyre: ‘ Miss 
Wardour, in the state of her father’s affairs, cannot pretend to much for- 
tune ;—-and, as to family, I trust that of M‘Intyre is not inferior.” 

“But, Hector,” continued his sister, “‘ Sir Arthur always considers us as 
members of the Monkbarns family.” 

‘“‘Sir Arthur may consider what he pleases,” answered the Highlander, 
scornfully ; “ but any one with common sense will consider that the wife 
takes rank from the husband, and that my father’s pedigree of fifteen un- 
blemished descents must have ennobled my mother, if her veins had been 
filled with printer’s ink.” 

‘‘ For God’s sake, Hector,”’ replied his anxious sister, ‘‘ take care of your- 
self! a single expression of that kind, repeated to my uncle by an indisereet 
or interested eavesdropper, would lose you his favour for ever, and destroy 
all chance of your succeeding to his estate.” 

“‘ Be it so,” answered the heedless young man; “I am one of a profession 
which the world has never been able to do without, and will far less endure 
to want for half a century to come; and my good old uncle may tack his 
good estate and his plebeian name to your apron-string if he pleases, Mary, 
and you may wed this new favourite of his if you please, and you may both 
of you live quiet, peaceable, well-regulated lives, if it pleases Heaven. My 
part is taken—T’1l fawn on no man for an inheritance which should be mine 
by birth.” 

Miss M‘Intyre laid her hand on her brother’s arm, and entreated him tc 
suppress his vehemence. ‘‘ Who,” she said, ‘‘ injures or seeks to injure you, 
but your own hasty temper ?— what dangers are you defying, but those you 
have yourself conjured up?—Our uncle has hitherto been all that is kind 
and paternal in his conduct to us, and why should you suppose he will in 
future be otherwise than what he has ever been, since we were left as orphans 
to his care?” 3 

“Wo is an excellent old gentleman, I must own,” replied M‘Intyre, “and 
[am enraged at myself when I chance to offend hims but then his eternal. 
harangues upon topics not worth the spark of a flint—his investigations about 
invalided pots and pans and tobacco-stoppers past service—all these things 
put me out of patience. I have something of Hotspur in me, sister, 1 must 
eonfess.”’ 

“Too much, too much, my dear brother! Into how many risks, and, — 
forgive me for saying, some of them little creditable, has this absolute and — 
violent temper led you! Do not let such clouds darken the time you ar¢— 
now to pass in our neighbourhood, but let our old benefactor see his Kiasmuan — 
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as he is, — generous, kind, and lively, without being rude, headstrong, ana 
impetuous.” 

“Well,” answered Captain M‘Intyre, “I am schooled — good-manners be 
my speed! I’ll do the civil thing by your new friend—T have some talk 
with this Mr. Lovel.” 

With this determination, in which he was for the time perfectly sincere, 
he joined the party who were walking before them. The treble disquisition 
was by this time ended; and Sir Arthur was speaking on the subject of foreign 
news, and the political and military situation of the country, themes upon 
which every man thinks himself qualified to give an opinion. An action of 
the preceding year having come upon the ¢apis, Lovel, accidentally mingling 
ir. the conversation, made some assertion concerning it, of the accuracy of 
which Captain M‘Intyre seemed not to be convinced, although his doubts 
were politely expressed. 

“You must confess yourself in the wrong here, Hector,” said his uncle, 
“although I know no man less willing to give up an argument; but you 
were in England at the time, and Mr. Lovel was probably concerned in the 
affair.” 

“Tam speaking to a military man, then?” said M‘Intyre ; ‘may I inquire 
to what regiment Mr. Lovel belongs ?”’—-Mr. Lovel gave him the number of 
the regiment. ‘‘It happens strangely that we should never have met before, 
Mr. Lovel. I know your regiment very well, and have served along with 
them at different times.” 

A blush crossed Lovel’s countenance. ‘I have not lately been with my 
meaty! he replied ; ‘I served the last campaign upon the staff of General 

ir Res 

“Indeed! that is more wonderful than the other circumstance ! — for 
although I did not serve with General Sir , yet I had an opportu- 
nity of knowing the names of the officers who held situations in his family, 
and I cannot recollect that of Lovel.” 

At this observation Lovel again blushed so deeply as to attract the atten- 
tion of the whole company, while ,a scornful laugh seemed to indicate 
Captain M‘Intyre’s triumph. “There is something strange in this,” said 
Oldbuck to himself; ‘but I will not readily give up my phoenix of post- 
chaise companions —all his actions, language, and bearing, are those of a 
gentleman.” 

Lovel, in the meanwhile, had taken out his pocket-book, and selecting a 
letter, from which he took off the envelope, he handed it to M‘Intyre. 
“You know the General’s hand, in all probability —I own I ought not to 
show these exaggerated expressions of his regard and esteem for me.” 
The letter contained a very handsome compliment from the officer in ques- 
tion for some military service lately performed. Captain M‘Intyre, as he 
glanced his eye over it, could not deny that it was written in the General’s 
hand, but dryly observed, as he returned it, that the address was wanting. 
“The address, Captain M‘Intyre,” answered Lovel in the same tone, “ shall 
be at your service whenever you choose to inquire after it.” 

“| certainly shall not fail to do so,” rejoined the soldier. 

“Come, come,” exclaimed Oldbuck, ‘“ what is the meaning of all this? 
Have we got Hiren here ?—We’ll have no swaggering, youngsters. Are you 
come from the wars abroad, to stir up domestic strife in our peaceful land ? 
Are you like bull-dog puppies, forsooth, that when the bull, poor fellow, is 
removed from the ring, fall to brawl among themselves, worry each other, 
and bite honest folk’s shins that are standing by?” 

Sir Arthur trusted, he said, the young gentlemen would not so far forget 
ogi as to grow warm upon such a trifling subject as the back of a 

etter. 

Both the disputants disclaimed any such intention, and, with high colour 
and flashing eyes, protested they were never so cool in their lives But an 
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obvious damp was cast over the party ;—they talked in future too much by. 
the rule to be sociable, and Lovel conceiving himself the object of cold and 
suspicious looks from the rest of the company, and sensible that his indiree 
replies had given them permission to entertain strange opinions respecting 
him, made a gallant determination to sacrifice the pleasure he had pri-posed 
in spending the day at Knockwinnock. 

We affected, therefore, to complain of a violent headache, occasioned by 
the heat of the day, to which he had not been exposed since his illness, and 
made a formal apology to Sir Arthur, who, listening more to recent sus- 

icion than to the gratitude due for former services, did not press him to 
bce his engagement more than good-breeding exactly demanded. 

When Lovel took leave of the ladies, Miss Wardour’s manner seemed 
more anxious than he had hitherto remarked it. She indicated by a glance 
of her eye towards Captain M‘Intyre, perceptible only by Lovel, the subject 
of her alarm, and hoped, in a voice greatly under her usual tone, it was not 
a less pleasant engagement which deprived them of the pleasure of Mr. 
Lovel’s company. ‘‘ No engagement had intervened,” he assured her; “it 
was only the return of a complaint by which he had been for some time 
occasionally attacked.” 

“The best remedy in such a case is prudence, and I—every friend of Mr. 
Lovel’s will expect him to employ it.” 

Lovel bowed low and coloured deeply, and Miss Wardour, as if she felt 
that she had said too much, turned and got into the carriage. Lovel had 
next to part with Oldbuck, who, during this interval, had with Caxon’s 
assistance, been arranging his disordered periwig, and brushing his coat, 
which exhibited some marks of the rude path they had traversed. ‘ What, 
man!” said Oldbuck, ‘“‘ you are not going to leave us on account of that 
foolish Hector’s indiscreet curiosity and vehemence? Why, he is a thought- 
less boy —a spoiled child from the time he was in the nurse’s arms — he 
threw his coral and bells at my head for refusing him a bit of sugar; and 
you have too much sense to mind such a shrewish boy; @quam servare men- 
tem is the motto of our friend Horace. J’ll school Hector by and by, and 
put it all to rights.” But Lovel persisted in his design of returning to 
Fairport. . 

The Antiquary then assumed a grave tone.—‘‘ Take heed, young man, to 
your present feelings. Your life has been given you for useful and valuable 
purposes, and shculd be reserved to illustrate the literature of your country, 
when you are not called upon to expose it in her defence, or in the rescue 
of the innocent. Private war, a practice unknown to the civilized ancients, 
is, of all the absurdities introduced by tht, Guthie tribes, the most gross, 
impious and cruel. Let me hear no more of these absurd quarrels, and I 
will show you the treatise upon the duello, which I composed when the 
town-clerk and provost Mucklewhame chose to assume the privileges of 
gentlemen, and challenged each other. I thought of printing my Essay, 
which is signed Pacificator; but there was no need, as the matter was 
taken up by the town-council of the borough.” 

‘But I assure you, my dear sir, there is nothing between Captain M‘In- 
tyre and me that can render such respectable interference necessary.” 

‘See it be so; for otherwise, I will stand second to both parties.” 

So saying, the old gentleman got into the chaise, close to which Miss 
M‘Intyre had detained her brother, upon the same principle that the owner 
of a quarrelsome dog keeps him by his side to prevent his fastening upon_ 
another. But Hector contrived to give her precaution the slip, for, as he 
was on horseback, he lingered behind the carriages until they had fairly 
turned the corner in the road to Knockwinnock, and then wheeling hig 
horse’s head round, gave him the spur in the opposite direction, . 3 

A very few minutes brought him up with Lovel, who, perhaps antici 
pating his intention, had not put his horse beyond a slow walk, when the 
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clatter of hoofs behind him announced Captain M‘Intyre. The young 
suldier, his natural heat of temper exasperated by the rapidity of motiw 
reined his horse up suddenly and violeatly by Lovel’s side, and touching 
his hat slightly, inquired, in a very haughty tone of voice, ‘‘ What am I to 
understand, sir, by your telling me that your address was at my service?” 

Simply, sir,” replied Lovel, “‘that my name is Lovel, and that my resi- 
dence is, for the present, Fairport, as you will see by this card.” 

** And this is all the information you are disposed to give me?” 

“TY see no right you have to require more.” 

“J find you, sir, in company with my sister,” said the young soldier, 
‘and I have a right to know who is admitted into Miss M‘Intyre’s society.” 

‘J shall take the liberty of disputing that right,” replied Lovel, with a 
manner as haughty as that of the young soldier ;—“‘ you find me in society 
who are satisfied with the degree of information on my affairs which I have 
thought proper to communicate, and you, a mere stranger, have no right 
to inquire further.” 

“Mr. Lovel, if you served as you say you have” 

“If!” interrupted Lovel,—‘‘zf I have served as J say I have?” 

“Yes, sir, such is my expression—if you have so served, you must know 
that you owe me satisfaction either in one way or other.” 

“If that be your opinion, I shall be proud to give it to you, Captain 
M‘Intyre, in the way in which the word is generally used among gentle- 
men.” 

“Very well, sir,” rejoined Hector, and, turning his horse round, gallopped 
off to overtake his party. 

His absence had already alarmed them, and his sister having stopped the 
carriage, had her neck stretched out of the window to see where he was. 

“What is the matter with you now?” said the Antiquary, ‘“‘riding to and 
fro as if your neck were upon the wager—why do you not keep up with the 
carriage ?” 

“T forgot my glove, sir,” said Hector. 

“Forgot your glove!—I presume you meant to say you went to throw it 
down — Bui [ will take order with you, my young gentleman — you shall 
return with me this night to Monkbarns.” So saying, he bid the postilion 


go on. 


Chapter the Curutieth. 


——_-—— If you fail Honour here, 
Never presume to serve her any more; 
Bid farewell to the integrity of armes, 
And the honourable name of soldier 
Fall from you, like a shivered wreath of laurel 
By thunder struck from a desertlesse forehead. 
A FAIRE QUARRELL. 


_ Earty the next morning, a gentleman came to wait upon Mr. Lovel, whe 
was up and ready to receive him. He was a military gentleman, a friend 
vf Captain M’Intyre’s, at present in Fairport on the recruiting service. 
Uovel and he were slightiy known to each other. “I presume, sir,” said 
Mr. Lesley (such was the name of the visitor), “‘that you guess the occa- 
sion of my troubling you so early ?” 

* A message from Captain M’Intyre. I presume ?” 

“The same. He holds himself injured by the manner in which you de 
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clined yesterday to answer certain inquiries which he conceived himself 
entitled to 1aake respecting a gentleman whom he found in intimate society 
with his family.” 3 

‘“‘May I ask, if you, Mr. Lesley, would have inclined to satisfy interroga- 
tories so haughtily and unceremoniously put to you?” at 

“Perhaps not;—and therefore, as I know the warmth of my friend 
M’Intyre on such occasions, I feel very desirous of acting as peacemaker. 
From Mr. Lovel’s very gentleman-like manners, every one must strongly 
wish to see him repel all that sort of dubious calumny which will attach 
itself to one whose situation is not fully explained. If he will permit me, 
in friendly conciliation, to inform Captain M’Intyre of his real name, for 
we are led to conclude that of Lovel is assumed’’—— 

“TY beg your pardon, sir, but I cannot admit that inference.” 

“__Or at least,” said Lesley, proceeding, “that it is not the name by 
which Mr. Lovel has been at all times distinguished—if Mr. Lovel will have 
the goodness to explain this circumstance, which, in my opinion, he should do 
in justice to his own character, I will answer for the amicable arrangement 
of this unpleasant business.” 

“Which is to say, Mr. Lesley, that if I condescend to answer questions 
which no man has a right to ask, and which are now put to me under 
penalty of Captain M’Intyre’s resentment, Captain M’Intyre will conde- 
scend to rest satisfied? Mr. Lesley, I have just one word to say on this 
subject—I have no doubt my secret, if I had one, might be safely entrusted 
to your honour, but I do not feel called upon to satisfy the curiosity of any 
one. Captain M’Intyre met me in society which of itself was a warrant to 
all the world, and particularly ought to be such to him, that I was a gen- 
tleman. [He has, in my opinion, no right to go any further, or to inquire 
the pedigree, rank, or circumstances, of a stranger, who, without seeking 
any intimate connexion with him, or his, chances to dine with his uncle, or 
walk in company with his sister.” 

“In that case, Captain M’Intyre requests you to be informed, that your 
farther visits at Monkbarns, and all connexion with Miss M’Intyre, must be 
dropt, as disagreeable to him.” 

“‘T shall certainly,” said Lovel, ‘visit Mr. Oldbuck when it suits me, 
without paying the least respect to his nephew’s threats or irritable fecl- 
ings. I respect the young lady’s name too much (though nothing can be 
slighter than our acquaintance) to introduce it into such a discussion.” 

‘Since that is your resolution, sir,” answered Lesley, ‘‘ Captain M’Intyre. 
requests that Mr. Lovel, unless he wishes to be announced as a very dubious 
character, will favour him with a meeting this evening, at seven, at the 
thorn-tree in the little valley close by the ruins of St. Ruth.” 7 

‘Most unquestionably, | will wait upon him. ‘There is only one diffi- 
culty—I must find a friend to accompany me, and where to seek one on this 
short notice, as I have no acquaintance in Fairport——TI will be on the 
spot, however—Captain M’Intyre may be assured of that.” 

Lesley had taken his hat, and was as far as the door of the apartment, 
when, as if moved by the peculiarity of Lovel’s situation, he returned, and 
thus addressed him: “‘ Mr. Lovel, there is something so singular in all this, 
that I cannot help again resuming the argument. You must be yourself 
ware at this moment of the inconvenience of your preserving an incognito, 
for which, I am convinced, there can be no dishonourable reason. Still, 
this mystery renders it difficult for you to procure the assistance of a friend 
in a crisis so delicate — nay, let me add, that many persons will even con- 
sider it as a piece of Quixotry in M’Intyre to give you a meeting, while 
your character and circumstances are involved in such obscurity.” 

“T understand your inuendo, Mr, Lesley,” rejoined Lovel; “‘and though 
I might be offended at its severity, Iam not so, because it is meant kindly | 
But, in my opinion, he is entitled to all the privileges of a gentleman, 
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whose charge, during the time he has been known in the suciety where he 
happens to move, nothing can be laid that is unhandsome or unbecoming 
for a friend, I dare say I shall find some one or other who will do me that 
good turn ; and if his experience be less than I could wish, I am certain not 
to suffer through that circumstance when you are in the field for my antago- 
nist.” 
“T trust you will not,” said Lesley; ‘“‘ but as I must, for my own sake, be 
anxious to divide so heavy a responsibility with a capable assistant, allow 
me to say, that Lieutenant Taffril’s gun-brig is come into the road-stead, 
and he himself is now at old Caxon’s, where he lodges. I think you have 
the same degree of acquaintance with him as with me, and, as I am sure I 
should wiliingly have rendered you such a service were I not engaged on 
the other side, [ am convinced he will do so at your first request.” 

“At the thorn-tree, then, Mr. Lesley, at seven this evening—the arms, | 
presume, are pistols?” 

“Exactly. M'‘Intyre has chosen the hour at which he can best escape 
from Monkbarns — he was with me this morning by five, in order to return 
and present himself before his uncle was up. Good-morning to you, Mr. 
Lovel.” And Lesley left the apartment. 

Lovel was as brave as most men; but none can internally regard such a 
crisis as now approached, without deep feelings of awe and uncertainty. 
In a few hours he might be in another world to answer for an action which 
his calmer thought told him was unjustifiable in a religious point of view, 
or he might be wandering about in the present like Cain, with the blood 
of his brother on his head. And all this might be saved by speaking a 
single word. Yet pride whispered, that to speak that word now, would be 
ascribed to a motive which would degrade him more low than even the most 
injurious reasons that could be assigned for his silence. Every one, Miss 
Wardour included, must then, he thought, account him a mean dishonoured 
poltroon, who gave to the fear of meeting Captain M‘Intyre, the explana- 
tion he had refused to the calm and handsome expostulations of Mr. Lesley. 
M‘Intyre’s insolent behaviour to himself personally, the air of pretension 
which he assumed towards Miss Wardour, and the extreme injustice, arro- 
gance, and incivility of his demands upon a perfect stranger, seemed to 
justify him in repelling his rude investigation. In short, he formed the 
resolution which might have been expected from so young a man, —to shut 
the eyes, namely, of his calmer reason, and follow the dictates of his 
oifended pride. With this purpose he sought Lieutenant Taffril. 

The lieutenant received him with the good-breeding of a gentleman and 
the frankness of a sailor, and listened with no small surprise to the detail 
which preceded his request that he might be favoured with his company at 
his meeting with Captain M‘Intyre. When he had finished, Taffril rose up 
and walked through his apartment once or twice. “This is a most singular 
circumstance,” he said, ‘and really’”7—— 

‘“‘T am conscious, Mr. Taffril, how little T am entitled to make my pre- 
sent request, but the urgency of circumstances hardly leaves me an alter- 
native.” | 

“Permit me to ask you one question,” asked the sailor ; — “is there any- 
thing of which you are ashamed in the circumstances which you have 
declined to communicate ?” 

“Upon my honour, no; there is nothing but what, in a very short time, 
I trust I may publish to the whole world.” 

“I hope the mystery arises from no false shame at the lowness of your 
triends perhaps, or connexions ?” 

“No, on my word,” replied Lovel. 

‘T have little sympathy for that folly,” said Taffril— “indeed I cannot 
be supposed to have any; for, speaking of my relations, I may be said to 
have cume myself from before the mast, ard I believe I shall very soon 
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form a connexion, which the world will think low enough, with a very 
amiable girl, to whom I have been attached since we were next-door neigh- 
bours, at a time when I little thought of the good fortune which has brought 
me forward in the service.’ 

“T assure you, Mr. Taffril,” replied Lovel, “whatever were the rank of 
my parents, I should never think of concealing: it from a spirit of petty 
pride. But I am so situated at present, that I cannot enter on the subject 
of my family with any propriety.” 

“Jt is quite enough,” said the honest sailor — “ give me your hand; I'll 
see you as well through this business as I can, though it is but an unplea- 
sant one after all — But what of that? our own honour has the next call on 
us after our country ;— you are a lad of spirit, and I own I think Mr 
Hector lob with his long pedigree and his airs of family, very much 
of a jackanapes. His father was a soldier of fortune as I am a sailor—he 
himself, I suppose, is little better, unless just as his uncle pleases; and 
whether one pursues fortune by land, or sea, makes no great difference, I 
should fancy.” 

“None in the universe, certainly,” answered Lovel. 

“Well,” said his new ally, ‘“‘we will dine together and arrange matters 
for this rencounter. I hope you understand the use of the weapon ?”” 

“Not particularly,” Lovel replied. 

“I am sorry for that— M‘Intyre is said to be a marksman.” 

“J am sorry for it also,” said Lovel, “both for his sake and my own: I 
must then, in self- defence, take my aim as well as I can.’ 

“Well, » added Taftr il, “IL will have our surgeon’s mate on the field —a 
good clever young fellow at caulking a shot-hole. IJ will let Lesley, who is: 
an honest fellow for a landsman, know that he attends for the benefit of 
either party. Is there anything T can do for you in case of an accident?” 

“JT have but little occasion to trouble you,” said Lovel. ‘This small 
billet contains the key of my escritoir, and my very brief secret. There is 
one letter in the escritoir”’ (digesting a temporary swelling of the heart as 
he spoke) ‘‘ which I beg the favour of you to deliver with your own hand.” 

“T understand,” said the sailor. ‘ Nay, my friend, never be ashamed 
for the matter —an- affectionate heart may overflow for an instant at the 
eyes, if the ship were clearing for action ; and, depend on it, whatever your 
injunctions are, Dan Taffril will regard them like the bequest of a dying 
brother. But this is all stuff ;— we must get our things i in fighting order, 
and you will dine with me and my little surgeon’s mate, at the Graeme’s- 
Arms over the way, at four o’clock.” 

“ Agreed,’ said Lovel. 

4 As reed,” said Taffril; and the whole affair was arranged. 

It was a beautiful summer evening, and the shadow of the solitary 
thorn-tree was lengthening upon the short green-sward of the narrow 

valley, which was skirted by the woods that closed around the ruins of St. 
Ruth. 

Lovel and Lieutenant Taffril, with the surgeon, came upon the ground 
with a purpose of a nature very uncongenial to the soft, mild, and pacific 
character of the hour and scene. The sheep, which during the ardent heat 
of the day had sheltered in the breaches and hollows of the gravelly bank, 
or under the roots of the aged and stunted trees, had now spread themselves 
upon the face of the hill “to enjoy their evening’s pasture, and bleated to 
each other with that melancholy sound which at once gives life to a land- 
scape, and marks its solitude. — Taffril and Lovel came on in deep confer- 
ence, having, for fear of discovery, sent their horses back to the town by 
the Lieutenant’s servant. The opposite party had not yet appeared on the 
field. But when they came upon the ground, there sat upon the roots of 
the old thorn, a figure as vigorous in his decay as the moss-grown but strong 
and contorted bonghs which served him for a canopy. It was old Ochiltrae 


a 
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‘‘This is embarrassing enough,” said Lovel ;— ‘ how shall we get ria sf 
this old fellow ?”’ 

“Here, father Adam,” cried Taffril, who knew the mendicant of yore — 
“here’s half-a-crown for you. You must go to the Four Horse-shoes yonder 
— the little inn, you know, and inquire for a servant with blue and yellow 
livery. If he is not come, you’ll wait for him, and tell him we shall be 
with his master in about an hour’s time. At any rate, wait there till we 
come back, — and — Get off with you — Come, come, weigh anchor.” 

“J thank ye for your awmous,” said Ochiltree, pocketing the piece of 
inoney; “but I beg your pardon, Mr. Taffril—I canna gang your errand 
a’en now.” 

“Why not, man? what can hinder you?” 

“T wad speak a word wi’ young Mr. Lovel.” 

“With me?” answered Lovel: “ what would you say with me? Come, 
say on, and be brief.” 

The mendicant led him a few paces aside. ‘ Are ye indebted onything 
to the Laird o’ Monkbarns ?” 

“‘Indebted !— no, not I— what of that ?— what makes you think so?” 

“Ye maun ken I was at the shirra’s the day; for, God help me, I gang 
about a’ gates like the troubled spirit; and wha suld come whirling there 
in a post-chaise, but Monkbarns in an unco carfuffle— now it’s no a little 
thing that will make his honour take a chaise and post-horse twa days 


rinnin’.”’ 


“ Well, well; but what is ail this to me ” 

“Ou, ye’se hear, ye’se hear. Weel, Monkbarns is closeted wi’ the shirra 
whatever puir fulk may be left thereout — ye needna doubt that — the gen- 
tlemen are aye unco civil amang themsells.” 

“For heaven’s sake, my old friend”’ 

“Canna ye bid me gang to the deevil at ance, Mr. Lovel? it wad be mair 
purpose fa’ard than to speak o’ heaven in that impatient gate.” 

“ But I have private business with Lieutenant 'laffril here.” 

“Weel, weel, a in gude eye,” said the is eee I can use a little wee 
bit freedom wi 
for him langsyne, for I was a wor Mer in wood as weel as a tinkler.” 

“You are either mad, Adam, or have a mind to drive me mad.” 

“‘'Nane 0’ the twa,” said Edie, suddenly changing his manner from the 
protracted drawl of the mendicant to a brief and decided tone. “The shirra 
sent for his clerk, and as the lad is rather light o’ the tongue, I fand it was 
for drawing a warrant to appr ehend you—I thought it had been on a Sugie 
warrant for debt; for a’ body kens the laird likes naebody to pit his hand in 
his pouch—But now I may haud my tongue, for I see the M‘Intyre lad and 
Mr. Lesley coming up, and I guess that Monkbarns’s purpose was very kind, 
and that yours is muckle waur than it should be.” 

The antagonists now approached, and saluted with the stern civility 
which befitted the occasion. ‘ What has this old fellow to do here?” said 
M‘Intyre. 

“Tam an auld fallow, ” said Edie, “but Iam also an auld soldier 0” your 
father’s, for 1 served wi’ him in the 42d.” 

Hs Serve where you please, you have no title to intrude on us,” said M‘In- 
tyre, “or’”—and he fifted his cane in ¢errorem, though without the idea of 
touching the old man. 

But Ochiltree’s courage was roused by the insult. ‘“‘Haud down your 
switch, Captain M‘Intyre! I am an auld soldier, as I said before, and Vl 
take muckle frae your father’s son; but no a touch o’ the wand while my 
pike-staff will haud thegither.” 

“Wels, well, | was wrong—I was wrong,” said M‘Intyre; “‘here’s a crown 
for yoa— go your ways—what’s the matter now ?” 

The old man drew himself ap to the full advantage of bis uncommcn 
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heigl.t, and in despite of his dress, which indeed had mort of the pilgrim 
than the ordinary beggar, looked, from height, manner, and emphasis of 
voice and gesture, rather ike a grey palmer or eremite preacher, the ghostly 
counsellor of the young men who were around him, than the object of their 
charity. His speech, indeed, was as homely as his habit, but as bold and 


_ unceremonious as his erect and dignified demeanour. ‘‘ What are ye come 


here for, young men?” he said, addressing himself to the surprised audi- 
ence; ‘‘are ye come amongst the most lovely works of God to break his laws? 
Have ye left the works of man, the houses and the cities that are but clay 
and dust, like those that built them—and are ye come here among the 
peaceful hills, and by the quiet waters, that will last whiles aught earthly 
shall endure, to destroy each other’s lives, that will have but an unco short 
time, by the course of nature, to make up a lang aecount at the close o’t? 
O sirs! hae ye brothers, sisters, fathers, that hae tended ye, and mothers 
that hae travailed for ye, friends that hae ca’d ye like a piece o’ their ain 


heart? and is this the way ye tak to make them childless and brotherless 


and friendless? Ohon! it’s an ill feight whar he that wins has the warst 
o’t. Think on’t, bairns. Vm a puir man—but I’m an auld man too—and 


| what my poverty takes awa frae the weight o’ my counsel, grey hairs and 
a truthfu’ heart should add it twenty times. Gang hame, gang hame, like 


_gude lads ;—the French will be ower to harry us ane 0’ thae days, and ye’ll 
| hae feighting eneugh, and maybe auld Edie will hirple out himsell if he 


| can get a feal-dike to lay his gun ower, and may live to tell ye whilk 0’ ye 
| does the best where there’s a good cause afore ye. 


I) 


There was something in the undaunted and independent manner, hardy 


sentiment, and manly rude eloeution of the old man, that had its effect 


upon the party, and particularly on the seconds, whose pride was uninte- 
rested in bringing the dispute to a bloody arbitrement, and who, on the 
contrary, eagerly watched for an opportunity to recommend reconciliation. 

“Upon my word, Mr. Lesley,” said Taffril, “old Adam speaks like an 
oracle. Our friends here were very angry yesterday, and of course very 
foolish ;—to-day they should be cool, or at least we must be so in their be- 
half. I think the word should be forget and forgive on both sides—that we 
should all shake hands, fire these foolish crackers in the air, and go home 
to sup m a body at the Graeme’s-Arms.” 

“‘} would heartily recommend it,” said Lesley ; “‘ for, amidst a great deal 
of heat and irritation on both sides, I confess myself unable to discover any 
rational ground of quarrel.” 

“Gentlemen,” said M‘Intyre, very coldly, ‘all this should have been 
thought of before. In my opinion, persons that have carried this matter so 
far as we have done, and who should part without earrying it any farther, 


might go to supper at the Graeme’s-Arms very joyously, but would rise the — 


next morning with reputations as ragged as our friend here, who has obliged 
us with a rather unnecessary display of his cratory. I speak for myself, 
that [ find myself bound to call upon you to proceed without more delay.” 

‘“‘ And I,” said Lovel, ‘“‘as I never desired any, have also to request these 
gentlemen to arrange prelimimaries as fast as possible.” 

‘‘Bairns! bairns!” cried old Ochiltree ; but perceiving he was no longer 
attended to—‘‘ Madmen, I should say—but your blood be on your heads !”’ 
And the old man drew off from the ground, which was now measured out 
by the seconds, and continued muttering and talking to himself in sullen 
indignation, mixed with anxiety, and with a strong feeling of painful curi- 
osity. Without paying further attention to his presence or remonstrances, 
Mr. Lesley and the Lieutenant made the necessary arrangements for the 
duel, and it was agreed that both parties should fire when Mr, Lesley 
dropped his handkerchief. . 

The fatal sign was given, and both fired almost in the same moment. 
Captain M‘Intyre’s ball grazed the side of his opponent, but did not draw 
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bl-od. That of Lovel was more true to the aim; M‘Intyre reeled and foll 
Raising himself on his arm, his first exclamation was, “ It is nothing—it is 
nothing—-give us the other pistols.” But in an instant he said, in a lower 
tone, ‘‘I believe I have enough—and what’s worse, I fear I deserve it. Mr. 
Lovel, or whatever your name is, fly and save yourself—Bear all witness, I 
provoked this matter.” Then raising himself again on his arm, he added, 
** Shake hands, Lovel—I believe you to be a gentleman—forgive my rude- 
ness, and I forgive you my death—My poor sister |” 

The surgeon came up to perform his part of the tragedy, and Lovel stood 
gazing on the evil of which he had been the active, though unwilling cause, 
with a dizzy and bewildered eye. He was roused from his trance by the 

rasp of the mendicant. ‘‘ Why stand you gazing on your deed ?—What’s 
Rresiea is doomed — what’s done is past recalling. But awa, awa, if ye 
wad save your young blood from a shamefu’ death—lI see the men out by 
yonder that are come ower late to part ye—but out and alack! sune eneugh 
and ower sune to drag ye to prison.” ; 

‘He is right—he is right,” exclaimed Taffril; ‘‘ you must not attempt to 
get on the high-road—get into the wood till night. My brig will be under 
sail by that time, and at three in the morning, when the tide will serve, 1 
shall have the boat waiting for you at the Mussel-crag. Away—away, for 
Heaven’s sake |” 

“OQ yes! fly, fly!” repeated the wounded man, his words faltering with 
convulsive sobs. 

“‘Come with me,” said the mendicant, almost dragging him off; ‘the 
captain’s plan is the best —I’ll carry ye to a place where ye might be con- 
cealed in the meantime, were they to seek ye wi’ sleuth-hounds.” 

“Go, go,” again urged Lieutenant Taffril— ‘to stay here is mere 
madness.” 

“Tt was worse madness to have come hither,” said Lovel, pressing his 
_hand—* But farewell!’ And he followed Ochiltree into the recesses of the 
wood. 


Chapter the Guruty- First. 


The Lord Abbot had a soul 

Subtile and quick, and searching as the fire, 

By magic stairs he went as deep as hell, 

And if in devils’ possession gold be kept, 

He brought some sure from thence—’tis hid in caves, 
Known, save to me, to none.———— 


THE WONDER OF A KINGDOME. 


Loven almost mechanically followed the beggar, who led the way with a 
hasty and steady pace, through bush and bramble, avoiding the beaten path, 
and often turning to listen whether there were any sounds of pursuit behind 
them. They sometimes descended into the very bed of the torrent, some- 
times kept a narrow and precarious path, that the sheep (which, with the 
sluttish negligence towards property of that sort universal in Scotland. _ 
were allowed to stray in the copes) had made along the very verge of its 
overhanging banks. From time to time Lovel had a glance of the patn 
which he had traversed the day before in company with Sir Arthur, the 
Antiquary, and the young ladies. Dejected, embarrassed, and occupied by 
a thousand inquietudes, as he then was, what would he now have given to 
regain the sense of innocence which alone can counterbalance a tl ousand 
evils! ‘“ Yet, then,” such was his hasty and involuntary reflections, ‘‘ even 
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then, guiltless aad valued by all around me, I thought myself unhappy. 
What am I now, with this young man’s blood upon my hands ?—the feeling 
of pride which urged me to the deed has now deserted me, as the actual 
fiend himself is said to do those whom he has tempted to guilt.” Even his 
affection for Miss Wardour sunk for the time before the first pangs of re- 
morse, and he thought he could have encountered every agony of slighted 
love to have had the conscious freedom from blood-guiltiness which he 
possessed in the morning. 

These painful reflections were not interrupted by any conversation on the 
part of his guide, who threaded the thicket before him, now holding back 
the sprays to make his path easy, now exhorting him to make haste, now 
muttering to himself, after the custom of solitary and neglected old age, 
words which might have escaped Lovel’s ear even had he listened to them, 
or which, apprehended and retained, were too isolated to convey any con- 
nected meaning, —a habit which may be often observed among people ot 
the old man’s age and calling. 

At length, as Lovel, exhausted by his late indisposition, the harrowing 
feelings by which he was agitated, and the exertion necessary to keep up 
with his guide in a path so rugged, began to flag and fall behind, two or 
three very precarious steps placed him on the front of a precipice overhung 
with brushwood and copse. Here a cave, as narrow in its entrance as a 
fox-earth, was indicated by a small fissure in the rock, screened by the 
boughs of an aged oak, which, anchored by its thick and twisted roots in 
the upper part of the cleft, flung its branches almost straight outward from 
the cliff, concealing it effectually from all observation. It might indeed 
haye escaped the attention even of those who had stood at its very opening, 
so uninviting was the portal at which the beggar entered. But within, the 
cavern was higher and more roomy, cut into two separate branches, which, 
intersecting each other at right angles, formed an emblem of the cross, and 
indicated the abode of an anchoret of former times. There are many 
caves of the same kind in different parts of Scotland. I need only instance 
those of Gorton, near Rosslyn, in a scene well known to the admirers of 
romantic nature. : 

The light within the cave was a dusky twilight at the entrance, which 
failed altogether in the inner recesses. ‘‘ Few folks ken o’ this place,” said 
the old man; ‘to the best o’ my knowledge, there’s just twa living by 
mysell, and that’s Jingling Jock and the Lang Linker. I have had mony 
a thought, that when I fand mysell auld and forlairn, and no able to enjoy 
God’s blessed air ony langer, I wad drag mysell here wi’ a pickle ait-meal ; 
and see, there’s a bit bonny drapping well that popples that self-same gate 
- simmer and winter ;—and I wad e’en streek mysell out here, and abide my 
removal, like an auld dog that trails its useless ugsome carcass into some 
bush or bracken no to gie living things a sconner wi’ the sight o’t when it’s 
dead— Ay, and then, when the dogs barked at the lone farm-stead, the — 
gudewife wad cry, ‘ Whisht, stirra, that’ll be auld Edie,’ and the bits o’ 
weans wad up, puir things, and toddle to the door, to pu’ in the auld Blue- 
Gown that mends a’ their bonny-dies — But there wad be nae mair word 0’ 
Edie, I trow.” 

He then led Lovel, who followed him unresistingly, into one of the inte- 
rior branches of the cave. ‘‘ Here,” he said, “is a bit turnpike-stair that 
gaes up to the auld kirk abune. Some folks say this place was howkit out 
by the monks lang syne to hide their treasure in, and some said that they used 
to bring things into the abbey this gate by night, that they durstna sae weel 
hae brought in by the main port and in open day—And some said that ane 
y them turned a saint (or aiblins wad hae had folk think sae), and settled 
tim down in this Saint Ruth’s ceil, as the auld folks aye ca’d it, and garr’d 
vig the stair, that he might gang up to the kirk when they wer. at the 
jivine service. The Laird o’ Monkbarns wad hae a hantle to say about it 
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as he has about maist things, if he ken’d only about the place 2w 
whether it was made for man’s devices or God’s service, I have seen cwez 
muckle sin done in it in my day, and far ower muckle have I been partaker 
yay, even here in this dark cove. Mony a gudewife’s been wondering 
what for the red cock didna craw her up in the morning, when he’s been 
roasting, puir fallow, in this dark hole—And, ohon! I wish that and the 
like o’ that had been the warst o’t! Whiles they wad hae heard the dip 
we were making in the very bowels o’ the earth, when Sanders Aikwood, 
that was forester in thae days, the father o’ Ringan that now is, was gaun 
daundering about the wood at e’en to see after the laird’s game—and whiles 
he wad hae seen a glance o’ the light frae the door o’ the cave, flaughtering 
against the hazels on the other bank ;—and then siccan stories as Sanders 
had about the worricows and gyre-carlins that haunted about the auld 
wa’s at e’en, and the lights that he had seen, and the cries that he had 
heard, when there was nae mortal ee open but his ain; and eh! as he wad 
thrum them ower and ower to the like o’ me ayont the ingle at e’en, and as 
I wad gie the auld silly carle grane for grane, and tale for tale, though I 
ken’d muckle better about it than ever he did. Ay, ay—they were daft 
days thae ;—but they were a’ vanity, and waur,—and its fitting that they 
wha hae led a light and evil life, and abused charity when they were 
young, suld aiblins come to lack it when they are auld.” 

While Ochiltree was thus recounting the exploits and tricks of his earlier 
life, with a tone in which glee and compunction alternately predominated, 
his unfortunate auditor had sat down upon the hermit’s seat, hewn out of 
the solid rock, and abandoned himself to that lassitude, both of mind and 
body, which generally follows a course of events that have agitated both. 
The effect of his late indisposition, which had much weakened his system, 
contributed to this lethargic despondency. ‘The puir bairn!” said auld 
Edie, ‘‘an he sleeps in this damp hole, he’ll maybe wauken nae mair, or 
catch some sair disease. It’s no the same to him as to the like o’ us, that 
can sleep ony gate an anes our wames are fu’. Sit up, Maister Lovel, lad! 
After a’s come and gane, I dare say the captain-lad will do weel eneugh— 
and, after a’, ye are no the first that has had this misfortune. I hae seen 
mony a man killed, and helped to kill them mysell, though there was nae 
quarrel between us—and if it isna wrang to kill folk we have nae quarrel 
wi’, just because they wear another sort of a cockade, and speak a foreign 
language, I canna see but a man may have excuse for killing his ain mortal 
foe, that comes armed to the fair field to kill him. I dinna say it’s right— 
God forbid —or that it isna sinfu’ to take away what ye canna restore, and 
that’s the breath of man, whilk is in his nostrils ;—but I say it is a sin to be 
forgiven if it’s repented of. Sinfu’ men are we a’; but if ye wad believe an 
auld grey sinner that has seen the evil o’ his ways, there is as much promise 
atween the twa boards o’ the Testament as wad save the warst o’ us, could 
we but think sae.” 

With such scraps of comfort and of divinity as he possessed, the mendi- 

cant thus continued to solicit and compel the attention of Lovel, until the 
twilight began to fade into night. ‘‘ Now,” said Ochiltree, ‘I will car ry ye 
to a mair convenient place, where I hae sat mony a time to hear the howlit 
erying out of the ivy tod, and to see the moonlight come through the auld 
windows o’ the ruins. There can be nacbody come here after this time o’ 
night; and if they hae made ony search, thae blackguard shirra’-officers and 
constables, it will hae been ower lang syne. Od, they are as great cowards 
as ither folk, wi’ a’ their warrants and king’s keys*—TI hae gien some c’ 
them a gliff in my day, when they were coming rather ower near me—but, 
Jaudcd be grace for it! they canna stir me now for ony waur than an auld 
man and a beggar, and my badge is a gude protection; and then Miss 


* The king’s keys are, in law phrase, the crow-bars and hammers used to force doors and locks, i exe tue 
on of the king's ‘warrant. 
1 2 
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" = > a 
Isabella Wardour is a tower 0’ strength, ye ken”—(Lovel sighed)—“ Aweel ~ 
dinna be cast down—bowls may a’ row right yet—gie the lassie time to ken 
her mind. She’s the wale o’ the country for beauty, and a gude friend 0’ 
mine —I gang by the bridewell as safe as by the kirk on a Sabbath — deil 
ony o’ them daur hurt a hair o’ auld Edie’s head now; I keep the crown 0’ 
the causey when I gae to the borough, and rub shouthers wi’ a bailie wi’ as 
little concern as an he were a brock.”’ 

While the mendicant spoke thus, he was busied in removing a few loose 
stones in one angle of the cave, which obscured the entrance of the staircase 
of which he had spoken, and led the way into it, followed by Lovel in passive 
silence. 

‘The air’s free eneugh,”’ said the old man ; “the monks took care o’ that, 
for they werena a lang-breathed generation, I reckon; they hae contrived 
queer tirlie-wirlie holes, that gang out to the open air, and keep the stair as 
. caller as a kail-blade.” 

Lovel accordingly found the staircase well aired, and, though narrow, it 
was neither ruinous nor long, but speedily admitted them into a narrow 
gallery contrived to run within the side wall of the chancel, from which it 
received air and light through apertures ingeniously hidden amid the florid 
ornaments of the Gothic architecture. 

“This secret passage ance gacd round great part o’ the biggin,” said the 
beggar, ‘“‘and through the wa’ o’ the place I’ve heard Monkbarns ca’ the 
Refractory,” [meaning probably Refectory,| ‘and so awa to the Prior’s ain 
house. It’s hke he could use it to listen what the monks were saying at 
meal-time,—and then he might come ben here and see that they were busy 
skreighing awa wi’ the psalms doun below there ;—and then, when he saw 
a’ was right and tight, he might step awa and fetch in a bonnie lass at the 
cove yonder—for they were queer hands the monks, unless mony lees is 
made on them. But our folk were at great pains lang syne to big up the 
passage in some parts, and pu’ it down in others, for fear o’ some uncanny 
body getting into it, and finding their way down to the cove: it wad hae 
been a fashious job that— by my certie, some o’ our necks wad hae been 
ewking.” 

They now came to a place where the gallery was enlarged into a small 
circle, sufficient to contain a stone seat. A niche, constructed exactly before 
it, projected forward into the chancel, and as its sides were latticed, as it 
were, with perforated stone-work, it commanded a full view of the chancel 
in every direction, and was probably constructed, as Edie intimated, to be a 
convenient watch-tower, from which the superior priest, himself unseen, 
might watch the behaviour of his monks, and ascertain, by personal inspec- 
tion, their punctuai attendance upon those rites of devotion which his rank — 
exempted him from sharing with them. As this niche made one of a regular 
series which stretched along the wall of the chancel, and in no respect differed 
from the rest when seen from below, the secret station, screened as it was — 
by the stone figure of St. Michael and the dragon, and the open tracery 
around the niche, was completely hid from observation. The private pas- 
sage, confined to its pristine breadth, had originally continued beyond this 
seat ; but the jealous precautions of the vagabonds who frequented the cave 
of St. Ruth had caused them to build it carefully up with hewn stones from 
the ruin. 

‘We shall be better here,” said Edie, seating himself on the stone bench, 
and stretching the lappet of his blue gown upon the spot, when he motioned 
Lovel to sit down beside him—‘‘ we shall be better here than doun below ; 
‘the air’s free and mild, and the savour of the wallflewers, and siccan shruhs 
us grow on thae ruined wa’s, is far mair refreshing than the damp smell 
doun below yonder. Thcy smell sweetest by night-time thae flowers, and 
they’re maist aye seen about ruined buildings. Now, Maister Lovel cas 
ery o’ you scholars gie a gnde reason for that?” 


— 
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LLovel replied in the negative. 

“Yam thinking,” resumed the beggar, “that they’ll be like ino..y folk’s 
gude gifts, that often seem maist gracious in adversity—or maybe it’s a 
parable, to teach us no to slight them that are in the darkness of sin and 
the decay of tribulation, since God sends odours to refresh the mirkest hour, 


and flowers and pleasant bushes to clothe the ruined buildings. And now, 


I wad like a wise man to tell me whether Heaven is maist pleased wi’ the 
sight we are looking upon — thae pleasant and quiet lang streaks 0’ moon- 


ate oe 


light that are lying sae still on the floor o’ this auld kirk, and glancing | 
through the great pillars and stanchions o’ the carved windows, and just | 
dancing like on the leaves o’ the dark ivy as the breath 0’ wind shakes it-~- | 
I wonder whether this is mair pleasing to Heaven than when it was lighted | 
up wi’ lamps, and candles nae doubt, and roughies,* and wi’ the mirth and _ 
the frankineent that they speak of in the Holy Scripture, and wi’ organs | 
assuredly, and men and women singers, and sackbuts, and dulcimers, and | 
a’ instruments 0’ music—I wonder if that was acceptable, or whether it is — 
of these grand parafle 0’ ceremonies that holy writ says ‘It is an abomina- | 


tion to me.’ I am thinking, Maister Lovel, if twa puir contrite spirits like 


yours and mine fand grace to make our petition” —— 


Here Lovel laid his hand on the mendicant’s arm, saying — ‘‘ Hush! I | 


heard some one speak.” 

‘“‘T am dull o’ hearing,” answered Edie, in a whisper, “but we’re surely 
safe here — where was the sound ?” 

Lovel pointed to the door of the chancel, which, highly ornamented, 
occupied the west end of the building, surmounted by the carved window, 
which let in a flood of moonlight over it. 

“They can be nane o’ our folk,”’ said Edie, in the same low and cautious 
tone: ‘‘there’s but twa o’ them kens 0’ the place, and they’re mony a mile 
off, if they are still bound on their weary pilgrimage. I'll never think it’s 
the officers here at this time o’ night. JI am nae believer in auld wives’ 
stories about ghaists, though this is gey like a place for them— But mortal, 
or of the other world, here they come !—twa men and a light.” 

And in very truth, while the mendicant spoke, two human figures dark- 
ened with their shadows the entrance of the chancel which had before 
opened to the moon-lit meadow beyond, and the small lantern which one 
of them displayed, glimmered pale in the clear and strong beams of the 
moon, as the evening star does among the lights of the departing day. 
The first and most obvious idea was, that, despite the asseverations of Edie 
Ochiltree, the persons who approached the ruins at an hour so uncommon 
must be the officers of justice in quest of Lovel. But no part of their con- 
duct confirmed the suspicion. A touch and a whisper from the old man 
warned Lovel that his best course was to remain quiet, and watch their 
motions from their present place of concealment. Should anything appear 
to render retreat necessary, they had behind them the private staircase and 
eavern, by means of which they could escape into the wood long before 
any danger of close pursuit. They kept themselves, therefore, as still as 
possible, and observed with eager and anxious curiosity, every accent and 
motion of these nocturnal wanderers. 

After conversing together some time in whispers, the two figures advanced 
into the middle of the chancel; and a voice, which Lovel at once recognised, 
from its tone and dialect, to be that of Dousterswivel, pronounced in a 
louder but still a smothered tone, “ Indeed, mine goot sir, dere cannot be 
one finer hour nor season for dis great purpose. You shall see, mine goot 
sir, dat is all one bibble-babble dat Mr. Oldenbuck says, and dat he knows 
1.) more of what he speaks than one little child. Mine soul! he expects to 
get as rich as one Jew for his poor dirty one hundred pounds, which I care 
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no more abuut, by mine honest wort, than I care for an hundred ‘stivers. 
But to you, my most munificent and reverend patron, I will show all de 
secrets dat art c.n show —ay, de secret of de great Pymander.” : 

“That other ane,” whispered Edie, ‘‘ maun be, according to a’ likelihood. 
Sir Arthur Wardour —I ken naebody but himsell wad come here at this 
_ time at e’en wi’ that German blackguard ;—ane wad think he’s bewitched 
him — he gars him e’en trow that chalk is cheese. Let’s see what they can 
be doing.” 

This cient and the low tone in which Sir Arthur spoke, made 
Lovel lose all Sir Arthur’s answer to the adept, excepting the last three 
emphatic words, “‘ Very great expense ;”’ — to which Dousterswivel at once 
replied — ‘‘ Expenses !—to be sure—dere must be de great expenses. You 
do not expect to reap before you do sow de seed: de expense is de seed — 
de riches and de mine of goot metal, and now de great big chests of plate, 
they are de crop—vary goot crop too, on mine wort. Now, Sir Arthur, 
you have sowed this night one little seed of ten guineas like one pinch of 
snuff, or so big; and if you do not reap de great harvest — dat is, de great 
harvest for de Fhttle pinch of seed, for it must be proportions, you must know 
— then never call one honest man, Herman Dousterswivel. Now you see, 
mine patron — for I will not conceal mine secret from you at all — you see 
this little plate of silver ;—- you know de moon measureth de whole zediack 
in de space of twenty-eight day—every shild knows dat. Well, I take a sil- 
ver plate when she is in her fifteenth mansion, which mansion is de head of 
Libra, and | engrave upon one side de worts, Shesbarschemoth Schartachan— 
dat is de Emblems of de Intelligence of de moon —and I make his picture 
like a flying serpent with a turkey-cock’s head— vary well. Then upon 
this side I make de table of de moon, which is a square of nine, multiplied 
into itself, with eighty-one numbers on every side, and diameter nine — 
dere it is done very proper. Now I will make dis avail me at de change of 
every quarter moon, dat I shall find by de same proportions of expenses I 
lay out in de suffumigations, as nine, to de product of nine multiplied into 
itself— But I shall find no more to-night as may be two or dree times nine, 
because dere is a thwarting power in de house of ascendency.” 

“But, Dousterswivel,” said the simple Baronet, “does not tais look like 
magic ?—I am a true though unworthy son of the Episcopal church, and I 
will have nothing to do with the foul fiend.” 

“Bah! bah !—not a bit magic in it at all—not a bit —It is all founded 
on de planetary influence, and de sympathy and force of numbers. will 
show you much finer dan dis. I do not say dere is not de spirit in it, 
because of de suffumigation; but, if you are not afraid, he shall not be 
invisible.” 

‘“‘T have no curiosity to see him at all,” said the Baronet, whose courage 
seemed, from a certain quaver in his accent, to have taken a fit of the ague. 

“Dat is great pity,” said Dousterswivel; ‘‘I should have liked to show 
you de spirit dat guard dis treasure like one fierce watchdog — but I know 
how to manage him ;— you would not care to see him ?” 

‘“‘Not at all,” answered the Baronet, in a tone of feigned indifference ; 
““T think we have but little time.” 

‘You shall pardon me, my patron; it is not yet twelve, and twelve es 
cise is just our planetary hours; and I could show you de spirit vary well, in 
de meanwhile, just for pleasure. You see [ would draw a pentagon within 
a circle, which is no trouble at.all, and make my suffumigation within 


it, and dere we would be like in one strong castle, and you would hold — 


de sword while [ did say de needful worts. Den you should see de solid 
wall open like de gate of ane city, and den—let me see—ay, you should 
see first one stag pursued by three black greyhounds, and they should pull 
him down as they do at de elector’s great hunting-match ; and den one ugly, 
hittle nasty black negro should -opear and take de stag from them- and 
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saff —all should be gone; den you should hear horns winded dat all de 
ruins should ring—mine wort, they should play fine hunting piece, as goot 
as him you call’d Fischer with his oboi; vary well—den comes one hevald, 
as we call Ernhold, winding his horn—and den come de great Peolphan, 
called de Mighty Hunter of de North, mounted on hims black steed—But 
you would not care to see all this ?’”’* 

““Why, lam not afraid,” answered the poor Baronet, — “if— that 1s — 
does anything—any great mischiefs, happen on such occasions ?” 

‘Bah! mischiefs? no!— sometimes if de circle be no quite just, or de 
beholder be de frightened coward, and not hold de sword firm and straight 
towards him, de Great Hunter will take his advantage, and drag him 
exorcist out of de circle and throttle him. Dat does happens.” 

“Well then, Dousterswivel, with every confidence in my courage and 
your skill, we will dispense with this apparition, and go on to the business 
of the night.” 

“With all mine heart—it is just one thing to me—-and now it is de time 
—hold you de sword till I kindle de little what you call chip.” 

Dousterswivel accordingly set fire to a little pile of chips, touched and 
prepared with some bituminous substance to make them burn fiercely ; and 
when the flame was at the highest, and lightened, with its shortlived glare, 
all the ruins around, the German flung in a handful of perfumes, which 
produced a strong and pungent odour. The exorcist and his pupil both 
were so much affected as to cough and sneeze heartily; and, as the vapour 
floated around the pillars of the building, and penetrated every crevice, it 
produced the same effect on the beggar and Lovel. ‘ 

“Was that an echo?” said the Baronet, astonished at the sternutation 
which resounded from above; ‘“ or’—drawing close to the adept, “can it 
be the spirit you talked of, ridiculing our attempt upon his hidden trea- 
sures ?” 

‘* N—n—no,” muttered the German, who began to partake of his pupil’s 
terrors, “‘I hope not.” 

Here a violent explosion of sneezing, which the mendicant was unable 
to suppress, and which could not be considered by any means as the dying 
fall of an echo, accompanied by a grunting half-smothered cough, con- 
founded the two treasure-seekers. ‘‘ Lord have mercy on us!” said the 
Baronet. 

“* Alle guten Geistern, loben den Herrn!” ejaculated the terrified adept. 
“1 was begun to think,” he continued, after a moment’s silence, “ that this 
would be de bestermost done in de day-light—-we was bestermost to go 
away just now.” 

“You juggling villain!” said the Baronet, in whom these expressions 
awakened a suspicion that overcame his terrors, connected as it was with 
the sense of desperation arising from the apprehension of impending ruin 
— ‘you juggling mountebank! this is some legerdemain trick of yours to 
get off from the performance of your promise, as you have so often done 
before. But, before Heaven! I will this night know what I have trusted 
to when I suffered you to fool me on to my ruin! Go on, then—come fairy, 
come fiend, you shall show me that treasure, or confess yourself a knave 
and an impostor, or, by the faith of a desperate and ruined man, I'll send 
you where you shall see spirits enough.” 

The treasure-finder, trembling between his terror for the supernatural 
beings by whom he supposed himself to be surrounded, and for his life, 


* A great deal of stuff to the same purpose with that placed in the mouth of the German adept, may be 
found in Reginald Scot’s Discovery of Witchcraft, Third Edition, folio, London, 1665. The Appendix is 
entitled, “ An Excellent Discourse of the Nature and Substances of Devils and Spirits, in two Books; the 
First by the aforesaid author (Reginald Scot), the Second now added in this Third Edition as succedaneous 
& tis" former, and conducing to the completing of the whole work.” ‘This Second Book, though stated ag 
sucvedaneous to the first, is, in fact, entirely at variance with it; for the work of Reginald Scot is a com 
pilation of the absurd and superstitious ideas concerning witches so generally entertained at the time, aa 
‘he pretended conclusion is a serious treatise on the various means of conjuring astral spirits. 
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which seemed to be at the mercy of a desperate man, could cnly bring 
out, “Mine patron, this is not the allerbestmost usage. Consider, mine 
honoured sir, that de spirits” —— 

Here Edie, who began to enter into the humour of the scene, uttered an 
extraordinary howl, being an exaltation and a prolongation of the most 
deplorable whine in which he was accustomed to solicit charity. 

Dousterswivel flung himself on his knees—‘“‘ Dear Sir Arthurs, let us go 
or let me go!” 

‘No, you cheating scoundrel!” said the knight, unsheathing the sword 
which he had brought for the purposes of the exorcism, ‘‘ that shift shall 
not serve you— Monkbarns warned me long since of your juggling pranks 
—I will see this treasure before you leave this place, or I will have you 
confess yourself an impostor, or, by Heaven, I’ll run this sword through 
you, though all the spirits of the dead should rise around us!” 

‘For de lofe of Heaven be patient, mine honoured patron, and you 
shall hafe all de treasure as I knows of—yes, you shall indeed—But do not 
speak about de spirits—it makes dem angry.” 

Edie Ochiltree here prepared himself to throw in another groan, but was 
restrained by Lovel, who began to take a more serious interest, as he 
observed the earnest and almost desperate demeanour of Sir Arthur. 
Dousterswivel, having at once before his eyes the fear of the foul fiend, 
and the violence of Sir Arthur, played his part of a conjuror extremely ill, 
hesitating to assume the degree of confidence necessary to deceive the 
latter, lest it should give offence to the invisible cause of his alarm. How- 
ever, after rolling his eyes, muttering and sputtering German exorcisms, 
with contortions of his face and person, rather flowing from the impulse of 
terror than of meditated fraud, he at length proceeded to a corner of the 
_ building where a flat stone lay upon the ground, bearing upon its surface 
the efigy of an armed warrior in a recumbent posture carved in bas-relief. 
He muttered to Sir Arthur, “‘ Mine patrons, it is here—Got save us all !” 

Sir Arthur, who, after the first moment of his superstitious fear was 
over, seemed to have bent up all his faculties to the pitch of resolution 
necessary to carry on the adventure, lent the adept his assistance to turn 
over the stone, which, by means of a lever that the adept had provided, 
their joint force with difficulty effected. No supernatural light burst forth 


from below to indicate the subterranean treasury, nor was there an\ appa- - 


rition of spirits, earthly or infernal. But when Dousterswivel had, with 
great trepidation, struck a few strokes with a mattock, and as hastily 
thrown out a shovelful or two of earth (for they came provided with the 
tools necessary for digging,) something was heard to ring like the sound of 
a falling piece of metal, and Dousterswivel, hastily catching up the sub- 
stance which produced it, and which his shovel had thrown out aiong with 
the earth, exclaimed, ‘‘On mine dear wort, mine patrons, dis is all—it is 
indeed; I mean all we can do to-night ;”—and he gazed round him with a 
cowering and fearful glance, as if to see from what corner the avenger of 
his imposture was to start forth. 

‘Let me see it,” said Sir Arthur; and then repeated, still more sternly, 
““T will be satisfied —I will judge by mine own eyes.” He accordingly 
held the object to the light of the lantern. It was a small case, or casket, 
-—for Lovel could not at the distance exactly discern its shape, which, from 
the Baronet’s exclamation as he opened it, he concluded was filled with 
coin. “Ay,” said the Baronet, “this is being indeed in good luck! and 
if it omens proportional success upon a larger venture, the venture shall be 
made. That six hundred of Goldieword’s, added to the other incumbent 
claims, must have been ruin indeed. If you think we can parry it b 
repeating this experiment — suppose when the moon next changes, —I will 
hazard the necessary advance, come by it how I may.” 

‘“‘Q mine good patrons, do not speak about all dat,” said Dousterswivel. 
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-“as just now, but help me to put de shtone to de rights, and let us begone 
our own ways.” And accordingly, so soon as the stone was replaced, he 
burried Sir Arthur, who was now resigned once more to his guidance 
away from a spot, where the German’s guilty conscience and superstitious 
fears represented goblins as lurking behind each pillar with the purpose of 
punishing his treachery. 

“Saw onybody e’er the like o’ that!” said Edie, when they had disap- 
peared like shadows through the gate by which they had entered — “ saw 
ony creature living e’er the like o’ that!— But what can we do for that 
puir doited deevil of a knight-baronet? Od, he showed muckle mair spunk, 
too, than I thought had been in him—I thought he wad hae sent cauld 
iron through the vagabond — Sir Arthur wasna half sae bauld at Bessie’s- 
apron yon night — but then his blood was up even now, and that makes an © 
unco difference. J hae seen mony a man wad hae felled another an anger 
him, that wadna muckle hae liked a clink against Crummie’s-horn yon 
time. But what’s to be done?” ake 

““T suppose,” said Lovel, ‘his faith in this fellow is entirely restored by 
this deception, which, unquestionably, he had arranged beforehand.” 

**What! the siller?-—— Ay, ay—trust him for that—they that hide ken 
best where to find. He wants to wile him out o’ his last guinea, and then 
escape to his ain country, the land-louper. I wad likeit weel just to hae 
come in at the clipping-time, and gien him a Jounder wi’ my pike-staff; he 
wad hae taen it for a bennison frae some o’ the auld dead abbots. But it’s 
best no to be rash: sticking disna gang by strength, but by the guiding 0’ 
the gully. I’se be upsides wi’ him ae day.” 

‘What if you should inform Mr. Oldbuck ?” said Lovel. 

“Qu, I dinna ken — Monkbarns and Sir Arthur are like, and yet they’re 
no like neither. Monkbarns has whiles influence wi’ him, and whiles Sir 
Arthur cares as little about him as about the like 0’ me. Monkbarns is no 
that ower wise himsell, in some -things ;—— he wad believe a bodle to be an 
auld Roman coin, as he ca’s 14, or a ditch to be a camp, upon ony leasing 
that idle folk made about it. I hae garr’d him trow mony a queer tale 
mysell, gude furgie me. But wi’ a’ that, he has unco little sympathy wi’ 
ither folks ; and he’s snell and dure eneugh in casting up their nonsense to 
them, as if he had nane o’ his ain. He'll listen the hale day, an ye’ll tell 
him about tales o’ Wallace, and Blind Harry, and Davie Lindsay; but ye 
maunna speak to him about ghaists or fairies, or spirits walking the earth, 
or the like o’ that;——he had amaist flung auld Caxon out o’ the window 
(and he might just as weel hae flung awa his best wig after him), for 
threeping he had seen a ghaist at the humlock-knowe. Now, if he was 
taking it up in this way, he wad set up the tother’s birse, and maybe do 
mair ill nor gude— he’s done that twice or thrice about thae mine-warks; 
ye wad thought Sir Arthur had a pleasure in gaun on wi’ them the deeper, 
the mair he was warn’d against it by Monkbarns.” 

“What say you then,” said Lovel, “to letting Miss Wardour know the 
circumstance ?” 

“Qu, puir thing, how could she stop her father doing his pleasure ? — 
and, besides, what wad it help? There’s a sough in the country about that 
six hundred pounds, and there’s a writer chield in Edinburgh has been 
driving the spur-roweis 0’ the law up to the head into Sir Arthur’s sides to 
gar him pay it, and if he canna, he maun gang to jail or flee the country. 
He’s like a desperate man, and just catches at this chance as a’ he has left, 
io escape utter perdition ; so what signifies plaguing the puir lassie about 
what canna be helped? And besides, to say the truth, I wadna like to tell 
the secret o’ this »lace. It’s unco convenient, ye see yoursell, to hae a 
hiding-hole v’ ane’s ain; and though I be out o’ the line o’ needing ane 
e’en now, and trust in the power o’ grace that Pll ne’er do onything to 
nee] ane again, yet naebodv kens what temptation ane may be giep ower 
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to — and, to be brief, I downa bide the thought of onybody kennin about 
the place ;— they say, keep a thing seven year, an’ ye’ll aye find a use 
for’t — and maybe I may need the cove, either for mysell, or for some ither 
body.” 

This argument, in which Edie Ochiltree, notwithstanding his scraps of 
morality and of divinity, seemed to take, perhaps from old habit, a personal 
interest, could not be handsomely controverted by Lovel, who was at that 
moment reaping the benefit of the secret of which the old man appeared to 
be so jealous. 

This incident, however, was of great service to Lovel, as diverting his 
mind from the unhappy occurrence of the evening, and considerably rousing 
the energies which had been stupified by the first view of his calamity. He 
reflected that it by no means necessarily-followed that a dangerous wound 
must be a fatal one —that he had been hurried from the spot even before 
the surgeon had expressed any opinion of Captain M‘Intyre’s situation — 
and that he had duties on earth to perform, even should the very worst be 
true, which, if they could not restore his peace of mind, or sense of innc- 
cence, would furnish a motive for enduring existence, and at the same time 
render it a course of active benevolence.— Such were Lovel’s feelings, 
when the hour arrived when, according to Edie’s calculation— who, by 
some train or process of his own in observing the heavenly bodies, stood — 
independent of the assistance of a watch or timekeeper —it was fitting 
they should leave their hiding-place, and betake themselves to the sea- 
shore, in order to meet Lieutenant Taffril’s boat according to appointment. 

They retreated by the same passage which had admitted them to the 

rior’s secret seat of observation, and when they issued from the grotto 
into the wood, the birds, which began to chirp, and even to sing, announced 
that the dawn was advanced. ‘This was confirmed by the light and amber 
clouds that appeared over the sea, as soon as their exit from the copse per- 
mitted them to view the horizon.— Morning, said to be friendly to the 
muses, has probably obtained this character from its effect upon the fancy 
and feelings of mankind. Even to those who, like Lovel, have spent a 
sleepless and anxious night, the breeze of the dawn brings strength and 
quickening both of mind and body. It was, therefore, with renewed health 
and vigour that Lovel, guided by the trusty mendicant, brushed away the 
dew as he traversed the downs which divided the Den of St. Ruth, as the 
woods surrounding the ruins were popularly called, from the sea-shore. 

The first level beam of the sun, as his brilliant disk began to emerge 
from the ocean, shot full upon the little gun-brig which was lying-to in the 
offing —close to the shore the boat was already waiting, Taffril himself, 
with his naval cloak wrapped about him, seated in the stern. He jumped 
ashore when he saw the mendicant and Lovel approach, and, shaking the 
latter heartily by the hand, begged him not to be cast down. ‘ M‘Intyre’s 
wound,” he said, “was doultful, but far from desperate.” His attention 
had got Lovel’s baggage privately sent on hoard the brig; ‘and,” he said, 
“he trusted that, if Lovel chose to stay with the vessel, the penalty of a 
short sruise would be the only disagreeable consequence of -his rencontre. 
As for himself, his time and motions were a good deal at his own disposal,”’ 
he said, ‘‘ excepting the necessary obligation of remaining on his station.” 

“We will talk of our farther motions,” said Lovel, ‘(as we go on board.” 

Then turning to Edie, he endeavoured to put money into his hand. “T 
think,’”’ said Edie, as he tendered it back again, “the hale folk here have 
either gane daft, or they hae made a vow to ruin my trade, as they say ower 
muckle water drowns the miller. I hae had mair gowd offered me within 
this twa or three weeks than I ever saw in my life afore. Keep the siller, 
lad — ye’ll hae need o’t, ’se warrant ye, and I hae nane; my clacs is nae 
great things, and I get a blue gown every year, and as mony siller groats. 
as the king, God bless him, is years auld— you and I serve the same mag 
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ter, ye ken, Captain Taffril; there’s rigging provided for—and my meat 
and drink I get for the asking in my rounds, or, at an orra time, I can gang 
a day without it, for I make it a rule never to pay for nane ;—so that a’ 
the siller I need is just to buy tobacco and sneeshin, and maybe a dram at 
a, time in a cauld day, though I am nae dram-drinker to be a gaberlunzie ; 
—sae take back your gowd, and just gic me a lily-white shilling.” 

Upon these whims, which he imagined intimately connected with the 
honour of his vagabond profession, Edie was flint and adamant, not to be 
moved by rhetoric or entreaty ; and therefore Lovel was under the necessity 
of again pocketing his intended bounty, and taking a friendly leave of the 
mendicant by shaking him by the hand, and assuring him of his cordial 
gratitude for the very important services which he had rendered him, re- 
commending, at the same time, secrecy as to what they had that night 
witnessed. — “‘ Ye needna doubt that,” said Ochiltree ; ‘‘ I never tell’d tales 
out 0’ yon cove in my life, though mony a queer thing I hae seen in’t.” 

The boat now put off. The old man remained looking after it as it made 
rapidly towards the brig under the impulse of six stout rowers, and Lovel 
beheld him again wave his blue bonnet as a token of farewell ere he turned 
from his fixed posture, and began to move slowly along the sands as if re- 
suming his customary perambulations. 


Chauter the Cwenty-Seroud. 


Wiser Raymond, as in his closet pent, 

’ Laughs at such danger and adventurement, 
When half his lands are spent in golden smoke, 
And now his second hopeful glasse is broke, 
But yet, if haply his third furnace hold, 
Devoteth all his pots and pans to gold.* 


Axovut a week after the adventures commemorated in our last chapter, 
Mr. Oldbuck, descending to his breakfast-parlour, found that his woman- 
kind were not upon duty, his toast not made, and the silver jug, which was 
wont to receive his libations of mum, not duly aired for its reception. 

“This confounded hot-brained boy!” he said to himself; ‘now that he 
begins to get out of danger, I can tolerate this life no longer. All goes to 
sixes and sevens —an universal saturnalia seems to be proclaimed in m 
peaceful and orderly family. I ask for my sister—no answer. I alt 
shout — I invoke my inmates by more names than the Romans gave to their 
deities — at length, Jenny, whose shrill voice I have heard this half-hour 
lilting in the Tartarean regions of the kitchen, condescends to hear me and 
reply, but without coming up-stairs, so the conversation must be continued 


at the top of my lungs.”—Here he again began to hollow aloud — “ Jenny, 
~ where’s Miss Oldbuck ?” : 


‘Miss Grizzy’s in the captain’s room.” 

“Umph! I thought so—and where’s my niece?” 

“Miss Mary’s making the captain’s tea,” 

‘‘Umph! I supposed as much again — and where’s Caxon ?”’ 

‘ Awa to the town about the captain’s fowling-gun and his setting-dog.” 

“And who the devil’s to dress my periwig, you silly jade? — when you 
rvew that Miss Wardour and Sir Arthur were coming here early after 
hy zakfast, how could you let Caxon go on such a Tomfool’s errand ?” 


a morass 


' The author cannot remember where these lines are te be found: perhaps in Bishop Ha.!’s Satires 
M 
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“Mel what could I hinder him ?—your honour wadna hae vs contradict 
the captain e’en now, and him maybe deeing ?” 

“Dying!” said the alarmed Antiquary,— ‘eh! what? has he been 
worse ?” 

‘Na, he’s no nae waur that I ken of.’’* 

“Then he must be better—and what good is a dog and a gun to do here, 
but the one to destroy all my furniture, steal from my larder, and perhaps 
worry the cat, and the other to shoot somebody through the head. He has 
had gunning and pistolling enough to serve him one while, I should think.” 

Here Miss Oldbuck entered the parlour, at the door of which Oldbuck 
was carrying on this conversation, he bellowing downward to Jenny, and 
she again screaming upward in reply. 

“Dear brother,” said the old lady, ‘yell cry yoursell as hoarse as a 
corbie —is that the way to skreigh when there’s a sick person in the 
house ?” 

“‘Upon my word, the sick person’s like to have all the house to himself. 
I have gone without my breakfast, and am like to go without my wig; and 
I must not, I suppose, presume to say I feel either hunger or cold, for fear 
of disturbing the sick gentleman who lies six rooms off, and who feels him- 
self well enough to send for his dog and gun, though he knows I detest 
such implements ever since our elder brother, poor Willieward, marched 
out of the world on a pair of damp feet caught in the Kittlefitting-moss. 
But that signifies nothing; I suppose I shall be expected by and by to lend 
a hand to carry Squire Hector out upon his litter, while he indulges his 
sportsman-like propensities by shooting my pigeons, or my turkeys—I think 
any of the fer nature are safe from him for one while.” 

Miss M‘Intyre now entered, and began her usual morning’s task of ar- 
ranging her uncle’s breakfast, with the alertness of one who is too late in 
setting about a task, and is anxious to make up for lost time. But this did 
not avail her. ‘Take care, you silly womankind—that mum’s too near the 
fire—the bottle will burst; and I suppose you intend to reduce the toast to 
a cinder as a burnt-offering for Juno, or what do you call her—the female 
dog there, with some such Pantheon kind of a name, that your wise brother 
has, in his first moments of mature reflection, ordered up as a fitting inmate 
of my house (I thank him), and meet company to aid the rest of the woman- 
kind of my household in their daily conversation and intercourse with 
him.” : 

“‘Dear uncle, don’t be angry about the poor spaniel; she’s been tied up 
at my brother’s lodgings at Fairport, and she’s broke her chain twice, and 
came running down here to him; and you would not have us beat the faith- 
ful beast away from the door ?—it moans as if it had some sense of pour 
Ilector’s misfortune, and will hardly stir from the door of his room.” 

“Why,” said his uncle, “they said Caxon had gone to Fairport after his 
dog and gun.” 

“OQ dear sir, no,” answered Miss M‘Intyre, “it was to fetch some dress- 
ings that were wanted, and Hector only wished him to bring out his yun, 
as he was going to Fairport at any rate.” 

“Well, then, it is not altogether so foolish a business, considering what 
a mess of womankind have been about it—Dressings, quotha?—and who is 
to dress my wig? — But I suppose Jenny will undertake’? — continued the 
old bachelor, looking at himself in the glass—“to make it somewhat decent 
_ And now let us set tc breakfast—with what appetite we may. Well may 

I say to Hector, as Sir Isaac Newton did to his dog Diamond, when the 
animal (I detest dogs) flung down the taper among calculations which had 
occupied the philosopher for twenty years, and consumed the whole mass 


* It is. 1 believe, a piece of free-masonry, or a point of conscience. among the Scottish owe ot ders, never 
to admit that a patient is dying better. The closest approach to recovery which they car be brought te 
allow 3s, that the party inqu red after is ° Nae waur.” 


OLDBUCK CALLING FOR BREAKFAST.’ 
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of materials — Diamond, Diamond, thou little knowest the misvhief thza 
hast done 1” 

‘“‘T assure you, sir,” replied his niece, ‘“‘my brother is quite sensible ut 
the rashness of his own behaviour, and allows that Mr. Lovel behaved very 
handsomely.” 

** And much good that will do, when he has frightened the lad out of the 
country! I tell thee, Mary, Hector’s understanding, and far more that 
of feminity, is inadequate to comprehend the extent of the loss which he 
has oceasioned to the present age and to posterity —aureum quidem opus— 
a poem on such a subject, with notes illustrative of all that is clear, and all 
that is dark, and all that is neither dark nor clear, but hovers in dusky 
twilight in the region of Caledonian antiquities. I would have made the 
Celtic panegyrists look about them. Fingal, as they conceitedly term Fin- 
Mac-Coul, should have disappeared before my search, rolling himself in his 
cloud like the spirit of Loda. Such an opportunity can hare dly again occur 
to an ancient and grey-haired man; and to see it lost by the madcap spleen 
of a hot-headed boy! But I submit—Heaven’s will be done!” 

Thus continued the Antiquary to maunder, as his sister expressed it, 


during the whole time of breakfast, while, despite of sugar and honey, and | 


all the comforts of a Scottish morning tea-table, his reflections rendered the! 


meal bitter to all who heard them. But they knew the nature of the man. i 


‘“‘ Monkbarns’s bark,” said Miss Griselda Oldbuck, in confidential intercourse | 
with Miss Rebecca Blattergowl, “ig muckle waur than his bite.” 


In fact, Mr. Oldbuck had suffered in mind extremely while his nephew || 


was in actual danger, and now felt himself at liberty, upon his returning 
health, to indulge in complaints respecting the trouble he had been put to, 
and the interruption of his antiquarian labours. Listened to, therefore, in 
respectful silence, by his niece and sister, he unloaded his discontent in 
such grumblings as we have rehearsed, venting many @ sarcasm against 
womankind, soldiers, dogs, and guns, all which implements of noise, dis- 
cord, and tumult, as he called them, he professed to hold in utter abomi- 
nation. 

This expectoration of spleen was suddenly interrupted by the noise of a 
carriage without, when, shaking off ail sullenness at the sound, Oldbuck 
. ran nimbly up stairs and down stairs, for both operations were necessary 
ere he could receive Miss Wardour and her father at the door of his 
mansion. , 

A cordial greeting passed on both sides. And Sir Arthur, referring to 
his previous inquiries by letter and message, requested to be particularly 
informed of Captain M‘ Intyre’s s health. 

“Better than he deserves,” was the answer—“ better than he deserves, 
for disturbing us with his vixen br avis, and breaking God’s peace and the 
kin 

Fike young gentleman,” Sir Arthur said, “‘had been imprudent; but he 
understood they were indebted to him for the detection of a suspicious 
character in the young man Lovel.” 

“No more suspicious than his own,”’ answered the Antiquary, eager in 
his favourite’s defence ;— “the young gentleman was a little foolish and 
heuistrong, and refused to answer Hector’s impertinent interrogatories— 
that is alJ. Lovel, Sir Arthur, knows how to choose his confidants better 
—Ay, Miss Wardour, you may look at me—but it is very true; 
my bosom that he deposited the secret cause of his residence at Fairport : 
and no stone should have been left unturned on my part to assist him in 
the pursuit to which he had dedicated himself.” 

On hearing this magnanimons declaration on the part of the Ol] Anti- 
quary, Miss Wardour ‘changed colour more than once, and could hardly 
trust her own ears. For of all confidants to be selected as the depositary of 
love effairs,—and such she naturelly supposed must have been the subject of 


\ 
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commun .cation,—next to Edie Ochiltree, Oldbuck seemed the most uncouth 
and extracrdinary; nor could she sufficiently admire or fret at the extra- 
ordinary combination of circumstances which thus threw a secret of such a 
delicate nature into the possession of persons so unfitted to be entrusted 
with it. She had next to fear the mode of Oldbuck’s entering upon the 
affair with her father, for such, she doubted not, was his intention. She 
well knew, that the honest gentleman, however vehement in his prejudices, 
had no. great sympathy with those of others, and she had to fear a most 
unpleasant explosion upon an eclaircissement taking place between them. 
It was therefore with great anxiety that she heard her father request 2 pri- 
vate interview, and observed Oldbuck readily arise and show the way to his 
library. She remained behind, attempting to converse with the ladies of 
Monkbarns, but with the distracted feelings of Macbeth, when compelled 
to disguise his evil conscience by listening and replying to the observations 
of the attendant thanes upon the storm of the preceding night, while his 
whole soul is upon the stretch to listen for an alarm of murder, which he 
knows must be instantly raised by those who have entered the sleeping 
apartment of Duncan. But the conversation of the two virtuosi turned on 
a subject very different from that which Miss Wardour apprehended. 

‘“* Mr. Oldbuck,” said Sir Arthur, when they had, after a due exchange of 
ceremonies, fairly seated themselves in the sanctum sanctorum of the Anti- 
quary,—‘‘ you, who know so much of my family matters, may probably be 
surprised at the question I am about to put to you.” 

“Why, Sir Arthur, if it relates to money, I am very sorry, but’”—— 

‘It does relate to money matters, Mr. Oldbuck.” 

“‘Really, then, Sir Arthur,” continued the Antiquary, ‘in the present 
state of the money-market—and stocks being so low’’——— | 

“You mistake my meaning, Mr. Oldbuck,” said the Baronet; “I 
wished to ask your advice about laying out a large sum of money to 
advantage.” 

“The devil!” exclaimed the Antiquary; and, sensible that his involuntary 
ejaculation of wonder was not over and above civil, he proceeded to qualify 
it by expressing his joy that Sir Arthur should have a sum of money to lay 
out when the commodity was so scarce. ‘‘ And as for the mode of employ- 
ing it,” said he, pausing, ‘“‘the funds are low at present, as I said before, 
and there are good bargains of land to be had. But had you not better 
begin by clearing off encumbrances, Sir Arthur ?—There is the sum in the 
personal bond—and the turcve notes of hand,” continued he, taking out of 
the right-hand drawer of his cabinet a certain red memorandum-book, of 
which Sir Arthur, from the experience of former frequent appeals to it, 
abhorred the very sight—‘‘ with the interest thereon, amounting altogether 
to—let me see’””—— 

“To about a thousand pounds,” said Sir Arthur, hastily; “‘ you told me 
the amount the other day.” : 
‘‘ But there’s another term’s interest due since that, Sir Arthur, and it 
amounts (errors excepted) to eleven hundred and thirteen pounds, seven 
shillings, five pennies, and three-fourths of a penny sterling—But look over 

the summation yourself.” 

‘“‘T dare say you are quite right, my dear sir,” said the Baronet, putting 
away the book with his hand, as one rejects the old-fashioned civility that 
presses food upon you after you have eaten till you nauseate — ‘perfectly 
“ight, I dare say ; and in the course of three days or less you shall have the 
full value-—that is, if you choose to accept it in bullion.” 

“Bullion! I suppose ycu mean lead. What the deuce! have we hit on 
the vein then at last? But what could I do with a thousand pounds worth, 
and upwards, of lead? The former abbots of Trotcosey might have roofed 
their church and monastery with it indeed—but for me” 

“By bullion,” said the Baronet, “‘ I mean the precious metals,—gold and 
silver.” 
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“Ay! indeed ?—and from what Eldorado is this treasure to be imported ?” 

“ Not far from hence,” said Sir Arthur, significantly. ‘‘ And now I think 
»f it, you shail see the whole process, on one small condition.” 

“And what is that?” craved the Antiquary. 

“Why, it will be necessary for you to give me your friendly assistance, by 
advancing one hundred pounds or thereabouts.” 

Mr. Oldbuck, who had already been grasping in idea the sum, principa 
and interest, of a debt which hé had long regarded as wellnigh desperate, 
was so much astounded at the tables being so unexpectedly turned upon 
him, that he could only re-echo, in an accent Of woe and surprise, the words, 
“ Advance one hundred pounds !” 

“Yes, my good sir,” continued Sir Arthur; ‘but upon the best possible 
Bec urity of being repaid i in the course of two or three days.” 

There was a pause — either Oldbuck’s netherjaw had not recovered its 
position, so as to enable him to utter a negative, or his curiosity kept him 
silent. 

‘“‘T would not propose to you,” continued Sir Arthur, “to oblige me thus 
far, if I did not possess actual proofs of the reality of those expectations 
which I now hold out to you. <And I assure you, Mr. Oldbuck, that in 
entering fully upon this topic, it is my purpose to show my confidence in 
you, and my sense of your kindness on many former occasions.” 

Mr. Oldbuck professed his sense of obligation, but carefully avoided com- 
mitting himself by any promise of farther assistance. 

‘Mr. Dousterswivel,” said Sir Arthur, ‘ having discovered”—— 

Here Oldbuck broke in, his eyes spar kling with indignation. ‘Sir Arthur, 
I have so often warned you of the knavery of that “yascally quack, that I 
reall) wonder you should quote him to me.’ 

* But listen—listen,” interrupted Sir Arthur in his turn, ‘it will do you 
no harm. In short, Dousterswivel persuaded me to witness an experiment 
which he had made in the ruins of St. Ruth—and what do you think we 
found ?” 

“‘ Another spring of water, I suppose, of which the rogue had beforehand 
taken care to ascertain the situation and source.” 

‘No, indeed—a casket of gold and silver coins—here they are.” 

With that, Sir Arthur drew from his pocket a large ram’s horn, with a 
sopper cover, containing a considerable quantity of coins, chiefly silver, but 
with a few gold pieces intermixed. ‘The Antiquary’s eyes glistened as he 
sagerly spread them out on the table. 

‘*Upon my word—Scotch, English, and foreign coins, of the fifteenth and 
sixteenth centuries, and some of them rar?—et rariores—etiam rarissimi! 
Here is the bonnet-piece of James V., the unicorn of James IT.,—ay, and 

_the gold testoon of Queen Mary, with her head and the Dauphin’s. And 
these were really found in the ruins of St. Ruth?” 

** Most assuredly—my own eyes witnessed it.” 

“Well,” replied Oldbuck, “ but you must tell me the when—the where— 
the how.” 

“The when,” answered Sir Arthur, “was at midnight the last full moon 
--the where, as I have told you, in the ruins of St. Ruth’s priory—the how, 
was by a nocturnal experiment of: Dousterswivel, accompanied only by 
myself.” 

“«Indeed!” said Oldbuck; “and what means of discovery did you 
employ ? ad 

‘Only a simple suffumigation,” said the Baronet, “accompanied by avail- 
ing ourselves of the suitable planetary hour.” 

“Simple suffumigation? simple nonsensification—planetary hour? plane- 
tary fiddlestick! Sapiens dominabitur astris. My dear Sir Arthur, that 
fellow has made a gull of you above ground and under ground, and he would 
have made a gull of you in the air too, if he had been by when you was 
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craned in the devil’s turnpike yonder at Halket-head—to be sure, the trans- 
formation would have been then peculiarly apropos.” 

“Well, Mr. Oldbuck, [am obliged to you for your indifferent opinion of 
my discer nent 5 but I think you “will 2 give me credit for having seen what 
I say I saw.’ 

“Certainly, Sir Arthur,” said the Antiquary, —‘“‘to this extent a‘ least, 
that I know Sir Arthur Wardour will not say he saw anything but what he 
thought he saw.” 

“Well, then,” replied the Baronet, ‘as there is a heaven above us, Mr. 
Oldbuck, I saw, with my own eyes, these coins dug out of the chancel of 
St. Ruth at midnight. And as to Dousterswivel, although the discovery be 
owing to his science, yet, to tell the truth, I do not think he would have 
had firmness of mind {o have gone through with it if I had not been beside 
him.” 

“Ay! indeed?” said Oldbuck, in the tone used when one wishes to hear 
the end of a story before making any comment. 

“ Yes, truly,” continued Sir Arthur—* I assure you I was upon my guard 
—we did hear some very uncommon sounds, that is certain, proceeding 
from among the ruins.’ 

“Oh, you did?” said Oldbuck ; ‘“‘an accomplice hid among them, I sup- 

pose ¢ 99) 
: ‘“‘Not a jot,” said the Baronet ;—‘ the sounds, though of a hideous and 
“ly character, rather resembled those of a man who sneezes vio- 
ently than any other—one deep groan I certainly heard besides; and 
Dousterswivel assures me that he beheld the spirit Peolphan, the Great 
Hunter of the North—(look for him in your Nicolaus Remigius, or Petrus 
Thyr acus, Mr. Oldbuck)—who mimicked the motion of snuff-taking and its 
effects.” 

“These indications, however singular as proceeding from such a per- 
‘sonage, seem to have been apropos to the matter,” said the Antiquary ; 
“for you see the case, which includes these coins, has all the appearance 
of being an old- fashioned Scottish snuffmill. But you persevered, in spite 
of the terrors of this sneezing goblin ?” 

“Why, I think it pr obable that a man of inferior sense or consequency 
might have given way; but I was jealous of an imposture, conscious of the 
duty T owed to my family in maintaining my courage under every contin- 
gency, and therefore I compelled Dousterswivel, by actual and violent 
threats, to proceed with what he was about to do ;—and, sir, the proof of 
his skill and honesty is this parcel of gold and silver pieces, out of which 
I beg you to select such coins or medals as will best suit your collection.” — 

«Why, Sir Arthur, since you are so good, and on condition you will 
permit me to mark the value according to Pinkerton’s catalogue and appre- 


ciation, against your account in my red book, I will with pleasure — 


select” —— 

“Nay,” said Sir Arthur Wardour, “I do not mean you should conside1 
them as anything but a gift of friendship, and least of all would I stand 
ly the valuation of your friend Pinkerton, who has impugned the ancient 
anil trustworthy authorities upon which, as upon venerable and moss-grown 
pillars, the credit of Scottish antiquities reposed.” 

“ Ay, ay,” rejoined Oldbuck, ‘“‘ you mean, I suppose, Mair and Boece, the 


Jachin and Boaz, not of history, but of falsification and forgery. ‘And. 


notwithstanding all you have told me, I look on your friend Dousterswivel — 


to be as apocryphal as any of them.’ 

‘Why then, Mr. Oldbuck,” said Sir Arthur, “ not to awaken old chp 
I suppose you think, that because I believe in the ancient history of my 
country, I have neither eyes nor ears to ascertain what modern events pass 
before me ?” 


“Pardon me, Sir Arthur,” rejoined the Antiquary; ‘but I consi jer all 
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the affectation of terror which this worthy gentleman, your coadjutor, chose 
to play off, as being merely one part of his trick or mystery. And with 
respect to the gold or silver coins, they are so mixed and mingled in country 
and date, that I cannot suppose they could be any genuine hoard, and rather 
suppose them to be, like the purses upon the table of Hudibras’s lawyer+ 


——— Money placed for show, 

Like nest-eggs. to make clients lay, 

And for his false opinions pay.— 
It is the trick of all professions, my dear Sir Arthur. Pray, may I ask 
you how much this discovery cost you ?” 

‘** About ten guineas.” 

“‘And you have gained what is equivalent to twenty in actual bullion, 
and what may be perhaps worth as much more to such fools as ourselves, 
who are willing to pay for curiosity. This was allowing you a tempting 
profit on the first hazard, I must needs admit. And what is the next ven- 
ture he proposes ?” 

“An hundred and fifty pounds ;—I have given him one-third part of the 
money, and J thought it likely you might assist me with the balance.” 

“‘T should think that this cannot be meant as a parting blow— it is not 
of weight and importance sufficient; he will probably let us win this hand 
also, as sharpers manage a raw gamester.— Sir Arthur, I hope you be- 
lieve I would serve you ?” 

“Certainly, Mr. Oldbuck; I think my confidence in you on these ocea- 
sions leaves no room to doubt that.” 

“Well, then, allow me to speak to Dousterswivel. If the money can be 
advanced usefully and advantageously for you, why, for old neighbour- 
hood’s sake, you shall not want it; but if, as I think, I can recover the 
‘reasure for you without making such an advance, you will, I presume, have 
n0 objection |” 

“Unquestionably, I can have none whatsoever.” 

“Then where is Dousterswivel?” continued the Antiquary. 

“To tell you the truth, he is in my carriage below; but knowing your 
prejudice against him” 

“J thank Heaven, I am not prejudiced against any man, Sir Arthur: it 
1s systems, not individuals, that incur my reprobation.” He rang the bell. 
* Jenny, Sir Arthur and I offer our compliments to Mr. Dousterswivel, the 
gentleman in Sir Arthur’s carriage, and beg to have the pleasure of speaking 
with him here.” é 

Jenny departed and delivered her message. It had been by no means a 
part of the project of Dousterswivel to let Mr. Oldbuck into his supposed 
mystery. ~ He had relied upon Sir Arthur’s obtaining the necessary accom- 
modation without any discussion as to the nature of the application, and 
only waited below for the purpose of possessing himself of the deposit as 
soon as possible, for he foresaw that his career was drawing to a close. But 
when summoned to the presence of Sir Arthur and Mr. Oldbuck, he re- 
solved gallantly to put confidence in his powers of impudence, of which, 
the reader may have observed, his natural share was very liberal. 
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Chauter the Gmenty-Chird. 


And this Doctor, 
Yonr sooty smoky-bearded compeer, he 
Will close you so much gold in a bolt’s head, 
And. on a turn, convey in the stead another 
With sublimed mercury, that shall burst i’? the heat, 
And all fly out 22 fumo, —~-— 
THe ALCHEMIST. 


“Ifow do you do, goot Mr. Oldenbuck? and I do hope your young gentle 
nan, Captain M‘Intyre, is getting better again? Ach! it is a bat businesa 
when young gentlemens will put lead balls into each other’s body.” 

‘‘Lead adventures of all kinds are very precarious, Mr. Dousterswivel ; 
but I am happy to learn,” continued the Antiquary, “from my friend 
Sir Arthur, that you have taken up a better trade, and become a discoverer 
of gold.” 

a oh, Mr. Oldenbuck, mine goot and honoured patron should not have 
told a word about dat little matter; for, though I have all reliance — yes, 
indeed, on goot Mr. Oldenbuck’s prudence and discretion, and his great 
friendship for Sir Arthur Wardour — yet, my heavens! it is an great pon- 
derous secret.” 

‘‘More ponderous than any of the metal we shall make by it, I fear,” 
answered Oldbuck. 

‘Dat is just as you shall have de faith and de patience for de grand 
experiment — If you join wid Sir Arthur, as he is put one hundred and 
fifty —see, here is one fifty in your dirty Fairport bank-note — you put one 
other hundred and fifty in de dirty notes, and you shall have de pure gold 
and silver, I cannot tell how much.” 

‘“¢ Nor any one for you, I believe,” said the Antiquary. ‘ But hark you, Mr. 
Dousterswivel: Suppose, without troubling this same sneezing spirit with 
any farther fumigations, we: should go in a body, and having fair day-light 
and gur good consciences to befriend us, using no other conjuring imple- 
ments than good substantial pick-axes and shovels, fairly trench the area 
of the chancel in the ruins of St. Ruth, from one end to the other, and so 
ascertain the existence of this supposed treasure, without putting ourselves 
- to any farther expense —the ruins belong to Sir Arthur himself, so there 
can be no objection—do you think we shall succeed in this way of 
managing the matter?” 

‘“‘ Bah — you will not find one copper thimble — But Sir Arthur will do 


his pleasure. I have showed him how it is possible — very possible — to 


have de great sum of money for his occasions—1 have showed him de real © 


experiment. If he likes not to believe, goot Mr. Oldenbuck, it is nothing 
to Herman Dousterswivel — he only loses de money and de gold and de 
silvers — dat is all.” 

Sir Arthur Wardour cast an intimidated glance at Oldbuck, who, espe- 
cially when present, held, notwithstanding their frequent difference of 
opinion, no ordinary influence over his sentiments. In truth, the Baronet 
felt, what he would not willingly have acknowledged, that his genius stood 
rebuked before that of the Antiquary. He respected him as a shrewd, 
penctrating, sarcastic character—feared his satire, and had some confidence 
in the general soundness of his opinions. He therefore looked at him as 
if desiring his leave before indulging his credulity. Dousterswivel saw he 
was in danger of losing his dupe, unless he could make some favourable 
impression on the adviser, : 


“T know, my goot Mr. Oldenbuck, it is one vanity to speak to you about — 


de spirit and de goblin. But look at this curious horn ;—I[ know you know 
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de curiosity of all de countries, and how de great Oldenburgh norn, as the 
keep still in the Museum at Copenhagen, was given to de Duke of Olden- 
burgh by one female spirit of de wood. Now I could not put one trick on 

ou if I were willing — you who know all de curiosity so well, —and dere 
it is de horn full of coins;—if it had been a box or case, I would have 
said nothing.” 

“ Being a horn,” said Oldbuck, “‘ does indeed strengthen your argument. 
It was an implement of nature’s fashioning, and therefore much used among 
rude nations, although, it may be, the metaphorical horn is more frequent 
in proportion to the progress of civilization. And this present horn,” he 
continued, rubbing it upon his sleeve, ‘“‘is a curious and venerable relic, 
and no doubt was intended to prove a cornucopia, or horn of plenty, te 
some one or other; but whether to the adept or his patron, may be justly 
doubted.” 

“Well, Mr. Oldenbuck, I find you still hard of belief—but let me assure 
you, de monksh understand de magisterium.’ 

‘Let us leave talking of the magisterium, Mr. Dousterswivel, ait think 
a little about the magistrate. Are you aware that this occupation of yours 
‘is against the law of “Scotland, and that both Sir Arthur and myself are in 
the commission of the peace ?” 

“Mine heaven! and what is dat to de purpose when I am doing you all 
de goot I can?” 

“Why, you must know, that when the legislature abolished the cruel 
laws against witchcraft, they had no hope of destroying the superstitious 
feelings of humanity on which such chimeras had been founded; and to 
prevent those feelings from being tampered with by artful and designing 
persons, it is enacted by the ninth of George the Second, chap. 5, that who- 
soever shall pretend, by his alleged skill in any occult or crafty science, to 
discover such goods as are lost, stolen; or concealed, he shall suffer punish- 
ment by pillory and imprisonment, as a common cheat and impostor.” 

** And is dat de laws?” asked Dousterswivel, with some agitation. 

“‘Thyself shall see the act,” replied the Antiquary. 

“Den, gentlemens, I shall take my leave of you, dat is all; I do not like 
to stand on your what you call pillory — it is very bad way to take de air, 
I think ; and I do not like your prisons no more, where one cannot take de 
air at all.” 

“If such be your taste, Mr. Dousterswivel,” said the Antiquary, “I 
advise you to stay where you are, for I cannot let you go, unless it be in the 
society of a constable; and, moreover, I expect you will attend us just now 
to the ruins of St. Ruth ; and point out the place where you propose to find 
this treasure.” 

** Mine heaven, Mr. Oldenbuck! what usage is this to your old friend, when 
I tell you so plain as I can speak, dat if you go now, you will get not so 
much treasure as one poor shabby sixpence ?” 

“‘] will try the experiment, however, and you shall be dealt with accord- 
ing to its success — always with Sir Arthur’s permission.” 

Sir Arthur, during this investigation, had looked extremely embarrassed, 
and, to use a vulgar but expressive phrase, chop-failen. Oldbuck’s obsti- 
nate disbelief led him strongly to suspect the imposture of Dousterswivel, 
and the adept’s mode of keeping his ground was less resolute than he had 
expected. Yet he did not entirely give him up. 

Mr. Oldbuck,” said the Baronet, ‘“‘you do Mr. Dousterswivel less than 
justice. He has undertaken to make this discovery by the use of his art, 
and by applying characters descriptive of the Intelligences presiding over 
the planetary hour in which the experiment is to be made; and you require 
hum to proceed, under pain of punishment, without allowing him the use 
of any uf the preliminaries which he considers as the means of procuring 
success ’ 
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“1 did net say that exactly —I only required him to be present when 
we make the search, and not to leave us during the interval. I fear he may 
have some intelligence with the Intelligences you talk of, and that what- 
ever may be now hidden at Saint Ruth .may disappear before we get 
Sere.” 

‘Well, gentlemens,” said Dousterswivel sullenly, ‘I will make no objec- 
tions to go along with you; but I tell you beforehand, you shall not find 
so much of anything as shall be worth your going twenty yard from your 
own gate.” 

‘We will put that to a fair trial,” said the Antiquary ; and the Baronet’s 
equipage being ordered, Miss Wardour received an intimation from her 
father, that she was to remain at Monkbarns until his return from an airing. 
The young lady was somewhat at a loss to reconcile this direction with the 
communication which she supposed must have passed between Sir Arthur . 
and the Antiquary; but she was compelled, for the present, to remain in 2 
most unpleasant state of suspense. . 

The journey of the treasure-seekers was melancholy enough. Douster- 
swivel maintained a sulky silence, brooding at once over disappointed ex- 
pectation and the risk of punishment; Sir Arthur, whose golden dreams 
had been gradually fading away, surveyed, in gloomy prospect, the impend- 
ing difficulties of his situation ; and Oldbuck, who perceived that his having 
so far interfered in his neighbour’s affairs gave the Baronet a right to expect 
some actual and efficient assistance, sadly pondered to what extent it would 
be necessary to draw open the strings of his purse. Thus each being 
wrapped in his own unpleasant ruminations, there was hardly a word said 
on either side, until they reached the Four Horse-shoes, by which sign the 
little inn was distinguished. They procured at this place the necessary 
assistance and implements for digging, and while they were busy about 
these preparations, were suddenly joined by the old beggar, Edie Ochiltree. 

“The Lord bless your honour,” began the Blue-Gown, with the genuine 
mendicant whine, ‘and long life to you! — well pleased am I to hear that 
young Captain M‘Intyre is like to be on his legs again sune — Think on 
your poor bedesman the day.” . 

“‘ Aha, old true-penny!” replied the Antiquary. ‘“‘ Why, thou hast never 
come to Monkbarns since thy perils by rock and flood —here’s somethin 
for thee to buy snuff,’ —and, fumbling for his purse, he pulled out at the 
same time the horn which enclosed the coins. 

‘‘ Ay, and there’s something to pit it in,” said the mendicant, eyeing the 
ram’s horn—‘‘ that loom’s an auld acquaintance o’ mine. I could take my 
aith to that sneeshing-mull amang a thousand—lI carried it for mony a year, 
till I niffered it for this tin ane wi’ auld George Glen, the dammer and 
sinker, when he took a fancy till’t doun at Glen-Withershins yonder.” 

‘Ay! indeed?” said Oldbuck ;— ‘so you exchanged it with a miner? 
but I presume you never saw it so well filled before” —and opening it, he 
showed the coins. 

‘“'Troth, ye may swear that, Monkbarns: when it was mine, it ne’er had 
abune the like o’ saxpenny worth o’ black rappee in’t at ance. But I 
r>ckon ye’ll be gaun to mak an antic o’t, as ye hae dune wi’ mony an orra 
thing besides. Od, I wish onybody wad mak an antic o’ me; but mony 
ane will find worth in rousted bits 0’ capper and horn and airn, that care 
unco little about an auld carle o’ their ain country and kind.” 

“You may now guess,” said Oldbuck, turning to Sir Arthur, “to whose 
good offices you were indebted the other night. To trace this cornucopia of 
yours to a miner, is bringing it pretty near a friend of ours—I hope we 
shall be as successful this morning, without paying for it.” 

‘And whare is your honours gaun the day,” said the mendicant, “ wi’ a’ 
your picks and shules ?— Qd, this will be some o’ your tricks, Monkbsrns ; 
ye’ll be for whirling some o’ the auld monks down by yonder out wo’ their 
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graves afore they hear the last call— but, wi’ your leave, I’se follow ye at 
ony. rate, and see what ye mak o’t.” 

he party soon arrived at the ruins of the priory, and, having gained the 
chancel, stood still to consider what course they were to pursue next. The 
Antiquary, meantime, addressed the adept. 

“ Pray, Mr. Dousterswivel, what is your advice in this matter? Shall we 
have most likelihood of success if we dig from east to west, or from west to 
east ? — or will you assist us with your triangular,vial of May-dew, or with 
your divining-rod of witches-hazel?—or will you have the goodness to 
supply us with a few thumping blustering terms of art, which, if they fail 
in our present service, may at least be userul to those who have not the hap- 
piness to be bachelors, to still their brawling children withal ?” 

“Mr. Oldenbuck,” said Dousterswivel, doggedly, “I have told you already 
you will make no good work at all, and I will find some way of mine own 
to thank you for your civilities to me — yes, indeed.” 

“Tf your honours are thinking of tirling the floor,” said old Edie, “and 
wad but take a puir body’s advice, I would begin below that muckle stane 
that has the man there streekit out upon his back in the midst 0’t.” 

‘*[ have some reasons for thinking favourably of that plan myself,” said 
the Baronet. 

“‘ And I have nothing to say against it,” said Oldbuck: ‘it was not un- 
usual to hide treasures in the tombs of the deceased—many instances might 
be quoted of that from Bartholinus and others.” 

The tomb-stone, the same beneath which the coins had been found by Sir 
Arthur and the German, was once more forced aside, and the earth gave 
easy way to the spade. : 

“Tt’s travell’d earth that,” said Kdic, ‘“‘it howks sae eithly ;—I ken it 
weel, for ance I wrought a simmer wi’ auld Will Winnet, the bedral, and 
howkit mair graves than ane in my day; but I left him in winter, for it was 
unco cald wark ; and then it cam a green Yule, and the folk died thick and 
fast-—for ye ken a green Yule makes a fat kirkyard; and I never cowed to 
bide a hard turn o’ wark in my life—sae aff I gaed, and left Will & dele 
his last dwellings by himsell for Edie.” 

The diggers were now so far advanced in their labours as to discover that 
the sides of the grave which they were clearing out had been originally 
secured by four walls of freestone, forming a parallelogram, for the recep- 
tion, probably, of the coffin. 

“It is worth while proceeding in our labours,” said the Antiquary to Sir 
Arthur, ‘were it but for curiosity’s sake. I wonder on whose sepulchre 
they have bestowed such uncommon pains.” 
~ “'The arms on the shield,” said Sir Arthur, and sighed as he spoke it, 
‘“‘are the same with those on Misticot’s tower, supposed to have been built 
by Malcolm the usurper. No man knew where he was buried, and there 
is an old prophecy in our family, that bodes us no good when his grave 
shall be discovered.” 

“T wot,” said the beggar, ‘‘ I have often heard that when I was a bairn— 


If Malcolm the Misticot’s grave were fun’, 
The lands of Knockwinnock were lost and won.” 


Oldbuck, with his spectacles on his nose, had already knelt down on the 
monument, and was tracing, partly with his eye, partly with his finger, the 
mouldered devices upon the effigy of the deceased warrior. ‘‘It.is the 
Knockwinnock arms, sure enough,” he exclaimed, “ quarterly with the coat 
of Wardour.” 

* Richard, called the Red-handed Wardour, married Sybil Knoekwinnock, 
the heiress of the Saxon family, and by that alliance,” said Sir Arthu1, 


“brought the castle and estate into the name of Wardour, in the year of 
God 1150.” 
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“Very true, Sir Arthur; and here is the baton-sinister, the mark of 
illegitimacy, extended diagonally through both coats upon the shield. 
Where can our eyes have been, that they did not see this cuzious morament 
before ?” 

“Na, whare was the through-stane, that it didna come before our een till 
e’enow ?”’ said Ochiltree; ‘“‘for I hae ken’d this auld kirk, man and bairn, 
for saxty lang years, and I ne’er noticed it afore; and it’s nae sic mote 
neither, but what ane might see it in their parritch.” 

All were now induced to tax their memory as to the former state of the 
ruins in that corner of the chancel, and all agreed in recollecting a consi- 
derable pile of rubbish which must have been removed and spread abroad 
in order to make the tomb visible. Sir Arthur might, indeed, have remem- 
bered seeing the monument on the former occasion, but his mind was too 
much agitated to attend to the circumstance as a novelty. 

While the assistants were engaged in these recollections and discussions, 
the workmen proceeded with their labour. They had already dug to the 
depth of nearly five feet, and as the flinging out the soil became more and 
more difficult, they began at length to tire of the job. 

‘“We’re down to the till now,” said one of them, ‘and the ne’er a coffin 
or onything else is here —some cunninger chiel’s been afore us, I reckon ;” 
—and the labourer scrambled out of the grave. 

“ Wout, lad,” said Edie, getting down in his room -— “let me try my hand 
for an auld bedral ; — ye’re gude seekers, but ill finders.” 

So soon as he got into the grave, he struck his pike-staff forcibly down ; 
it encountered resistance in its descent, and the beggar exclaimed, like a 
Scotch schoolboy when he finds anything, ‘‘ Nae halvers and quarters — 
hale o’ mine ain and nane 0’ my neighbour’s.” 

Everybody, from the dejected Baronet to the sullen adept, now caught 
the spirit of curiosity, crowded round the grave, and would have jumped 
into it, could its space have contained them. The labourers, who had begun 
to flag in their monotonous and apparently hopeless task, now resumed 
their tools, and plied them with all the ardour of expectation. Their shovels 
soon grated upon a hard wooden surface, which, as the earth was cleared 
away, assumed the distinct form of a chest, but greatly smaller than that 
of a coffin. Now all hands were at work to heave it out of the grave, and 
all voices, as it was raised, proclaimed its weight and augured its value. 
They were not mistaken. 

When the chest or box was placed on the surface, and the lid forced up 
by a pick-axe, there was displayed first a coarse canvass cover, then a quan- 
tity of oakum, and beneath that a number of ingots of silver. A general 
exclamation hailed a discovery so surprising and unexpected. The Baronet 
threw his hands and eyes up to heaven, with the silent rapture of one who 
is delivered from inexpressible distress of mind. Oldbuck, almost unable to 
credit his eyes, lifted one piece of silver after another. There was neither 
inscription nor stamp upon them, excepting one, which seemed to be Spanish. 
{ie could have no doubt of the purity and great value of the treasure before 
him. Still, however, removing piece by piece, he examined row by row, 
expecting to discover that the lower layers were of inferior value; but he 
could perceive no difference in this respect, and found himself corapelled to 
alimit that Sir Arthur had possessed himself of bullion to the value perhaps 
of a thousand pounds sterling. Sir Arthur now promised the assistants a 
handsome recompense for their trouble, and began to busy himself about 
the mode of conveying this rich windfall to the Castle of Knockwinnock, 
when the adept, recovering from his surprise, which had equalled that 
exhibited by any other individual of the party, twitched his sleeve, and 
having offered his humble congratulations, turned next to Oldbuck with an 
air of triumph. | 


“T did tell you, my goot friend Mr. Oldenbuck, dat I was to seek oppor : 
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tunity to thank you for your civility ; now do you not think I have found 
out vary goot way to return thanks?” 

“Why, Mr. Dousterswivel, do you pretend to have had any hand in our 
good success ?— you forget you refused us all aid of your science, man; 
and you are here without your weapons that should have fought the battle 
which you pretend to have gained in our behalf: you have used neither 
charm, lamen, sigil, talisman, spell, crystal, pentacle, magic mirror, nor 
geomantic figure. Where be your periapts, and your abracadabras, man? 
your Mayfern, your vervain, 


Your toad, your crow, your dragon, and your panther, 
Your stn, your moon, your firmament, your adrop, 
Your Lato, Azoch, Zernich, Chibrit, Heautarit, 
With all your broths, your menstrues, your materials 
Would burst a man to name 1——— 

Ah! rare Ben Jonson! long peace to thy ashes for a scourge of the quacks - 

of thy day !— who expected to see them revive in our own ?” 

The answer of the adept to the Antiquary’s tirade we must defer to our 


n2xt chapter. 


Chapter the Cmenty-Fourth. 


Clause,—You now shall know the king 0’ the beggars’ treasure :—= 
Yes—ere to-morrow you shall find your harbour : 
Here,—fail me not, for if I live ’'ll fit you. 

THE Becear’s Busn. 


Taz German, determined, it would seem, to assert the vantage-ground on 
which the discovery had placed him, replied with great pomp and stateli- 
ness to the attack of the Antiquary. 

“ Maister Oldenbuck, all dis may be very witty and comedy, but I have 
nothing to say—nothing at all—to people dat will not believe deir own eye- 
sights. It is vary true dat I ave not any of de things of de art, and it 
makes de more wonder what I has done dis day. But I would ask of you, 
mine honoured and goot and generous patron, to put your hand into your 
right-hand waistcoat pocket, and show me what you shall find dere.” 

Sir Arthur obeyed his direction, and pulled out a small plate of silver 
which he had used under the adept’s auspices upon the former occasion. 
“It is very true,” said Sir Arthur, looking gravely at the Antiquary; ‘this 
is the graduated and calculated sigil by which Mr. Dousterswivel and I 
regulated our first discovery.” 

“Pshaw! pshaw! my dear friend,” said Oldbuck, ‘you are too wise to 
believe in the influence of a trumpery crown-piece, beat out thin, and a 
oe ened scratches upon it. I tell thee, Sir Arthur, that if Dousterswivel 

had known where to get this treasure himself, you would not have been lord 
of the least share of it.” 

“In troth, please your honour,” said Edie, who put in his word on all 
occasions, “I think, since Mr. Dunkerswivel has had sae muckle merit in 
discovering a’ the gear, the least ye can do is to gie him that 0’t that’s left 
behind for his labour; for doubtless he that kend where to find sae muckle 

will hae nae difficulty to find mair.” 

Dousterswivel’s brow grew very dark at this proposal of leaving him to 

his “ain purchase,” as Ochiltree expressed it; but the beggar, drawing him 
aside, whispered a word or two in his ear, to which he seemed to give 
serivus attention. | 
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Meanwhile Sir Arthur, his heart warm with his good fortune, said aloud, 
‘Never mind our friend Monkbarns, Mr. Dousterswivel, but come to the 
Castle to-morrow, and I’ll convince you that I am not ungrateful for the 
hints you have given me about this matter —and the fifty Fairport dirty 
notes, as you call them, are heartily at your service. Come, my lads, get 
the cover of this precious chest fastened up again.” 

But the cover had in the confusion fallen aside among the rubbish, or the 
loose earth which had been removed from the grave—in short, it was noé 
to be seen. 

‘Never mind, my good lads, tie the tarpaulin over it, and get it away to 
the carriage. — Monkbarns, will you walk? I must go back your way to 
take up Miss Wardour.” : 

‘“‘ And, I hope, to take up your dinner also, Sir Arthur, and drink a glass 
of wine for joy of our happy adventure. Besides, you should write about 
the business to the Exchequer, in ease of any interference on the part of 
the Crown. As you are lord of the manor, it will be easy to get a deed of 
gift, should they make any claim. We must talk about it, though.” 

* And I particularly recommend silence to all who are present,” said Sir 
Arthur, looking round. / All bowed, and professed themselves dumb. 

“Why, as to that,” said Monkbarns, ‘recommending secrecy where @ 
dozen of people are acquainted with the circumstance to be concealed, is 
only putting the truth in masquerade, for the story will be eireulated under 
twenty different shapes. But never mind—we will state the true one to the 
Barons, and that is all that is necessary.” 

“‘T incline to send off an express to-night,” said the Baronet. 

“‘T can recommend your honour to a sure hand,” said Ochiltree ; “little 
Davie Mailsetter, and the butcher’s reisting powny.” 

“We will talk over the matter as we go to Monkbarns,” said Sir Arthur. 
“My lads” (to the work-people), ‘‘come with me to the Four Horse-shees, 
that I may take down all your names.—Dousterswivel, I won’t ask you to 
go down to Monkbarns, as the laird and you differ so widely in opinion ; 
but do not fail to come to see me to-morrow.” 

Dousterswivel growled out an answer, in which the words, “ duty,” — 
“mine honoured patron,’”’—and “wait upon Sir Arthurs,”’—were alone dis- 
tinguishable; and after the Baronet and his friend had left the ruins, 
followed by the servants and workmen, who, in hope of reward and whisky, 
joyfully attended their leader, the adept remained in a brown study by the 
side of the open grave. 

‘Who was it as could have thought this?” he ejaculated unconsciously. 
‘‘ Mine heiligkeit! I have heard of such things, and often spoken of such 
things—but, sapperment! I never thought to see them! And if I had gone 
but two or dree feet deeper down in the earth—mein himmel! it had been 
mine own—so much more as I have been muddling about to get from this 
fool’s man.” 

Here the German ceased his soliloquy, for, raising his eyes, he encoun- 
tered those of Edie Ochiltree, who had not followed the rest of the company, 
but, resting as usual on his pike-staff, had planted himself on the other side 
of the grave. The features of the old man, naturally shrewd and expressive 
almost to an appearance of knavery, seemed in this instance so keenly 
knowing, that even the assurance of Dousterswivel, though a professed ad- 
venturer, sunk beneath their glances. But he saw the necessity of an 
oclaircissement, and, rallying his spirits, instantly began to sound the men- 
dicant on the occurrences of the day. ‘‘Goot Maister Edies Ochiltrees’””——- 

‘Edie Ochiltree, nae maister— your puir bedesman and the king’s,” 
answered the Blue-Gown. 

“* Awell den, goot Edie, what do you think of all dis ?” 

“‘T was just thinking it was very kind (for I darena say very simple) o’ 
your honour to gie thae two rich gentles, wha hae lands and '‘airdships, and | 
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siller without end, this grand pose o’ silver and treasure (three times tried 
in the fire, as the Scripture expresses it), that might hae made yoursell and 
ony twa or three honest bodies beside, as happy and content as the day was 
lang.” 

_ “Indeed, Fdie, mine honest friends, dat is very true; only I did not 
know, dat is, | was not sure, where to find de gelt myself.” 

“What! was it not by your honour’s advice and counsel that Monkbarns 
and the Knight of Knockwinnock came here then ?” 

‘“‘Aha—yes ; but it was by another circumstance. I did not know dat dey 
would have found de treasure, mine friend; though I did guess, by such a 
tintamarre, and cough, and sneeze, and groan, among de spirit one other 
night here, dat there might be treasure and bullion hereabout. Ach, mein 
himmel! the spirit will hone and groan over his gelt, as if he were a Dutch 
burgomaster counting his dollars after a great dinner at the Stadthaus.” 

‘“‘ And do you really believe the like o’ that, Mr. Dusterdeevil ?—a skeelfu’ 
man like you—hout fie!” 

‘“‘Mein friend,” answered the adept, forced by circumstances to speak 
something nearer the truth than he generally used to do, “I believed it no 
more than you and no man at all, till I did hear them hone and moan and 
groan myself on de oder night, and till I did this day see de cause, which 
was an great chest all full of de pure silver from Mexico—and what would 
you ave me think den?” 

‘“‘And what wad ye gie to ony ane,” said Edie, ‘that wad help ye to sic 
another kistfu’ o’ silver?” 

‘‘Give !—mein himmel!—one great big quarter of it.” 

‘* Now, if the secret were mine,” said the mendicant, ‘‘I wad stand out 
for a half; for you see, though I am but a puir ragged body, and couldna 
earry silver or gowd to sell for fear o’ being taen up, yet I could find mony 
folk would pass it awa for me at unco muckle easier profit than ye’re 
thinking on.” 

‘* Ach, himmel!— Mein goot friend, what was it I said?—I did mean to 
say you should have de tree quarter for your half, and de one quarter to be 
my fair half.” 

“No, no, Mr. Dusterdeevil, we will divide equally what we find, like 
brother and brother. Now look at this board that I just flung into the dark 
aisle out o’ the way, while Monkbarns was glowering ower a’ the silver 
yonder. He’s a sharp chiel Monkbarns—I was glad to keep the like o’ this 
out 0’ his sight. Ye’ll maybe can read the character better than me—I am 
nae that book-learned, at least I’m no that muckle in practice.” 

With this modest declaration of ignorance, Ochiltree brought forth from 
behind a pillar the.cover of the box or chest of treasure, which, when forced 
from its hinges, had been carelessly flung aside during the ardour of curi- 
osity to ascertain the contents which it concealed, and had been afterwards; 
as it seems, secreted by the mendicant. There was a word and a number 
upon the plank, and the beggar made them more distinct by spitting upon 
his ragged blue handkerchief, and rubbing off the clay by which the in- 
acription was obscured. It was in the ordinary black letter. 

“Can ye mak ought 0’t?” said Edie to the adept. 

* S,” said the philosopher, like a child getting his lesson in the primer— 
“S, T, A, R, C, H,—Starch !—dat is what de women-washers put into de 
-neckerchers, and de shirt collar.” 

“Starch !” echoed Ochiltree; ‘na, na, Mr. Dusterdeevil, ye are mair of a 
conjuror than a clerk— it’s search, man, search—See, there’s the Ye clear 
and distinct.” 

“ Aha! I see it now—it is search—number one. Mein himmel! then 
there must be a number two, mein goot friend; for search is what you call 
to seek and dig, and this is but nwmber one !—Mine wort, there is one great 
vig prize in de wheel for us, goot Maister Ochiltree.” 
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“Awewl, it maybe sae; but we canna howk for’t enow—we hae nae 
shules, fur they hae taen them a’ awa—and it’s like some o’ them will be 
sent back to fling the earth into the hole, and mak a’ things trig again 
But an ye’ll sit down wi’ me a while in the wood, I’se satisfy your honour 
that ye hae just lighted on the only man in the country that could hae tauld 
about Malcolm Misticot and his hidden treasure—But first we’ll rub out the 
letters on this board, for fear it tell tales.” . 

And, by the assistance of his knife, the beggar erased and defaced the 
characters so as to make them quite unintelligible, and then daubed the 
board with clay so as to obliterate all traces of the erasure. 

Dousterswivel stared at him in ambiguous silence. There was an intel- 
ligence and alacrity about all the old man’s movements, which indicated a 
person that could not be easily overreached, and yet (for even rogues ac- 
knowledge in some degree the spirit of precedence) our adept felt the dis- 
grace of playing a secondary part, and dividing winnings with so mean an 
associate. lis appetite for gain, however, was sufficiently sharp to over- 
power his offended pride, and though far more an impostor than a dupe, he 
was not without a certain degree of personal faith even in the gross super- 
stitions by means of which he imposed upon others. Still, being accus- 
tomed to act as a leader on such occasions, he felt humiliated at feeling 
himself in the situation of a vulture marshalled to his prey by a carrion- 
crow. — “ Let me, however, hear this story to an end,” thought Douster- 
swivel, ‘and it will be hard if I do not make mine account in it better as 
Maister Edie Ochiltrees makes proposes.” 

The adept, thus transformed into a pupil from a teacher of the mystic 
art, followed Ochiltree in passive acquiescence to the Prior’s Oak—a spot, 
as the reader may remember, at a short distance from the ruins, where the 
German sat down, and in silence waited the old man’s communication. 

‘‘*Maister Dustandsnivel,” said the narrator, “it?s an unco while since I 
heard this business treated anent ;—for the lairds of Knockwinnock, neither 
Sur Arthur, nor his father, nor his grandfather—and I mind a wee bit about 
them a’—liked to hear it spoken about; nor they dinna like it yet— But 
nae matter; ye may be sure it was clattered about in the kitchen, like ony- 
thing else in a great house, though it were forbidden in the ha’—and sae I 
hae heard the circumstance rehearsed by auld servants in the family; and 
in thir present days, when things o’ that auld-warld sort arena keepit in 
mind round winter fire-sides as they used to be, I question if there’s ony- 
body in the country can tell the tale but mysell — aye out-taken the laird 
though, for there’s a parchment book about it, as I have heard, in the 
charter-room at Knockwinnock Castle.” > 

“Weel, all dat is vary well —but get you on with your stories, mine goot 
friend,’ said Dousterswivel. 

‘. ‘ Aweel, ye see,” continued the mendicant, ‘this was a job in the auld 
times o’ rugging and riving through the hale country, when it was ilka ane 
for himsell, and God for us a’—when nae man wanted property if he had 
strength to take it, or had it langer than he had power to keep it. It was 
just he ower her, and she ower him, whichever could win upmost, a’ through 
the east country here, and nae doubt through the rest o’ Scotland in the 
self and same manner. 

‘“‘Sae, in these days Sir Richard Wardour came into the land, and that 
was the first 0’ the name ever was in this country. There’s been mony of 
them sin’ syne; and the maist, like him they ca’d Hell-in-Harness, and the 
rest o’ them, are sleeping down in yon ruins. They were a proud dour set 
o’ men, but unco brave, and aye stood up for the weel o’ the country, God - 
sain them a’—there’s no muckle popery in that wish. They ca’d them 
the Norman Wardours, though they cam frae the south to this country. 
So this Sir Richard, that they ca’d Red-hand, drew up wi’ the auld Knock 
winnock o’ that day—for then they were Knockwinnocks of that Iik—anéd 
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wad fain marry his only daughter, that was to have the castle and ths land. 
Laitn, laith was the lass—(Sybil Knockwinnock they ca’d her that tauld ma 
the tale) —laith, laith was she to gae into the match, for she had fa’en a 
wee ower thick wi’ a cousin o’ her ain that her father had some ill-will to , 
and sae it was, that after she had been married to Sir Richard jimp four 
months—for marry him she maun, it’s ike—ye’ll no hinder her gieing them 
a present o’ a bonny knave bairn. Then there was siccan a Ga’-thro’, as 
the like was never seen; and she’s be burnt, and he’s be slain, was the best 
words ©’ their mouths. But it was a’ sowdered up again some gait, and 
the bairn was sent awa, and bred up.near the Highlands, and grew up to 
he a fine wanle fallow, like mony ane that comes o’ the wrang side o’ the 
blanket; and Sir Richard wi’ the Red-hand, he had a fair offspring o’ his 
ain, and a’ was lound and quiet till his head was laid in the ground. But 
then down came Malcolm Misticot—(Sir Arthur says it should be Misbegot, 
but they aye ca’d him Misticot that spoke o’t lang syne) —down came this 
Malcolm, the love-begot, frae Glen-isla, wi’ a string o’ lang-legged High- 
landers at his heels, that’s aye ready for onybody’s mischief, and he threeps 
the castle and lands are his ain as his mother’s eldest son, and turns a’ the 
Wardours out to the hill. There was a sort of fighting and blude-spilling 
about it, for the gentles took different sides ; but Malcolm had the uppermost 
for a lang time, and keepit the Castle of Knockwinnock, and strengthened 
it, and built that muckle tower that they ca’ Misticot’s tower to this day.” 

“Mine goot friend, old Mr. Edie Ochiltree,” interrupted the German, 
‘this is all as one like de long histories of a baron of sixteen quarters in 
mine countries; but I would as rather hear of de silver and gold.” 

“Why, ye see,” continued the mendicant, ‘this Malcolm was weel helped 
by an uncle, a brother o’ his father’s, that was Prior o’ St. Ruth here; and 
muckle treasure they gathered between them, to secure the succession of 
their house in the lands of Knockwinnock. Folk said that the monks in 
thae days had the art of multiplying metals—at ony rate, they were very 
rich. At last it came to this, that the young Wardour, that was Red-hand’s 
son, challenged Misticot to fight with him in the lists, as they ca’d them— 
that’s no lists or tailor’s runds and selvedges o’ claith, but a palin’-thing 
they set up for them to fight in like game-cocks. Aweel, Misticot was 
beaten, and at his brother’s mercy——but he wadna touch his life, for the 
blood of Knockwinnock that was in baith their veins: so Malcolm was com- 
pelled to turn a monk, and he died soon after in the priory, of pure despite 
and vexation. Naebody ever kenn’d whare his uncle the prior earded him, 
or what he did wi’ his gowd and silver, for he stood on the right o’ hailie 
kirk, and wad gie nae account to onybody. But the prophecy gat abroad 
in the country, that whenever Misticot’s grave was fund out, the estate of 
Knockwinnock should be lost and won.” 

“Ah! mine goot old friend, Maister Edie, and dat is not so very unlikely, 
if Sir Arthurs will quarrel wit his goot friends to please Mr. Oldenbuck— 
And so you do tink dat dis golds and silvers belonged to goot Mr. Malcolm 
Mishdigoat ?” 

‘““Troth do I, Mr. Dousterswivel.” 

“* And you do believe dat dere is more of dat sorts behind ?” 

‘By my certie do [— How can it be otherwise ? — Search — No. [.—that 
is as muckle as to say, search and ye’ll find number twa. Besides, yon 
kist is only silver, and I aye heard that Misticot’s pose had muckle yellow 
gowd in’t.” 

‘Den, mine goot friends,” said the adept, jumping up hastily, “why do 
we not set about our little job directly ?” 

‘For twa gude reasons,” answered the beggar, who quietly kept his sitting 
wosture ;—‘‘ first, because, as I said before, we have naething to dig wi’, fo: 
they hae taen awa the picks and shules; and, secondly, because there will he 
a wheen idle gowks coming to glower at the hole as lang as it is daylight, 
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and maybu the laird may send somebody to fill it up—and ony way we wad 
be catched. Batif you will meet me on this place at twal o’clock wi a dark 
lantern, Pll hae tools ready, and we’ll gang quietly about our job our twa 
sells, and naebody the wiser for’t.”’ 

‘‘ Be—be —but, mine goot friend,” said Dousterswivel, from whose recol- 
lection his former nocturnal adventure was not to be altogether erased, even 
by the splendid hopes which Edie’s narrative held forth, “it is not so goot — 
or so safe to be about goot Maister Mishdigoat’s grabe at dat time of night — 
—you have forgot how I told you de spirits did hone and mone dere. I do 
assure you, dere is disturbance dere.” 

“Tf ye’re afraid of ghaists,’’ answered the mendicant, coolly, “ lll do the 
job mysell, and bring your share o’ the siller to ony place ye like to 
appoint.” 

‘“* No—no—mine excellent old Mr. Edie,—too much trouble for you—I will 
not have dat—I will come myself—and it will be bettermost; for, mine old 
friend, it was I, Herman Dousterswivel, discovered Maister Mishdigoat’s 
grave when I was looking for a place as to put away some little trumpery 
coins, just to play one little trick on my dear friend Sir Arthur, for a little 
sport and pleasures. Yes, I did take some what you call rubbish, and did 
discover Maister Mishdigoat’s own monumentsh—Its like dat he meant I 
should be his heirs—so it would not be civility in me not to come mineself 
for mine inheritance.” 

‘‘ At twal o’clock, then,”’ said the mendicant, “we meet under this tree. 
Pll watch for a while, and see that naebody meddles wi’ the grave — it’s 
only saying the lairds forbade it—then get my bit supper frae Ringan the - 
poinder up by, and leave to sleep in his barn; and I’1] slip out at night, and 
ne’er be mist.” 

“Do so, mine goot Maister Edie, and I will meet you here on this very 
place, though all de spirits should moan and sneeze deir very brains out.” 

So saying, he shook hands with the old man, and, with this mutual pledge 
of fidelity to their appointment, they separated for the present. 


. 


Chagter the Cmenty- Filth. 


—W——— See thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots; angels imprisoned 
Set thou at liberty 
Bell, book, and candle, shall not drive me back, 
If gold and silver beckon to come on.——— 

Kine JOHN, 


THe night set in stormy, with wind and occasional showers of rain. 
‘Eh, sirs,”’ said the old mendicant, as he took his place on the sheltered 
side of the large oak-tree to wait for his associate — “ Eh, sirs, but human 
nature’s a wilful and wilyard thing !— Is it not an unco luere 0’ gain wad 
bring this Dousterdivel out in a blast o’ wind like this, at twal o’¢lock at 
night, to thir wild gousty wa’s ?—and amna I a bigger fule than himsell to 
bide here waiting for him ?”’ ; 

Having made these sage reflections, he wrapped himself close in his 
cloak, and fixed his eye on the moon as she waded amid the stormy and 
dusky clouds, which the wind from time to time drove across her surface 
The melancholy and uncertain gleams that she shot from between the 
yassing shadows fell full upon the rifted arches and shafted windows of the 
wd building, which were thus for an instant made distinctly visible iu their 
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ruinous state, and anon became again a dark, undistinguisheu, and snadowy 
mass, The little Jake had its share of these transient beams of lignt, and 
showed its waters broken, whitened, and agitated under the passing storm, 
which, when the clouds swept over the moon, were only distinguished by 
their sullen and murmuring plash against the beach. The wooded glen 
repeated, to every successive gust that hurried through its narrow trough, 

the deep and various groan with which the trees replied to the whirlwind, 
and the sound sunk again, as the blast passed away, into a faint and 
passing murmur, resembling the sighs of an exhausted criminal after the 
first pangs of his torture are over. In these sounds, superstition might 
have found ample gratification for that state of excited terror which she 
fears and yet loves. But such feelings made no part of Ochiltree’s com- 
position. His mind wandered back to the scenes of his youth. 

“‘T have kept guard on the outposts baith in Germany and America,” he 
said to himself, ‘in mony a waur night than this, and when I kend there 
was maybe a dozen o’ their riflemen in the thicket before me. But I waa 
aye gleg at my duty—naebody ever catched Edie sleeping.” 

_As he muttered thus to himself, he instinctively shouldered his trusty 
pike-staff, assumed the port of a sentinel on duty, and, as a step advanced 
towards the tree, called, with a tone assorting better with his military 
reminiscences than his present state—‘‘ Stand! who goes there?” 

“De devil, goot Edie,’ answered Dousterswivel, “why does you speak 
so loud as a baarenhauter, or what you call a factionary——I mean a 
sentinel ?”” 

“‘ Just because I thought I was a sentinel at that moment,” answered the 
mendicant. ‘Here’s an awsome night! Hae ye brought the lantern and 
a pock for the siller ?” 

‘“‘Ay—ay, mine goot friend,” said the German, “here it is—my pair of 
what you call saddlebag; one side will be for you, one side for me ;—I will 
put dem on my horse to save you de trouble, as you are old man.” 

‘“‘ Have you a horse here, then?” asked Edie Ochiltree. 

““Q yes, mine friend—tied yonder by de stile,” responded the adept. 

“Weel, I hae just ae word to the bargain — there sall nane 0’ my gear 
gang on your beast’s back.” 

*“ What was it as you would be afraid of?” said the foreigner. 

“Only of losing sight of horse, man and money,” again replied the 
gaberlunzie. 

“Does you know dat you make one gentlemans out to be one great 
rogue ?” 

‘“‘Mony gentlemen,” replied Ochiltree, ‘“‘can make that out for them- 
selves—But what’s the sense of quarrelling ?—If ye want to gang on, gang 
on —if no, I’ll gae back to the gude ait-straw in Ringan Aikwood’s barn 
that I left wi’ right ill-will e’now, and I’ll pit back the pick and shule whar 
I got them.” | 

Dousterswivel deliberated a moment, whether, by suffering Edie to 
depart, he might not secure the whole of the expected wealth for his own 
exclusive use. But the want of digging implements, the uncertainty 
whether, if he had them, he could clear out the grave to a sufficient depth 
without assistance, and, above all, the reluctance which he felt, owing to 
the experience of the former night, to venture alone on the terrors of 
Misticot’s grave, satisfied him the attempt would be hazardous. Endeav- 
ouring, therefore, to assume his usual cajoling tone, though internally 
incensed, he begged “his goot friend Maister Kdie Ochiltrees would lead 
the way, and assured him of his acquiescence in all such an excellent 
friend cculd propose.” 

““Aweel, aweel, then,” said Edie, “tak gude care 0’ your feet amang the 
lang grass and the loose stanes. I wish we may get the light keepit in 
aeisi, wi’? this fearsome wind—but there’s a blink o’ moonlight at times.” 
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Thus saying, eld Edie, closely accompanied by the adept, led the way 
towards the ruins, but presently made a full halt in front of them. 

‘““Ye’re a learned man, Mr. Dousterdeevil, and ken muckle o’ the 
marvellous works o’ nature—Now, will ye tell me ae thing?— D’ye 
believe in ghaists and spirits that walk the earth ?—d’ye believe in them, 
ay or no?” 

“Now, goot Mr. Edie,” whispered Dousterswivel, in an expostulatory 
tone of voice, ‘‘is this a times or a places for such a questions ?”” 

“Indeed is it, baith the tane and the t’other, Mr. Dustanshovel; for I 
maun fairly tell ye, there’s reports that auld Misticot walks. Now this 
wad be an uncanny night to meet him in, and wha kens if he wad be ower 
weel pleased wi’ our purpose of visiting his pose ?”” 

“‘ Alle guter Geister’”’ — muttered the adept, the rest of the conjuration 
being lost in a tremulous warble of his voice, — “I do desires you not to 
speak so, Mr. Edie; for, from all I heard dat one other night, Ido much 
believes” 
_ “ Now I,” said Ochiltree, entering the chancel, and flinging abroad his 
arm with an air of defiance, ‘1 wadna gie the crack o’ my thumb for him 
were he to appear at this moment; he’s but a disembodied spirit, as we are 
embodied anes.” 

‘‘For the lofe of heavens,” said Dousterswivel, “say nothing at all 
neither about somebodies or nobodies !” 

‘“‘ Aweel,” said the beggar (expanding the shade of the lantern), “ here’s 
the stane, and, spirit or no spirit, I’se be a wee bit deeper in the grave ;” 
and he jumped into the place from which the precious chest had that morn- 
ing been removed. After striking a few strokes, he tired, or affected to 
tire, and said to his companion, “ 1’m auld and failed now, and canna keep 
at it—time about’s fair play, neighbour; ye maun get in and tak the shule 
a bit, and shule out the loose earth, and then Pll tak turn about wi’ you.” 

Dousterswivel accordingly took the place which the beggar had evacuated, 
and toiled with all the zeal that awakened avarice, mingled with the anxious 
wish to finish the undertaking and leave the place as soon as possible, could 
inspire in a mind at once greedy, suspicious, and timorous. 

Hdie, standing much at his ease by the side of the hole, contented him- 
self with exhorting his associate to labour hard. ‘‘ My certie! few ever 
wrought for siccan a day’s wage; an it be but—say the tenth part o’ the 
size 0’ the kist No. L., it will double its value, being filled wi’ gowd instead 
of silver. Od, ye work as if ye had been bred to pick and shule—ye could 
win your round half-crown ilka day. Tak care o’ your taes wi’ that stane !”” 
giving a.kick to a large one which the adept had heaved out with difficulty, 
and which Edie pushed back again, to the great annoyance of his asso- 
ciate’s shins. 

Thus exhorted by the mendicant, Dousterswivel struggled and laboured 
among the stones and stiff clay, toiling like a horse, and internally blas- 
pheming in German. When such an unhallowed syllable escaped his lips, 
Edie changed his battery upon him. 

“‘O dinna swear! dinna swear! Wha kens wha’s listening !—-Eh! gude 
guide us, what’s yon! — Hout, it’s just a branch of ivy flightering awa frae 
the wa’; when the moon was in, it lookit unco like a dead man’s arm wi’ a 
taper in’t—TI thought it was Misticot himsell. But never mind, work you 
away —fling the earth weel up by out o’ the gate—Od, if ye’re no as clean 
a worker at a grave as Will Winnet himseli! What gars ye stop now?—- 
ye’re just at the very bit for a chance.” 

“Stop!” said the German, in a tone of anger and disappointment. “ why, 
I am down at de rocks dat de cursed ruins (God forgite me!) is rounded 
upon.” 

Me Weel,” said the beggar, “ that’s the likeliest bit of ony. It will be but 
s muckle through-stane laid doun to kiver the gowd —tak the pick H’t, 
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and pit mair strength, man—ae gude downright devvel will split it, I’se 
warrant ye—Ay, that will do!—QOd, he comes on wi’ Wallace’s straiks !” 

In fact, the adept, moved by Edie’s exhortations, fetched two or three 
desperate blows, and succeeded in breaking, not indeed that against which 
he struck, which, as he had already conjectured, was the solid rock, but the 
implement which he wielded, jarring at the same time his arms up to the 
shoulder-blades. 

“ Hurra, boys !—there goes Ringan’s pick-axe !”’ cried Edie: “it’s a shama 

o’ the Fairport folk to sell siccan frail gear. Try the shule— at it again, 
_ Mr. Dusterdeevil.” 
“~ The adept, without reply, scrambled out of the pit, which was now about 
six feet deep, and addressed his associate in a voice that trembled with 
anger. ‘Does you know, Mr. Edies Ochiltrees, who it is you put off your 
gibes ‘and your jests upon ?” 

“ Brawly, Mr. Dusterdeevil — brawly do I ken ye, and has done mony a 
day; but there’s nae jesting in the case, for Iam wearying to see a’ om 
treasures ; we should hae had baith ends o’ the pockmanky filled by this 
time —I hope it’s bowk eneugh to haud a’ the gear?” 

‘‘ Look you, you base old person,” said the incensed philosopher, “if you 
do put another jest upon me, I will cleave your skull-piece with this 
shovels |” ; 

‘‘And whare wad my hands and my pike-staff be a’ the time?” replied 
Edie, in a tone that indicated no apprehension. ‘ Hout, tout, Maister Das- 
terdeevil, I haena lived sae lang in the warld neither, to be shuled out 0’t 
“that gate. What ails ye to be cankered, man, wi’ your friends? I'll wager 

Pil find out the treasure in a minute ;” and he jumped into ‘the pit, and 
took up the spade. 

‘I do swear to you,’’ said the adept, whose suspicions were now fully 
awake, ‘“‘that if you have played me one big trick, 1 will give you one big 
beating, Mr. Edies.”” 

-“ Hear till him now!” said Ochiltree —‘“‘he kens how to gar folk find 
out the gear — Od, I’m thinking he’s been drilled that way himsell some 
day.’” 

‘At this insinuation, which alluded obviously to the former scene betwixt 
himself and Sir Arthur, the philosopher lost the slender remnant of patience 
he had left, and being of violent passions, heaved up the truncheon of the 
broken mattock to discharge it upon the old man’s head. The blow would 
in all probability have been fatal, had not he at whom it was aimed exclaimed 
in a stern and firm voice, ‘Shame to ye, man!—do ye think Heaven or 
earth will suffer ye to murder an auld man that might be your father? — 
Look behind ye, man!” 

Dousterswivel turned instinctively, and beheld, to his utter astonishment, 
a tall dark figure standing close behind him. The apparition gave him no 
time to proceed by exorcism or otherwise, but having instantly recourse to 
the voie de fait, took measure of the adept’s shoulders three or four times 
with blows so substantial, that he fell under the weight of them, and 
remained senseless for some minutes between fear and stupefaction. When 
he came to himself, he was alone in the ruined chancel, lying upon the soft 
and damp earth which had been thrown out of Misticot’s grave. He raised 
himself with a confused sensation of anger, pain, and terror, and it was not 
until he had sat upright for some minutes that he could arrange his ideas suf- 
ficiently to recollect how he came there, or with what purpose. As his recol- 
lection returned, he could have little doubt that the bait held out to him by 
Ochiltree to bring him to that solitary spot, the sarcasms by which he had 
a him into a quarrel, and the ready assistance which he had at 

and for terminating it in the manner in which it had ended, were all parts 
ef a concerted plan to bring disgrace and damage on Herman Douster- 
swivel. He could hardly suppose that he was indebted ‘or the fatigue, 
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anxiety, and beating which he had undergone, purely to the malice of Ed.» 
Ochiltree singly, but concluded that the mendicant had acted a part assigne& 
to him by some person of greater importance. His suspicions hesitated 
between Oldbuck and Sir Arthur Wardour. The former had been at no 
pains to conceal a marked dislike of him—but the latter he had deeply 
iminred ; and although he judged that Sir Arthur did not know the extent 
of his wrongs towards him, yet it was easy to suppose he had gathered 
enouvzh of the truth to make him desirous of revenge. Ochiltree had alluded 
to at least one circumstance which the adept had every reason to suppose 
was private between Sir Arthur and himself, and therefore must have been 
learned from the former. The language of Oldbuck also intimated a con- 
viction of his knavery, which Sir Arthur heard without making any ani- 
mated defence. Lastly, the way in which Dousterswivel supposed the 
Baronet to have exercised his revenge, was not inconsistent with the practice 
of other countries with which the adept was better acquainted than with 
those of North Britain. With him, as with many bad men, to suspect an 
injury, and to nourish the purpose of revenge, was one and the same move- 
ment. And before Dousterswivel had fairly recovered his legs, he had 
mentally sworn the ruin of his benefactor, which, unfortunately,-he pos- 
sessed too much the power of accelerating. 

But although a purpose of revenge floated through his brain, it was no 
time to indulge such speculations. The hour, the place, his own situation, 
and perhaps the presence or near neighbourhood of his assailants, made 
self-preservation the adept’s first object. The lantern had been thrown 


down and extinguished in the scuffle. The wind, which formerly howled © 


so loudly through the aisles of the ruin, had now greatly fallen, lulled by 
the rain, which was descending very fast. The moon, from the same cause, 
was totally obscured, and though Dousterswivel had some experience of 
the ruins, and knew that he must endeavour to regain the eastern door of 
the chancel, yet the confusicn of his ideas was such, that he hesitated for 
some time ere he could ascertain in what direction he was to seek it. In 
this perplexity, the suggestions of superstition, taking the advantage of 
darkness and his evil conscience, began again to present themselves to his 
disturbed imagination. ‘“ But bah!” quoth he valiantly to himself, “it is 
_ all nonsense —all one part of de damn big trick and imposture. Devil! 
that one thick-skulled Scotch Baronet, as I have led by the nose for, five 
year, should cheat Herman Dousterswivel !’”” 


As he had come to this conclusion, an incident occurred which tended 


greatly to shake the grounds on which he had adopted it. Amid the melan- 
choly sough of the dying wind, and the plash of the rain-drops on leaves 
and stones, arose, and apparently at no great distance from the listener, a 
strain of vocal music so sad and solemn, as if the departed spirits of the 
‘churchmen who had once inhabited these deserted ruins, were mourning 
the solitude and desolation to which their hallowed precincts had been 
abandoned. Dousterswivel, who had now got upon his feet, and was 
groping around the wall of the chancel, stood rooted to the ground on the 


_. occurrence of this new phenomenon. Each faculty of his soul seemed for 


the moment concentred in the sense of hearing, and all rushed back with 
the unanimous information, that the deep, wild, and prolonged chant which 
he now heard, was the appropriate music of one of the most solemn dirges 
of the church of Rome. Why performed in such a solitude, and by what 
class of choristers, were questions which the terrified imagination of the 
adept, stirred with all the German superstitions of nixies, oak-kings, wer- 
wolves, hobgoblins, black spirits and white, blue spirits and grey, durst not 
even attempt to solve. 
Another of his senses was soon engaged in the investigation. At the ex- 
tremity of one of the transepts of the church, at the bottom of a few 
descending steps, was a small iron-grated door, o,ening, as far as he recs 
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lectud, to a sort of low vault or sacristy. As he cast his eye in the diree- 
tion of the sound, he observed a strong reflection of red light glimmering 
through these bars, and against the steps which descended to them. Dous- 
terswivel stood a moment uncertain what to do; then, suddenly forming a 
desperate resolution, he moved down the aisle to the place from which the 
light proceeded. 

Fortified with the sign of the cross, and as many exorcisms as his memory 
could recover, he advanced to the grate, from which, unseen, he could se 
what passed in the interior of the vault. As he approached with timid and 
uncertain steps, the chant, after one or two wild and prolonged cadences, 
died away into profound silence. The grate, when he reached it, presented 
a singular spectacle in the interior of the sacristy. An > grave, with 
four tall fambeaus, each about six feet high, placed at the four corners —a 
bier, having a corpse in its shroud, the arms folded upon the breast, rested 
upon tressels at one side of the grave, as if ready to be interred — a priest, 
dressed in his cope and stole, held open the service book — another church- 
man in his vestments bore a holy-water sprinkler, and two boys in white 
surplices held vensers with incense — a man, of a figure once tall and com- 
manding, but now bent with age or infirmity, stood alone and nearest to 
the coffin, attired in deep mourning—such were the most prominent figures 
of the group. Ata little distance were two or three persons of both sexes, 
attired in long mourning hoods and cloaks; and five or six others in the 
same lugubrious dress, still farther removed from the body, around the walls 
of the vault, stood ranged in motionless order, each bearing in his hand a 

‘huge torch of black wax. The smoky light from so many flambeaus, by 
the red and indistinct atmosphere which it spread around, gave a hazy, 
dubious, and as it were phantom-like appearance, to the outlines of this sin- 
gular apparition. ‘The voice of the priest—loud, clear, and sonorous—now 
recited, from the breviary which he held in his hand, those solemn words 
which the ritual of the Catholic church has consecrated to the rendering of 
dust to dust. Meanwhile, Dousterswivel, the place, the hour, and the sur- 
prise considered, still remained uncertain whether what he saw was sub- 
stantial, or an unearthly representation of the rites to which in former 
times these walls were familiar, but which are now rarely practised in 
Protestant countries, and almost never in Scotland. He was uncertain 
whether to abide the conclusion of the ceremony, or to endeavour to regain 
the chancel, when a change in his position made him visible through the 
grate to one of the attendant mourners. The person who first espied him 
indicated his discovery to the individual who stood apart and nearest to the 
coffin, by a sign, and upon his making a sign in reply, two of the group 
detached themselves, and, gliding along with noiseless steps, as if fearing 
to disturb the service, unlocked and opened the grate which separated them 
from the adept. Each took him by an arm, and exerting a degree of force, 
which he would have been incapable of resisting had his fear permitted him 
to attempt opposition, they placed him on the ground in the chancel, and 
sat down, one on each side of him, as if to detain him. Satisfied he was in 
the power of mortals like himself, the adept would have put some questions 
to them; but while one pointed to the vault, from which the sound of the 
oriest’s voice was distinctly heard, the other placed his finger upon his lips 
in token of silence, a hint which the German thought it most prudent to 
vbey. And thus they detained him until a loud Alleluia, pealing through 
the deserted arches of St. Ruth, clused the singular ceremony which it had 
een his fortune to witness. 

When the hymn had died away with all its echoes, the voice of one of 
the sable personages under whose guard the adept had remained, said, in a 
familiar tone and dialect, ‘“‘ Dear sirs, Mr. Dousterswivel, is this you? could 
not ye have let us ken an ye had wussed till hae been present at tle cere- 
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mony ?— My lord couldna tak it weel your coming blinking and jinking in 
in that fashion.” 

“Tn the name of all dat is gootness, tell me what you are?” etorhaptid 
the German in his turn. 

“What Iam? why, wha should I be but Ringan Aikwood, the Knock- 
winnock poinder ?—and what are ye doing here at this time o’ night, unless 
ye were come to attend the leddy’s burial? i 

‘“‘T do declare to you, mine goot Poinder Aikwood,” said the German, 
raising himself up, “that I have been this vary nights murdered, robbed, 
and put in fears of my life.” 

“Robbed! wha wad do sic a deed here ?—Murdered! od, ye speak pretty 
blithe for a murdered man — Put in fear! what put you in fear, Mr. Dous- 
terswivel ?” 

“YT will tell you, Maister Poinder Aikwood Ringan, just dat old miscreant 
dog villain blue-gown, as you call Edie Ochiltrees.” 

“Pll ne’er believe that,” answered Ringan ; — ‘‘ Edie was ken’d to me, 
and my father before me, for a true, loyal, and soothfast man; and, mair 
by token, he’s sleeping up yonder in our barn, and has been since ten at 
een —Sae touch ye wha liket, Mr. Dousterswivel, and whether onybody 
touched ye or no, I’m sure Edie’s sackless.” 

“¢ Maister Ringan Aikwood Poinders, I do not know what you call sack- 
less, — but let alone all de oils and de soot dat you say he has, and I will 
tell you I was dis night robbed of fifty pounds by your oil and sooty friend, 
Edies Ochiltree ; and he is no more in your barn even now dan I ever shall 
be in de kingdom of heafen.” 

“< Weel, sir, if ye will gae up wi’ me, as the burial company has dispersed, 
we’se mak ye down a bed at the lodge, and we’se see if Edie’s at the barn, 
There were twa wild-looking chaps left at the aulk kirk when we were 
coming up wi’ the corpse, that’s certain; and the priest, who likes ill that 
ony heretics should look on at our éharoh ceremonies, sent twa o’ the riding 
saultes after them; sae we’ll hear a’ about it frae them.” 

Thus speaking, ‘the kindly apparition, with the assistance of the mute 
personage, who was his son, disencumbered himself of his cloak, and pre- 
pared to escort Dousterswivel to the place of that rest which the adept so 
much needed. 

**T will apply to the magistrates to-morrow,” said the adept; ‘oder, I 
will have de law put in force against all de peoples.” 

While he thus muttered vengeance against the cause of his injury, he 
tottered from among the ruins, supporting himself on Ringan and his son, 
whose assistance his state of weakness rendered very necessary. 

When they were clear of the priory, and had gained the little meadow in 
which it stands, Dousterswivel could perceive the torches which had caused 
him so much alarm issuing in irregular procession from the ruins, and 
glancing their light, like that of the ignis fatuus, on the banks of the lake. 
After moving along the path for some short space with a fluctuating and 
irregular motion, the lights were at once extinguished. 

““We aye put out the torches at the Halie-cross Well on sic occasions,” 
said the forester to his guest. And accordingly no farther visible sign of 
the procession offered itself to Dousterswivel, although his ear could atch 
the distant and decreasing echo of horses’ hoofs in the dircction towards 
which the mourners had bent their course. 
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Chagter the Cuenty-Sirth. 


O weel may the boatie row, 
And better may she speed, 
And weel may the boatie row 
That earns the bairnies’ bread! 
The boatie rows, the boatie rows, 
The boatie rows fw’ weel, 
And lightsome be their life that bear 
The merlin and the creel! 
OLD BALLAD. 


We inv, now introduce our reader to the interior of the fisher’s cottage 
nentioned in chapter eleventh of this edifying history. I wish I could say 
that its imside was well arranged, decently furnished, or tolerably clean. 
On the contrary, I am compelled to admit, there was confusion,-—there was 
dilapidation, —there was dirt good store. Yet, with all this, there was 
about the inmates, Luckie Mucklebackit and her family, an appearance of 
ease, plenty, and comfort, that seemed to warrant their old sluttish proverb, 
“The clartier the cosier.” A huge fire, though the season was summer, 
occupied the hearth, and served at once for affording light, heat, and the 
means of preparing food. The fishing had been successful, and the family, 
with customary improvidence, had, since unlading the cargo, continued an 
unremitting operation of broiling and frying that part of the produce re- 
served for home consumption, and the bones and fragments lay on the 
wooden trenchers, mingled with morsels of broken bannocks and shattered 
mugs of half-drunk beer. The stout and athletic form of Maggie herself, 
bustling here and there among a pack of half-grown girls and younger 
children, of whom she chucked one now here and another now there, with 
an exclamation of ‘‘Get out o’ the gate, ye little sorrow!” was strongly 
contrasted with the passive and half stupified look and manner of her 
husband’s mother, a woman advanced to the last stage of human life, who 
was seated in her wonted chair close by the fire, the warmth of which she 
coveted, yet hardly seemed to be sensible of —now muttering to herself, 
now smiling vacantly to the children as they pulled the strings of her toy 
or close cap, or twitched her blue checked apron. With her distaff in her 
bosom, and her spindle in her hand, she plied lazily and mechanically the 
old-fashioned Scottish thrift, according to the old-fashioned Scottish manner. 
The younger children, crawling among the feet of the elder, watched the 

rogress of grannie’s spindle as it twisted, and now and then ventured to 
mterrupt its progress as it danced upon the floor in those vagaries which 
the more regulated spinning-wheel has now so universally superseded, that 
even the fated Princess in the fairy tale might roam through all Scotland 
without the risk of piercing her hand with a spindle, and dying of the 
wound. Late as the hour was (and it was long past midnight), the whole 
family were still on foot, and far from proposing to go to bed; the dame 
was still busy broiling car-cakes on the girdle, and the elder girl, the half- 
naked mermaid elsewhere commeiorated, was preparing a pile of Findhorn 
jaddocks (that is, haddocks smoked with green wood), to be eaten along 
vith these relishing provisions. 

While they were thus employed, a slight tap at the door, accompanied 
with the question, “‘ Are ye up yet, sirs?” announced avisitor. The answer, 
*“ Ay,-ay,—come your ways ben, hinny,” occasioned the lifting of the latch, 
and Jenny Rintherout, the female domestic of our Antiquary, made her 
Appearance. 

“ Ay, ay,” exclaimed the mistress of the family—‘ Hegh, sirs! can this 
be you, Jenny ?—a sight 0’ you’s gude for sair een, lass ” 
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“¢«Q woman, we’ve been sae ta’en up wi’ Captain Heetcr’s wound up by, 
that I havena had my fit out ower the door this fortnight; bat he’s better 
now, and auld Caxon sleeps in his room in case he wanted onything. Sae, 
as soon as our auld folk gaed to bed, I e’en snooded my head a bit, and left 
the house-door on the latch, in case onybody should be wanting in or out 
while I was awa, and just cam down the gate to see an there was ony cracks 
amang ye.” 

“Ay, ay,” answered Luckie Mucklebackit, ‘“‘I see ye hae gotten a’ your 
braws on; ye’re looking aLout for Steenie now—but he’s no at hame the 
night; and ye’ll no do for Steenie, lass—a feckless thing like you’s no fit ts 
mainteen a man.” 

‘‘Steenie will no do for me,” retorted Jenny, with a toss of her head that 
might have become a higher-born damsel; ‘“‘I maun hae a man that can 
mainteen his wife.” 

“Ou ay, hinny—thae’s your landward and burrows-town notions. My 
certie !—fisher-wives ken better—they keep the man, and keep the house, 
and keep the siller too, lass.”’ 

“A wheen poor drudges ye are,” answered the nymph of the land to the 
nymph of the sea. ‘As sune as the keel 0’ the coble touches the sand, deil 
a bit mair will the lazy fisher loons work, but the wives maun kilt their coats, 
and wade into the surf to tak the fish ashore. And then the man casts aff 
the wat and puts on tne dry, and sits down wi’ his pipe and his gill-stoup 
ahint the ingle, like ony auld houdie, and ne’er a turn will he do till the 
coble’s afloat again! And the wife, she maun get the scull on her back, and 
awa wi’ the fish to the next burrows-town, and scauld and ban wi’ ilka wife 
that will scauld and ban wi’ her till it’s sauld—and that’s the gait fisher- 
wives live, puir slaving bodies.” 

‘* Slaves ?— wa’, lass !—ca’ the head o’ the house slaves? little ye ken 
about it, lass. Show me a word my Saunders daur speak, or a turn he daur 
do about the house, without it be just to tak his meat, and his drink, and 
his diversion, like ony o’ the weans. He has mair sense than to ca’ onything 
about the bigging his ain, frae the rooftree down to a crackit trencher on 
the bink. He kens weel eneugh wha feeds him, and cleeds him, and keeps 
a’ tight, thack and rape, when his coble is jowing awa in the Firth, puir 
fallow. Na, na, lass!—them that sell the goods guide the purse—them that 
guide the purse rule the house. Show me ane o’ your bits o’ farmer-bodies 
that wad let their wife drive the stock to the market, and ca’ in the debts. 
Na, na.”’* 

‘“‘ Aweel, aweel, Maggie, ilka land has its ain lauch—But where’s Steenie 
the night, when a’s come and gane? And where’s the gudeman ?”’ 

‘“‘T hae puttin’ the gudeman to his bed, for he was e’en sair forfain; and 
Steenic’s awa out about some barns-breaking wi’ the auld gaberlunzie, Edie 
Ochiltree: they’ll be in sune, and ye can sit doun.” 

‘“‘Troth, gudewife” (taking a seat), ‘I haena that muckle time to stop — 


* Tn the fishing villages on the Friths of Forth and Tay, as well as elsewhere in Scotland, the government 
is gynecocracy, as described in the text. In the course of the late war, and during the alarm of invasion, a 
fleet of transports entered the Frith of Forth, under the convoy of some ships of war which would reply to 
no signa.s A general alarm was excited, i consequence of which, all the fishers, who were enrolled as sea- 
fencibles. got on board the gun-boats, which they were to man as occasion should require, and sailed to oppose 
the supposed enemy ‘The foreigners proved to be Russians. with whom we were then at peace. The county 


gentlemen of Mid-Lothian, pleased with the zeal displayed by the sea fencibles at a critical moment, passed - 


a vote for presenting the community of fishers with a silver punch-bowl, to be used on occasions of festivity. 
But the fisher-women, on hearing what was intended, put in their claim to bave some separate share m the 
intended honorary reward. The men. they said, were their hushands; it was they who would have been 
sufferers if their husbands had been killed, and it was by their permission and injunctions that they embarked 
on board the gun-boats for the public service. They therefore claimed to share the reward in some manner 
which should distinguish the female patriotism which they had shown on the occasion. The gentlemen 


of the county willingly admitted the claim; and, without diminishing the value of their comp}’ment to the men, 


Eecune the females a present of a valuable brooch, to fasten the plaid of the queen of .he fisher-;women 
or the time. ; ae 

It may be farther remarked. that these Nereids are punctilions among themselves, and observe different 
ranks according to the commodities they deal in. One experienced dame was heard to characterise a younger 
damse’ as “a puir silly thing, who had no ambition, and would never,” she prophesied ‘rise abs ve the 
wuissel-une of business.” 
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but T maun tell ye about the news. Ye’ll hae heard o’ the muckle kist . 
rowd that Sir Sitiac has fund down by at St. Ruth? — He’ll be grande 
than ever now—he’ll no can haud down his head to sneeze, for fear o’ seeing 
his shoon.”’ 

‘“‘Ou ay—a’ the country’s heard o’ that; but auld Edie says that they ca’ 
it ten times mair than ever was o’t, and he saw them howk it up. Od, it 
would be lang or a puir body that needed it got sic a windfa’.” 

‘Na, that’s sure eneugh.—And ye’ll hae heard o’ the Countess 0’ Glen- 
allan being dead and lying in state, and how she’s to be buried at St. Ruth’s 
as this night fa’s, wi’ torch-light; and a’ the papist servants, and Ringan 
Aikwood, that’s a papist too, are to be there, and it will be the grandest 
show ever was seen.” 

“Troth, hinny,” answered the Nereid, “if they let naebody but papists 
come there, it'll no be muckle o’ a showin this country; for the auld harlot, 
as honest Mr. Blattergowl ca’s her, has few that drink 0’ her cup o’ enchant- 
ments in this corner o’ our chosen lands.—- But what can ail them to bury 
the auld carlin (a rudas wife she was) in the night time ?—I dare say our 
gudemither will ken.” 

Here she exalted her voice, and exclaimed twice or thrice, ‘“‘ Gudemither ! 
gudemither !” but, lost in the apathy of age and deafness, the aged sibyl she 
addressed continued plying her spindle without understanding the appeal 
made to her. 

“Speak to your grandmither, Jenny — Od, I wad rather hail the coble 
half a mile aff, and the nor-wast wind whistling again in my teeth.” 

“Grannie,”’ said the little mermaid, in a voice to which the old woman 
was better accustomed, ‘‘ minnie wants to ken what for the Glenallan folk 
aye bury by candle-light in the ruins of St. Ruth?” 

The old woman paused in the act of twirling the spindle, turned round to 
the rest of the party, lifted her withered, trembling, and clay-coloured hand, 
raised up her ashen-hue’d and wrinkled face, which the quick motion of two 
light-blue eyes chiefly distinguished from the visage of a corpse, and, as if 
catching at any touch of association with the living world, answered, ‘‘ What 
gars the Glenallan family inter their dead by torch-light, said the lassie ?— 
Is there a Glenallan dead e’en now ?” 

“We might be a’ dead and buried too,” said Maggie, “for onything ye 
wad ken about it ;”’—and then, raising hér voice to the stretch of her mother- 
in-law’s comprehension, she added, ‘It’s the auld Countess, gudemither.” 

“And is she ca’d hame then at last?” said the old woman, in a voice that 
seemed to be agitated with much more feeling than belonged to her extreme 
old age, and the general indifference and apathy of her manner— ‘is she 
then called to her last account after her lang race o’ pride and power ?—O 

God forgie her!” 

‘‘But minnie was asking ye,” resumed the lesser querist, ‘“‘ what for the 
Glenallan family aye bury their dead by torch-light ?” 

“They hae aye dune sae,” said the grandmother, ‘since the time the 
Great Earl fell in the sair battle o’ the Harlaw, when they say the coronach 
was cried in ae day from the mouth o’ the Tay to the Buck of the Cabrach, 
that ye wad hae heard nae other sound but that of lamentation for the great 
folks that had fa’en fighting against Donald of the Isles. But the Great 
Earl’s mither was living—they were a doughty and a dour race the women 
o’ the house o’ Glenallan—and she wad hae nae coronach cried for her son, 
but had him laid in the silence 0’ midnight in his place o’ rest, without 
either drinking the dirge, or crying the lament. She said he had killed 
enow that day he died, for the widows and daughters o’ the Highlanders he 
had slain to cry the coronach for them they had lost, and for her son too; 
end sae she laid him in his grave wi’ dry eyes, and without a groan or a_ 
wail. And it was thought a proud word o’ the family, and they aye stickit 
by 1t—and the mair in the latter times, because in the night-time they had 
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mai freedom to perform their popish ceremonies by darkness and in secrecy 
than in the daylight—at least that was the case in my time; they wad hae 
been disturbed in the day-time baith by the law and the commons of Fair- 
port—they may be owerlooked now, as I have heard: the warld’s changed 
—I whiles hardly ken whether I am standing or sitting, or dead or living.” 

And looking round the fire, as if in the state of unconscious uncertainty 
of which she complained, cld Elspeth relapsed into her habitual and me- 
chanical occupation of twirling the spindle. 

“Eh, sirs!’’ said Jenny Rintherout, under her breath to her gossip, “ it’s 
awsome to hear your gudemither break out in that gait — it’s like the dead 
speaking to the living.” 

‘“‘Ye’re no that far wrang, lass; she minds naething o’ what passes the 
day—but set her on auld tales, and she can speak like a prent buke. She 
kens mair about the Glenallan family than maist folk—the gudeman’s 
father was their fisher mony a day. Ye maun ken the papists make a great 
peint o’ eating fish—it’s nae bad part o’ their religion that, whatever the 
rest 1s —I could aye sell the best 0’ fish at the best 0’ prices for the Coun- 
tess’s ain table, grace be wi’ her! especially on a Friday — But see as our 
gudemither’s hands and lips are ganging——now it’s working in her head 
like barm—she’|l speak eneugh the night. While’s she’ll no speak a word 
in a week, unless it be to the bits o’ bairns.” 

“ Heoh, Mrs. Mucklebackit, she’s an awsome wife !”’ said Jenny in reply. 
‘“: D’ye think she’s a’thegither right? Folk say she downa gang to the kirk, 
or speak to the minister, and that she was ance a papist; but since her 
gudeman’s been dead, naebody kens what she is. D’ye think yoursell that 
she’s no uncanny ?” 

“Canny, ye silly tawpie! think ye ae auld wife’s less canny than anither? 
unless it be Alison Breck—I really couldna in conscience swear for her; I 
have kent the boxes she set fill’d wi’ partans, when” 

“Whisht, whisht, Maggie,” whispered Jenny—“ your gudemither’s gaun 
to speak again.” 

‘“Wasna there some ane 0’ ye said,” asked the old sibyl, “‘or did I dream, 
or was it revealed to me, that Joscelind, Lady Glenallan, is dead, an’ buried 
this night?” 

“Yes, gudemither,” screamed the daughter-in-law, ‘it’s e’en sae.” 

‘And e’en sae let it be,” said ol@ Elspeth; ‘she’s made mony a sair heart 
in her day—ay, e’en her ain son’s—is he living yet?” 

“‘ Ay, he’s living yet; but how lang he’ll live—however, dinna ye mind 
his coming and asking after you in the spring, and leaving siller ?”’ 

“it may be sae, Maggie —I dinna mind it— but a handsome gentleman 
he was, and his father before him. Eh! if his father had lived, they might 
hae been happy folk! But he was gane, and the lady carried it in-ower 
and out-ower wi’ her son, and garr’d him trow the thing he never suld hae 
trowed, and do the thing he has repented a’ his life, and will repent still. 
were his life as lang as this lang and wearisome ane 0’ mine.” 

“OQ what was it, grannie?” —and ‘“ What was it, gudemither?” — and 
“What was it, Luckie Elspeth?” asked the children, the mother, and the 
visitor, in one breath. 

“‘ Never ask what it was,” answered the old aibyl, “ but pray to God that 
ye arena left to the pride and wilfu’ness o’ your ain hearts: they may be 
as powerful in a cabin as in a castle—TI can bear a sad witness to that. O 
that weary and fearfw’ night! will it never gang out 0’ my auld head ?— 
Kh! to see her lying on the floor wi’ her lang hair dreeping wi’ the sult 
water !—Heaven will avenge on a’ that had to do wi’t. Sirs! is my son ont 
wi’ the coble this windy e’en ?” : ol 

“‘Na, na, mither—nae coble can keep the sea this wind; he’s sleeping in 
his bed out-ower yonder ahint the hallan.” : : 

“Is Steenie out at sea then?” 
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“Na, grannie— Steenie’s awa out wi’ auld Edie Ochiltree, the saber 
lunzie; maybe they’ ll be gaun to see the burial.” 

“That canna be,” said the mother of the family; “we kent naethirg o’t 
till Jock Rand cam in, and tauld us the Aikwoods had warning to attend— 
they keep thae things unco private—and they were to bring ‘the corpse a’ 
the way frae the Castle, ten miles off, under cloud o’ night. She has lain 
in state this ten days at Glenallan-fouse, in a grand chamber, av hung wi’ 
black, and lighted wi’ wax cannle.”’ 

‘God assoilzie her!” ejaculated old Elspeth, her head apparently still 
occupied by the event of the Countess’s death ; “she was a hard-hearted 
woman, but she’s gaen to account for it a’, and ‘This mercy is infinite—God 
grant she may find it sae!” And she relapsed into silence, which she did 
not break again during the rest of the evening. 

“T wonder what that auld daft beggar carle and our son Steenie can be 
doing out in sic a night as this,” said” Maggie Mucklebackit; and her ex- 
pression of surprise was echoed by her visitor. “‘Gang awa, ane 0’ ye, 
hinnies, up to the heugh head, and gie them a cry in case they’ re within 
hearing; the car-cakes will be burnt to a cinder.” 

The little emissary departed, but in a few minutes came running back 
with the loud exclamation, ‘‘Eh, minnie! eh, grannie! there’s a white bogle 
chasing twa black anes down the heugh.” 

A noise of footsteps followed this singular annunciation, and young 
Steenie Mucklebackit, closely followed by Edie Ochiltree, bounced into the 
hut. They were panting and out of breath. The first ‘thing Steenie did 
was to look for the bar of the door, which his mother reminded him had 
been broken up for fire-wood in the hard winter three years ago; ‘‘for what | 
use,” she said, ‘‘ had the like o’ them for bars ?” 

‘“‘'There’s naebody chasing us,” said the beggar, after he had taken his 
breath: ‘ we’re e’en like the wicked, that flee when no one pursueth.” 

‘“'Troth, but we were chased,” said Steenie, ‘by a spirit, or something 
little better.” 

‘“‘It was a man in white on horseback,” said Edie, ‘‘ for the saft grund 
that wadna bear the beast, flung him about, I wot that weel; but I didna 
think my auld legs could have brou ght me aff as fast 5 I ran amaist as fast 
as if I had been at Prestonpans.” 

“Hout, ye daft gowks!” said Luckie Mucklebackit, ‘it will hae been 
some 0’ the riders at the Countess’s burial.” 

“What!” said Edie, “is the auld Countess buried the night at: ‘St. Ruth’s? 
Ou, that wad be the lights and the noise that scarr’d us awa; I wish I had 
ken’d—I wad hae stude them, and no left the man yonder—but they’ll take 
care o’ him. Ye strike ower hard, Steenie——I doubt ye foundered the 
chield.” 

‘“Ne’er a bit,” said Steenie, laughing; ‘he has braw broad shouthers, 
and I just took measure 0’ them wi’ the stang. Od, if I hadna been some- 
thing short wi’ him, he wad hae knockit your auld harns out, lad.” 

‘“‘ Weel, an I win ‘clear o” this scr ape,” said Hdie, ‘Ise tempt Providence 
aae mair. But I canna think it an unlawfw’ thing to pit a bit trick on sie 
a land-louping scoundrel, that just lives by tricking honester folk.” ee 

“But what are we todo wth tix°” said Steenie, producing a pocket- 
book. 

“Od guide us, man,” said Edie, in great alarm, ‘‘ what gard ye touch 
the gear? a very leaf 0” that pocket-book wad be eneugh to hang us 
baitn 

“‘Y dinna ken,” said Steenie; ‘‘the book had fa’en out o’ his pocket, | 
fancy. for I fand it amang my feet when I was graping about to set him on 
his legs again, and I just “pat it in my pouch | to one it safe; and then came 
the tramp of horse, and you cried ‘ Rin, rin,’ and I had nae mair thougbt 
’ the book.” 
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“We maun get it back to the loon some gait or other; ye had better take 
it yoursell, I think wi’ peep o’ light, up to Ringan Aikwood’s. I -wadna for 
« hundred pounds it was fund in our hands.” 

Steenie undertook to do as he was directed. 

“A bonny night ye hae made o’t, Mr. Steenie,” said Jenny Rintherout, 
who, impatient of remaining so long unnoticed, now presented herself to 
the young fisherman — ‘‘ A bonny night ye hae made o’t, tramping about 
wi’ gaberlunzies, and getting yoursell hunted wi’ worricows, when ye suld 
be sleeping in your bed like your father, honest man.” 

This attack called forth a suitable response of rustic raillery from tho 
young fisherman. An attack was now commenced upon the car-cakes and 
smoked fish, and sustained with great perseverance by assistance of a bicker 
or two of twopenny ale and a bottle of gin. The mendicant then retired to 
the straw of an out-house adjoining, —the children had one by one crept 
into their nests,—the old grandmother was deposited in her flock-bed, — 
Steenie, notwithstanding his preceding fatigue, had the gallantry to accom- 
pany Miss Rintherout to her own mansion, and at what hour he returned 
the story saith not,—and the matron of the family, having laid the gather- 
ing coal upon the fire, and put things in some sort of order, retired to rest 
the last of the family. 


Chapter the Cmenty-Seaeath. 


. Many great ones 
Would part with half their states, to have the plan 
And credit to beg in the first style. —— 

‘ Brgear’s Bush. 


Op Edie was stirring with the lark, and his first inquiry was after Steenre 
and the pocket-bocok. The young fisherman had been under the necessity 
of attending his father before daybreak, to avail themselves of the tide, but 
he had promised that, immediately on his return, the pocket-book, with all 
its contents, carefully wrapped up in a piece of sail-cloth, should be deli- 
vered by him to Ringan Aikwood, for Dousterswivel, the owner. 

The matron had prepared the morning meal for the family, and, shoul- 
dering her basket of fish, tramped sturdily away towards Fairport. The 
children were idling round the door, for the day was fair and sun-shiney. 
The ancient grandame, again seated on her wicker-chair by the fire, had 
resumed her eternal spindle, wholly unmoved by the yelling and screaming 
of the children, and the scolding of the mother, which had preceded the 


dispersion of the family. Edie had arranged his various bags, and was = 


bound for the renewal of his wandering life, but first advanced ¥ith due 
courtesy to take his leave of the ancient crone. 

“Gude day to ye, cummer, and mony ane 0’ them. I will be back about 
the fore-end o’ har’st, and I trust to find ye baith haill and fere.” 

“Pray that ye may find me in my quiet grave,” said the old woman, in 
a hollow and sepulchral voice, but without the agitation of a single feature. 

‘‘Ye’re auld, cummer, and sae am I mysell; but we maun abide His will 
— we'll no be forgotten in His good time.” 

“Nor our deeds neither,” said the crene: “‘ what’s dune in the body maun 
be answered in the spirit.” 

‘“‘T wot that’s true; and I may weel tak the tale hame to mysell, that hae 
Jed a misruled and roving life. But ye were aye a canny wits We're a 
frail —- but ye canna hae sae muckle to bow ye down.” 
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“Less than I might have had — but mair, O far mair, than wad sink the 
stoutest brig e’er sailed out o’ Fairport harbour! — Didna somebody say 
yestreen —at least sae it is borne in on my mind, but auld folk hae weak 
fancies — did not somebody say that Joscelind, Countess of Glenallan, was 
departed frae life ?” 

“They said the truth whaever said it,” answered old Edie; ‘she waa 
buried yestreen by torch-light at St. Ruth’s, and IJ, like a fule, gat a gliff 
wi’ seeing the lights and the riders.” 

“It was their fashion since the days of the Great Earl that was killed at 
Harlaw ;—they did it to show scorn that they should die and be buried like 
other mortals: the wives o’ the house of Glenallan wailed nae wail for the 
husband, nor the sister for the brother.— But is she e’en ca’d to the lang 
account ?” 

“ As sure,” answered Edie, “as we maun a’ abide it.” 

“Then I'll unlade my mind, come o’t what will.” 

This she spoke with more alacrity than usually attended her expressions, 
and accompanied her words with an attitude of the hand, as if throwing 
something from her. She then raised up her form, once tall, and still 
retaining the appearance of having been so, though bent with age and rheu- 
matism, and stood before the beggar like a mummy animated by some wan- 
genne spirit into a temporary resurrection. Ter light-blue eyes wandered 
to and fro, as if she occasionally forgot and again remembered the purpose 
for which her long and withered hand was searching among the miscella- 
neous contents of an ample old-fashioned pocket. At length she pulled out 
a small chip-box, and opening it, took out a handsome ring, in which was 
set a braid of hair, composed of two different colours, black and light brown, 
twined together, encircled with brilliants of considerable value. 

““Gudeman,” she said to Ochiltree, ‘‘as ye wad e’er deserve mercy, ye 
maun gang my errand to the house of Glenallan, and ask for the Earl.” 

“The Earl of Glenallan, cummer! ou, he winna see ony o’ the gentles 0’ 
the country, and what likelihood is there that he wad see the like o’ an auld 
gaberlunzie ?” 

‘“‘Gang your ways and try ;—and tell him that Elspeth o’ the Craigburn- 
foot — he’ll mind me best by that name — maun see him or she be relieved 
frae her lang pilgrimage, and that she sends him that ring in token of the 
business she wad speak 0’.” 

Ochiltree looked on the ring with some admiration of its apparent value, 
and then carefully replacing it in the box, and wrapping it in an old ragged 
handkerchief, he deposited the token in his bosom. 

‘“‘ Weel, gudewife,” he said, ‘I’se do your bidding, or it’s no be my fault. 
But surely there was never sic a braw propine as this sent to a yerl by an 
auld fish-wife, and through the hands of a gaberlunzie beggar.” 

_ With this reflection, Edie took up his pike-staff, put on his broad-brimmed 
bonnet, and set forth upon his pilgrimage. The old woman remained for 
some time standing in a fixed posture, her eyes directed to the door through 
which her ambassador had departed. The appearance of excitation, which 
the conversation had occasioned, gradually left her features ; she sunk down 
apon her accustomed seat, and resumed her mechanical labour of the distaff 
and spindle, with her wonted air of apathy. 

Edie Ochiltree meanwhile advanced on his journey. The distance to 
Glenallan was ten miles, a march which the old soldier accomplished in 
about four hours. With the curiosity belonging to his idle trade and ant- 
mated character, he tortured himself the whole way to consider what could 
be the meaning of this mysterious errand with which he was intrusted, or 
what connexion the proud, wealthy, and powerful Earl of Glenallan could 
kave with the crimes or penitence of an old doting woman, whose rank in 
tife did not greatly exceed that of her messenger. He endeavoured t call 
to memorv all that he had ever known or heard of the Glenallan family, 
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yet, haviag done 30, remained altogether unable to form a conjecture on the 
subject. He knew that the whole extensive estate of this ancient and 
powerful family had descended to the Countess lately deceased, who in- 
herited, in a most remarkable degree, the stern, fierce, and unbending cha- 
racter, which had distinguished the house of Glenallan since they first 
ficured in Scottish annals. Like the rest of her ancestors, she adhered 
zealously to the Roman Catholic faith, and was married to an English gen- 
tlenian of the same communion, and of large fortune, who did not survive 
their union two years. The Countess was, therefore, left an early widow, 
with the uncontrolled management of the large estates of her two sons. 
The elder, Lord Geraldin, who was to succeed ‘to the title and fortune of 
Gienallan, was totally dependent on his mother during her life. The 
second, wher he came of age, assumed the name and arms of his father, 
and took possession of his estate, according to the provision of the Countess’s 
marriage-settlement. After this period, he chiefly resided in England, and 
paid very few and brief visits to his mother and brother ; and these at length 

were altogether dispensed with, in consequence of his becoming a convert 
to the reformed religion. 

But even before this mortal offence was given to its mistress, his resi- 
dence at Glenallan offered few inducements to a gay young man like Edward 
Geraldin Neville, though its gloom and seclusion seemed to suit the retired 
and melancholy habits of his elder brother. Lord Geraldin, in the outset 
of life, had been a young man of accomplishment and hopes. Those who 
knew him upon his travels entertained the highest expectations of his future 
career. But such fair dawns are often strangely overcast. The young 
nobleman returned to Scotland, and after living about a year in his mother’s 
society at Glenallan-House, he seemed to have adopted all the stern gloom 
and melancholy of her character. Excluded from politics by the ineapaci- 
ties attached to those of his religion, and from all lighter avocations by 
choice, Lord Geraldin led a life of the strictest retirement. His ordinary 
society was composed of the clergymen of his communion, who oceasion- 
ally visited his mansion; and very rarely, upon stated occasions of high 
festival, one or two families who still professed the Catholic religion were 
formally entertained at Glenallan-House. But this was all ;—their heretic 
neighbours knew nothing of the family whatever; and even the Catholics 
saw little more than the sumptuous entertainment and solemn parade which 
was exhibited on those formal occasions, from which all returned without 
knowing whether most to wonder at the stern and stately demeanour of the 
Countess, or the deep and gloomy dejection which never ceased for a 
moment to cloud the features of her son. The late event had put him in 
possession of his fortune and title, and the neighbourhood had already 
begun to conjecture whether gaiety would revive with independence, when 
those who had some occasional acquaintance with the interior of the family 
spread abroad a report, that the earl’s constitution was undermined by reli- 


gious austerities, and that in all probability he would soon follow his mother - 


to the grave. This event was the more probable, as his brother had died 
of a lingering complaint, which, in the latter years of his life, had affected 
at once his frame and his spirits; so that heralds and genealogists were 
already looking back into their récords to discover the heir of this ill-fated 
family, and lawyers were talking with gleesome anticipation, of the proba- 
bility of a “ great Glenallan cause.’ 

As Edie Ochiltree approached the front of Glenallan-House, an ancient 
building of great extent, the most modern part of which had been designed 
by the celebrated Inigo Jones, he began to consider in what way he should 
be most likely to gain access for delivery of his message; and, after much 
consideration, resolved to send the token to the Karl by one of the domes 
tics. With this purpose he stopped at a cottage, where he obtained the 
means of making up the ring in a sealed packet like a petition, addressed, 
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Forr his hounor the Yerl of Glenllan — These. But being aware that ais 
sives delivered at the doors of great houses by such persons as himself, do 
not always make their way according to address, Edie determined, like an 
old soldier, to reconnoitre the ground before he made his final attack. As 
he approached the porter’s lodge, he discovered, by the number of poor 
ranked before it, some of them being indigent persons in the vicinity, and 
others itinerants of his own begging profession,—that there was about to be 
a general dole or distribution of charity. 

“A good turn,” said Edie to himself, “never goes unrewarded — I’ll 
maybe get a good awmous that I wad hae missed but for trotting on this 
auld wife’s errand.” te 

Accordingly, he ranked up with the rest of this ragged regiment, 
assuming a station as near the front as possible, —a distinction due, as he 
conceived, to his blue gown and badge, no less than to his years and 
experience; but he soon found there was another principle of precedence 
in this assembly, to which he had not adverted. 

“‘ Are ye a triple man, friend, that ye press forward sae bauldly ?—T’m 
thinking no, for there’s nae Catholics wear that badge.” 

“Na, na, I am no a Roman,” said Edie. 

“Then shank yoursell awa to the double folk, or single folk, that’s the 
Episcopals or Presbyterians yonder: it’s a shame to see a heretic hae sic a 
lang white beard, that would do credit to a hermit.” i 

Ochiltree, thus rejected from the society of the Catholic mendicants, or 
those who called themselves such, went to station himself with the paupers 
of the communion of the church of England, to whom the noble donor 
allotted a double portion of his charity. But never was a poor occasional 
conformist more roughly rejected by a High-church congregation, even 
when that matter was furiously agitated in the days of good Queen Anne. 

“‘See to him wi’ his badge!” they said;— ‘he hears ane o’ the king’s 
Presbyterian chaplains sough out a sermon on the morning of every birth- 
day, and now he would pass himsell for ane 0’ the Episcopal church! Na, 
na !|—we’ll take care o’ that.” 

Edie, thus rejected by Rome and Prelacy, was fain to shelter himself 
from the laughter of his brethren among the thin group of Presbyterians, 
who had either disdained to disguise their religious opinions for the sake 
of an augmented dole, or perhaps knew they could not attempt the im- 
position without a certainty of detection. 

The same degree of precedence was observed in the mode of distributing 
the charity, which consisted in bread, beef, and a piece of money, to each 
individual of all the three classes. The almoner, an ecclesiastic of grave 
appearance and demeanour, superintended in person the accommodation 
of the Catholic mendicants, asking a question or two of each as he 
delivered the charity, and recommending to their prayers the soul of 
Joscelind, late Countess of Glenallan, mother of their benefactor. The 
porter, distinguished by his long staff headed with silver, and by the black 
gown tufted with lace of the same colour, which he had assumed upon the 
general mourning in the family, overlooked the distribution of the dole 
among the prelatists. The less-favoured kirk-folk were committed to the 
charge of an aged domestic. 

As this last discussed some disputed point with the porter, his name, as 
it chanced to be occasionally mentioned, and then his features, struck 
Ochiltree, and awakened recollections of former times. The rest of the 
assembly were now retiring, when the domestic, again approaching the 
place where Kdie still lingered, said, in a strong Aberdeenshire accent. 
Fat is the auld feéel-body deeing, that he canna gang avay, now that he’s 
gotten baith meat and siller ?” 

“Francie Macraw,”’ answered Edie Ochiltree, ‘d’ye no mind Fontenoy. 


and ‘keep thegither, front and rear? ” 
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““Qboo! chon!” cried Francie, with a true north-country yell of recog: 
nition “naebody could hae said that word but my auld front-rank man, 
Edie Ochiltree! But I’m sorry to see ye in sic a peer state, man.” 

‘‘No sae ill aff as ye may think, Francie. But Ym laith to leave this 
place without a crack wi’ you, and I kenna when I may see you again, for 
your folk dinna mak Protestants welcome, and that’s ae reason that I hae 
never been here before.” 

“Tusht, fusht,” said Francie, ‘“‘let that flee stick i’ the wa’—when the 
lirt’s dry it will rub out;—and come you awa wi’ me, and I'll gie ye some- 
thing better than that beef bane, man.” 

Iiaving then spoke a confidential word with the porter (probably to 
request his connivance), and having waited until the almoner had returned 
into the house with slow and solemn steps, Francie Macraw introduced his 
vld comrade into the court of Glenallan-House, the gloomy gateway of 
which was surmounted by a huge scutcheon, in which the herald and 
undertaker had mingled, as usual, the emblems of human pride and of 
human nothingness, —the Countess’s hereditary coat-of-arms, with all its 
numerous quarterings, disposed in a lozenge, and surrounded by the 
separate shields of her paternal and maternal ancestry, intermingled with 
scythes, hour-glasses, skulls, and other symbols of that mortality which 
levels all distinctions. Conducting his friend as speedily as possible Te 
the large paved court, Macraw led the way through a side-door to a smal 
apartment near the servants’-hall, which, in virtue of his personal attend- 
ance upon the Earl of Glenallan, he was entitled to call his own. To 
produce cold meat of various kinds, strong beer, and even a glass of spirits, 
was no difficulty to a person of Francie’s importance, who had not lost, in 
his sense of conscious dignity, the keen northern prudence which recom- 
mended a good understanding with the butler. Our mendicant envoy 
drank ale, and talked over old stories with his comrade, until, no other 
topic of conversation occurring, he resolved to take up the theme of his 
embassy, which had for some time escaped his memory. 

“He had a petition to present to the Earl,’’ he said ;—for he judged it 
agi to say nothing of the ring, not knowing, as he afterwards observed, 

ow far the manners of a single soldier* might have been corrupted by 
service in a great house. £ 

‘Hout, tout, man,” said Francie, ‘‘the Earl will look at nae petitions — 
but I can gie’t to the almoner.” 

‘ But it relates to some secret, that maybe my lord wad like best to see’t 
himsell.” 

‘“‘!’m jeedging that’s the very reason that the almoner will be for seeing 
it the first and foremost.” : 

‘“‘But I hae come a’ this way on purpose to deliver it, Francie, and ye 
really maun help me at a pinch.” 

‘“‘ Ne’er speed then if I dinna,” answered the Aberdeenshire man: “ let 
them be as cankered as they like, they can but turn me awa, and I was 


just thinking to ask my discharge, and gang down to end my days at - 


inverurie.” 

With this doughty resolution of serving his friend at all ventures, since 
none was to be encountered which could much inconvenience himself, 
Francie Macraw left the apartment. It was long before he returned, and 
when he did, his manner indicated wonder and agitation. 


“Tam nae seere gin ye be Edie Ochiltree o’ Carrick’s company in the 


Forty-twa, or gin ye be the deil in his likeness !”” 


‘“‘And what makes ye speak in that gait?’? demanded the astonished 
mendicant. 


“Because my lord has been in sic a distress and surpreese as I ne’er saw 


* A single so’dier means, in Scotch, a private soldier. 
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aman in my life. But he’ll see you—I got that job cookit. He was hke a 
man awa frae himsell for mony minutes, and I thought he wad hae swarv’t 
a’thegither, — and fan he cam’ to himsell, he asked fae brought the packet 
—and fat trow ye I said?” 

‘“‘ An auld soger,” says Edie — ‘‘ that does likeliest at a gentle’s door; at 
a farmer’s it’s best to say ye’re an auld tinkler, if ye need ony quarters, for 
maybe the gudewife will hae something to souther.” 

‘‘ But I said ne’er ane o’ the twa,” answered Francie; “‘ my lord cares ag 
little about the tane as the tother—for he’s best to them that can souther 
up our sins. Sae I e’en said the bit paper was brought by an auld man 
wi’ a long fite beard—he might be a capeechin freer for fat I kend, for he 
was dressed like an auld palmer. Sae ye’ll be sent for up fanever he can 
find mettle to face ye.” 

“YT wish I was weel through this business,” thought Edie to himself: 
“mony folk surmise that the earl’s no very right in the judgment, and 
wha can say how far he may be offended wi’ me for taking upon me sae 
muckle ?” e 

But there was now no room for retreat —a bell sounded from a distant 
part of the mansion, and Macraw said, with a smothered accent, as if 
already in his master’s presence, ‘‘'That’s my lord’s bell!—follow me, and 
step lightly and cannily, Kdie.” 

Kdie followed his guide, who seemed to tread as if afraid of being over- 
heard, through a long passage, and up a back stair, which admitted them 
into the family apartments. They were ample and extensive, furnished at 
such cost as showed the ancient importance and splendour of the family. 
But ali the ornaments were in the taste of a former and distant period, and 
one would have almost supposed himself traversing the halls oh Scottish 
nobleman before the union of the crowns. The late Countess, partly from 
a haughty contempt of the times in which she lived, partly from her sense 
of family pride, had not permitted the furniture to be altered or modernized 
during her residence at Glenallan-House. The most magnificent part of 
the decorations was a valuable collection of pictures by the best masters, 
whose massive frames were somewhat tarnished by time. In this particular 
also the gloomy taste of the family seemed to predominate. ‘There were 
some fine family portraits by Vandyke and other masters of eminence; but 
the collection was richest in the Saints and Martyrdoms of Domenichino, 
Velasquez, and Murillo, and other subjects of the same kind, which had 
been selected in preference to landscapes or historical pieces. The manner 
in which these awful, and sometimes disgusting, subjects were presented, 
harmonized with the gloomy state of the apartments,—a circumstance 
which was not altogether lost on the old man, as he traversed them undex 
the guidance of his quondam fellow-soldier. He was about to express some 
sentiment of this kind, but Francie imposed silence on him by signs, and 
opening a door at the end of the long picture-gallery, ushered him into a 
small antechamber hung with black. MUere they found the almoner, with 
his ear turned to a door opposite that by which they entered, in the attitude 
of one who listens with attention, but is at the same time afraid of being 
detected in the act. 

The old domestic and churchman started when they perceived each other. 
But the almoner first recovered his recollection, and advancing towards 
Macraw, said, under his breath, but with an authoritative tone, ‘‘ How dare 
you approach the Harl’s apartment without knocking? and who is this 
stranger, or what has he to do here?—Retire to the gallery, and wait for 
me there.” 

‘It’s impossible just now to attend your reverence,” answered Macraw, 
raising his voice so as to be heard in the next room, being conscious that 
the priest would not maintain the altercation within hearing of his patron, 
—‘‘the Harl’s bell has rung.” 
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‘“‘He had scarce uttered the words, when it was rung again with greater 
violence than before; and the ecclesiastic, perceiving further expostulation. 
impossible, lifted his finger at Macraw, with a menacing attitude, as he left 
the apartment. 

“T tell’d ye sae,” said the Aberdeen man in a whisper to Edie, and then 
proceeded to open the door near which they had observed the chaplain 
stationed. 


Chapter the Cwrnty-Cighth. 


———— This ring,— 

This little ring, with necromantie force, 

Has raised the ghost of Pleasure to my fears. 

Conjured the sense of honour and of love 

Into such shapes, they fright me from myself. 

THe Fatal MARRIAGE. 


THe ancient forms of mourning were observed in Glenallan-House, not- 

withstanding the obduracy with which the members of the family were 
opularly supposed to refuse to the dead the usual tribute of lamentation. 
t was remarked, that when she received the fatal letter announcing the 

death of her second, and, as was once believed, her favourite son, the hand 
of the Countess did not shake, nor her eyelid twinkle, any more than upon 
perusal of a letter of ordinary business. Heaven only knows whether the 
suppression of maternal sorrow, which her pride commanded, might not 
have some effect in hastening her own death. It was at least generally 
supposed that the apoplectic stroke, which so soon afterwards terminated 
her existence, was, as it were, the vengeance of outraged Nature for the 
restraint to which her feelings had been subjected. But although Lady 
Glenallan forbore the usual external signs of grief, she had caused many 
of the apartments, amongst others her own and that of the Earl, to be hung 
with the exterior trappings of woe. 

The Earl of Glenallan was therefore seated in an apartment hung with 
black cloth, which waved in dusky folds along its lofty walls. A screen, 
also covered with black baize, placed towards the high and narrow window, 
intercepted much of the broken light which found its way through the 
stained glass, that represented, with such skill as the fourteenth century 
possessed, the life and sorrows of the prophet Jeremiah. The table at. 
which the Karl was seated was lighted with two lamps wrought in silver, 
shedding that unpleasant and doubtful light which arises from the minglin 
of artificial lustre with that of general daylight. The same table display 
a silver crucifix, and one or two clasped parchment books. A large picture, 
exquisitely painted by Spagnoletto, represented the martyrdom of St. Ste- 
phen, and was the only ornament of the apartment. 

The inhabitant and lord of this disconsolate chamber was a man not past 
the prime of life, yet so broken down with disease and mental misery, so 
gaunt and ghastly, that he appeared but a wreck of manhood; and when 
he hastily arose and advanced towards his visitor, the exertion seemed 
almost to overpower his emaciated frame. As they met in the midst of the 
apartment, the contrast they exhibited was very striking. The hale cheek, 
firm step, erect stature, and undaunted presence and bearing of the old 
mendicant, indicated patience and content in the extremity of age, and in © 
the lowest condition to which humanity can sink; while the sunken eye, 
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llid cheek, and tottering form of the nobleman with whom he was con: 
ronted, showed how little wealth, power, and even the advantages of youth, 
have to do with that which gives repose to the mind, and firmness to the 
frame. 

The Earl met the old man in the middle of the room, and having. com- 
manded his attendant to withdraw into the gallery, and suffer no one to 
enter the antechamber till he rung the bell, awaited, with hurried yet fear- 
ful impatience, until he heard first the door of his apartment, and then that 
of the antechamber, shut and fastened by the spring-bolt. When he was 
satisfied with this security against being overheard, Lord Glenallan came 
close up to the mendicant, whom he probably mistook for some person of a 
religious order in disguise, and said, in a hasty yet faltering tone, ‘‘ In the 
name of all our religion holds most holy, tell me, reverend father, what am 
I to expect from a communication opened by a token connected with’ such 
horrible recollections ?” 

The old man, appalled by a manner so different from what he had ex- 
pected from the proud and powerful nobleman, was at a loss how to answer, 
and in what manner to undeceive him. “Tell me,” continued the Earl, in 
a tone of increasing trepidation and agony — “tell me, do you come to say 
that all that has been done to expiate guilt so horrible, has been too little 
and too trivial for the offence, and to point out new and more efficacious 
modes of severe penance ?—I will not blench from it, father —let me 
suffer the pains of my crime here in the body, rather than hereafter in the 
spirit !”’ 

"Edie had now recollection enough to perceive, that if he did not interrupt 
the frankness of Lord Glenallan’s admissions, he was likely to become the 
confidant of more than might be safe for him to know. He therefore uttered 
with a hasty and trembling voice — ‘‘ Your lordship’s honour is mistaken — 
I am not of your persuasion, nor a clergyman, but, with all reverence, only 
puir Edie Ochiltree, the king’s bedesman and your honour’s.” 

This explanation he accompanied by a profound bow after his manner, 
and then drawing himself up erect, rested his arm on his staff, threw back 
his long white hair, and fixed his eyes upon the Earl, as he waited for an 
answer. 

“‘ And you are not, then,” said Lord Glenallan, after a pause of surprise 
—-‘‘ you are not then a Catholic priest ?” 

“God forbid!’ said Edie, forgetting in his confusion to whom he was 
speaking; ‘I am only the king’s bedesman and your honour’s, as I said 
before.” 

The Earl turned hastily away, and paced the room twice or thrice, as if 
to recover the effects of his mistake, and then, coming close up to the men- 
dicant, he demanded, in a stern and commanding tone, what he meant by 
intruding himself on his privacy, and from whence he had got the ring 
which he had thought proper to send him. LKdie, a man of much spirit, 
was less daunted at this mode of interrogation than he had been confused 
by the tone of confidence in which the Karl had opened their conversation. 
'o the reiterated question from whom he had obtained the ring, he an- 
swered composedly, ‘‘ From one who was better known to the Karl than to 
hum.” 

“‘Bettcr known to me, fellow?” said Lord Glenallan: “what is your 
meaning ? — explain yourself instantly, or you shall experience the conse- 
yuence of breaking in upon the hours of family distress.” 

“It was auld Elspeth Mucklebackit that sent me here,” said the beggar 
*fin order to say”’ 

“You dote, old man!” said the Karl; “I never heard the name — but 
this dreadful token reminds me” 

“T mind now, my lord,” said Ochiltree, “she tauld me your lordship 

would be mair familiar wi’ her, if I ca’d her Elspeth o’ the Cenigturn lot: 
. . 
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-~he had that name when she lived on your honour’s land, that is, your 
honour’s worshipful mother’s that was then — Grace be wi’ her !” 

“ Ay,” said the appalled nobleman, as his countenance sunk, and his 
cheek assumed a hue yet more cadayerous; “ that name is indeed written 
in the most tragic page of a deplorable history. But what can she desire 
of me? Is she dead or living?” 

“Living, my lord; and entreats to see your lordship before she dies, for 
she has something to communicate that hangs upon her very soul, and she 

says she canna flit in peace until she sees you.’ 

“Not until she sees me! — what can that mean? But she is doting with 
age and infirmity. I tell thee, friend, I called at her cottage myself, not a 
twelvemonth since, from a report that. she was in distress, and she did not 
even know my face or voice.’ 

“Tf your honour wad permit me,” said Edie, to whom the length of the 
conference restored a part of his professional audacity and native talkative- 
ness — “if your honour wad but permit me, I wad say, under correction 
of your lordship’s better judgment, that auld Elspeth’s like some of the 
ancient ruined strengths and eastles that ane sees amang the hills. There 
are mony parts of her mind that appear, as I may say, laid waste and de- 
cayed, but then there’s parts that look the steever, and the stronger, and the 
grander, because they are rising just like to fragments amang the ruins 0’ 
the rest. She’s an awful woman.’ 

“She always was so,” said the Earl, almost unconsciously echoing the 
observation of the mendicant; ‘she always was different from other women 
—likest perhaps to her who is now no more, in her temper and turn of 
mind. — She wishes to see me, then?” 

“‘ Before she dies,” said Edie, ‘she earnestly entreats that pleasure.” 

“Tt will be a pleasure to neither of us,” said the Earl, sternly, “yet she 
shall be gratified. She lives, I think, on the sea-shore to the southward of 
Fairport ?” 

* Just between Monkbarns and Knockwinnock Castle, bat nearer to 
Monkbarns. Your lordship’s honour will ken the laird and Sir Arthur, 
doubtless 2 

A stare, as if he did not comprehend the question, was Lord Glenallan’s 
answer. Hdie saw his mind was elsewhere, and did not venture to repeat a 
query which was so little germain to the matter. 

“ Are you a Catholic, old man?” demanded the Earl. 

“No, my lord,” said Ochiltree stoutly ; for the remembrance of the un- 
equal division of the dole rose in his mind at the moment; “I thank 
Heaven I am a good Protestant.” 

‘“‘Ffe who can conscientiously call himself good, has mdeed reason to 
thank Heaven, be his form of Christianity what it will— But who is he that 
shall dare to do so!” 

“Not I,” said Edie; “I trust to beware of the sin of presumption.” 

‘‘What was your trade in your youth?” continued the Earl, 

‘A soldier, my lord; and mony a sair day’s kemping I’ve seen. I was 
to have been made a sergeant, but” 
“A soldier! then you have slain and burnt, and sacked and spoiled ?” 

‘“‘T winna say,” replied Edie, “that I have been better than my neigh- 
bours ; — it’s a rough trade — war’s sweet to them that never tried it.” 

“ And you are now old and miserable, asking from precarious charity, 
the food which m your youth you tore from the hand of the poor peasant ?” 

“Tam a beggar, it is true, my lord; but I am nae just sae miserable 


neither. For my sins, I hae had grace to repent of them, if I might say 


sae, and to lay them where they may be better borne than by me; and for 


my ‘food, naebody grudges an auld man a bit and a drink —Sae T live as 


van, and am contented to die when I am ca’d upon.” 
“ And thus, then, with little to look back Bpon that is pleakarit or praise- 
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worthy in your past life — with less to look forward to on this side of eter- 
nity, you are contented to drag out the rest of your existence? Go. begone! 
and in your age and poverty and weariness, never envy the lord of such a 
mansion as this, either in his sleeping or waking moments — Here is some 
thing for thee.” 

The Earl put into the old man’s hand five or six guineas. Edie would 
perhaps have stated his scruples, as upon other occasions, to the amount of 
the benefaction, but the tone of Lord Glenallan was too absolute to admit 
of either answer or dispute. The Karl then called his servant — ‘See this 
old man safe from the castle—let no one ask him any questions—and you, 
friend, begone, and forget the road that leads to my house.” 

“That would be difficult for me,” said Edie, looking at the gold which 
he still held in his hand, ‘‘ that would be e’en difficult, since your honour 
Eas gien me such gude cause to remember it.” 

Lord Glenallan stared, as hardly comprehending the old man’s boldness 
in daring to bandy words with him, and, with his hand, made him another 
signal of departure, which the mendicant instantly obeyed. 


Chapter the Gmenty-Minth. 


For he was one in all their idle sport, 

And, like a monarch, ruled their little court; 

The pliant bow he formed, the flying ball, 

The bat, the wicket, were his labours all. 
CRABBE’S VILLAGE. 


Francis Macraw, agreeably to the commands of his master, attended 
the mendicant, in order to see him fairly out of the estate, without per- 
mitting him to have conversation, or intercourse, with any of the Earl’s 
dependents or domestics. But, judiciously considering that the restriction 
did not extend to himself, who was the person entrusted with the convoy, 
he used every measure in his power to extort from Edie the nature of his 
confidential and secret interview with Lord Glenallan. But Edie had been 
in his time accustomed to cross-examination, and easily evaded those of his 
quondam comrade. ‘‘ The secrets of grit folk,” said Ochiltree, within him- 
self, ‘are just like the wild beasts that are shut up in cages. Keep them 
hard and fast snecked up, and it’s a’ very weel or better —but anes let 
them out, they will turn and rend you. I mind how ill Dugald Gunn cam 
aff for letting loose his tongue about the Major’s lady and Captain Ban- 
dilier.”’ 

Francie was therefore foiled in his assaults upon the fidelity of the men- 
dicant, and, like an indifferent chess-player, became, at every unsuccessful 
movement, more liable to the counter-checks of his opponent. 

‘“*Sae ye uphauld ye had nae particulars to say to my lord but about your 
ain matters ?” 

‘Ay, and about the wee bits o’ things I had brought frae abroad,” said 
Edie. ‘I ken’d you papist folk are unco set on the relics that are fetched 
frae far — kirks and sae forth.” 

“Troth, my Lord maun be turned feel outright,” said the domestic, ‘an 
he puts himsell into sic a curfuffle for onything ye could bring him, Edie.” 

‘“‘] doubtna ye may say true in the main, neighbour,” replied the beggar, 
‘*but maybe he’s had some hard play in his younger days, Francie, and 
that whiles unsettles folk sair.’”’ : 

‘“‘Troth, Edie, and ye may say that—and since it’s like ye’ll ne’er come 
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back to the estate, or, if ye dee, that ye’ll no find me there, I’se e’en iell 
you he had a heart in his young time sae wrecked and rent, that it’s a 
wonder it hasna broken outright lang afore this day.” 

“Ay, say ye sae?” said Ochiltree ; ‘‘ that maun hae been about a woman, 
J reckon?” | ‘ 

“ Troth, and ye hae guessed it,” said Francie—“jeest a cusin 0’ his nain 
— Miss Eveline Neville, as they suld hae ca’d her ;—there was a sough in 
the country about it, but it was hushed up, as the grandees were concerned; 
—it’s mair than twenty years syne—ay, it will be three-and-twenty.” 

“ Ay, | was in America then,” said the mendicant, ‘‘and no in the way 
to hear the country clashes.” 

“There was little clash about it, man,” replied Macraw; “he liked this 
young leddy, and suld hae married her, but his mother fand it out, and 
then the deil gaed o’er Jock Wabster, At last, the peer lass clodded hersell 
o’er the scaur at the Craigburnfoot into the sea, and there was an end o’t.” 

‘‘An end o’t wi’ the puir leddy,” said the mendicant, ‘“ but, as I rackon, — 
nae end o’t wi’ the yerl.” 

‘* Nae end o’t till his life makes an end,” answered the Aberdonian. 

‘“‘ But what for did the auld Countess forbid the marriage?” continued 

the persevering querist. : 
“Fat for!—she maybe didna weel ken for fat hersell, for she gar’d a’. 
bow to her bidding, right or wrang— But it was kend the young leddy was’ 
inclined to some o’ the heresies of the country—mair by token, she was sib 
to him nearer than our Church’s rule admits of. Sae the leddy was driven 
to the desperate act, and the yerl has never since held his head up like a 
man.” 

“Weel away!” replied Ochiltree ;— ‘it’s e’en queer I ne’er heard this 
tale afore.” 

“It’s e’en queer that ye hear it now, for deil ane o’ the servants durst 
hae spoken o’t had the auld Countess been living. Eh, man, Edie! but she 
was a trimmer— it wad hae taen a skeely man to hae squared wi’ her! — 
But she’s in her grave, and we may loose our tongues a bit fan we meet a 
friend.— But fare ye weel, Edie—I maun be back to the evening service. 
An ye come to Inverurie maybe sax months awa, dinna forget to ask after 
Francie Macraw.” 

What one kindly pressed, the other as firmly promised; and the friends 
having thus parted, with every testimony of mutual regard, the domestic 
of Lord Glenallan took his road back to the seat of his master, leaving 
Ochiltree to trace onward his habitual pilgrimage. 

It was a fine summer evening, and the world —that is, the little circle 
which was all in all to the individual by whom it was trodden, lay before 
Edie Ochiltree, for the choosing of his night’s quarters. When he had 
passed the less hospitable domains of Glenallan, he had in his option so 
many places of refuge for the evening, that he was nice, and even fastidious 
in the choice. Ailie Sim’s public was on the road-side about a mile before 
him, but there would be a parcel of young fellows there on the Saturday 
night, and that was a bar to civil conversation. Other ‘‘gudemen and 
gudewives,” as the farmers and their dames are termed in Scotland, succes- 
sively presented themselves to his imagination. But one was deaf, and 
could not hear him; another toothless, and could not make him hear; a 
third had a cross temper; and the fourth an ill-natured house-dog. At 
Monkbarns or Knockwinnock he was sure of a favourable and hospitable 
reception ; but they lay too distant to be conveniently reached that night. 

‘‘] dinna ken how it is,” said the old man, ‘‘ but I am nicer about m 
quarters this night than ever [ mind having been in my life. I think, 
having seen a’ the braws yonder, and finding out ane may be happier 
without them, has made me proud o’ my ain lot — But I wuss it bode me 
gude, fur pride goeth before destruction. At eny rate, the waest barn e’er 
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man lay in wad be a pleasanter abode than Glenallan-House, wi’ a’ the pic 
tures and black velvet, and silver bonny-wawlies belanging to it— Sae PD 
e’en settle at ance, and put in for Ailie Sim’s.” 

As the old man descended the hill above the little hamlet to which he 
was bending his course, the setting sun had relieved its inmates from their 
labour, and the young men, availing themselves of the fine evening, were 
engayved in the sport of long-bowls on a patch of common, while the women 
and elders looked on. The shout, the laugh, the exclamations of winners 
and losers, came in blended chorus up the path which Ochiltree was de- 
scending, and awakened in his recollection the days when he himself had 
heen a keen competitor, and frequently victor, in games of strength and 
agility. These remembrances seldom fail to excite a sigh, even when the 
evening of life is cheered by brighter prospects than those of our poor men- 
dicant. ‘“ At that time of day,” was his natural reflection, ‘I would have 
thought as little about ony auld palmering body that was coming down the 
edge of Kinblythemont, as ony o’ thae stalwart young chiels does e’enow 
about auld Edie Ochiltree.” 

He was, however, presently cheered, by finding that more importance 
was attached to his arrival than his modesty had anticipated. A disputed 

-cast had occurred between the bands of players, and as the gauger favoured 
the one party, and the schoolmaster the other, the matter might be said to 
be taken up by the higher powers. The miller and smith, also, had 
espoused different sides, and, considering the vivacity of two such dispu- 
tants, there was reason to doubt whether the strife might be amicably 
terminated. But the first person who caught a sight of the mendicant 
exclaimed, ‘‘ Ah! here comes auld Edie, that kens the rules of a’ country 
games better than ony man that ever drave a bowl, or threw an axle-tree, 
or putted a stane either: —let’s hae nae quarrelling, callants — we'll stand 
by auld Kdie’s judgment.” 

Edie was accordingly welcomed, and installed as umpire, with a general 
shout of gratulation. With all the modesty of a Bishop to whom the mitre 
is proffered, or of a new Speaker called to the chair, the old man declined 
the high trust and responsibility with which it was proposed to invest him, 
and, in requital for his self-denial and humility, had the pleasure of re- 
ceiving the reiterated assurances of young, old, and middle-aged, that he 
was simply the best qualified person for the office of arbiter ‘in the haill 
country-side.” Thus encouraged, he proceeded gravely to the execution of 
his duty, and, strictly forbidding all aggravating expressions on either side, 
he heard the smith and gauger on one side, the miller and schoolmaster on 
the other, as junior and senior counsel. Edie’s mind, however, was fully 
made up on the subject before the pleading began; like that of many a 
judge, who must nevertheless go through all the forms, and endure, in its 
full extent, the eloquence and argumentation of the Bar. For when all had 
been said on both sides, and much of it said over oftener than once, our 
senior being well and ripely advised, pronounced the moderate and healing 
judgment, that the disputed cast was a drawn one, and should therefore 
count to neither party. This judicious decision restored concord to the 
field of players; they began anew to arrange their match and their bets, 
with the clamorous mirth usual on such occasions of village sport, and the 
niore eager were already stripping their jackets, and committing then, 
with their coloured handkerchiefs, to the care of wives, sisters, and mis- 
tresses. But their mirth was singularly interrupted. 

On the outside of the group of players began to arise sounds of a de- 
scription very different from those of sport — that sort of suppressed sigh 
and exclamation, with which the first news of calamity is received by the 
nearers, began to be heard indistinctly. A buzz went about among the_ 
women of ‘Eh, sirs! sae young and sae suddenly summoned!” — It then 

-xtended itself among the men, and silenced the sounds of sportive mirth, 
p2 
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All understood at on se that some disaster had happened in the country, and 
each inquired the cause at his neighbour, who knew as little as the querist. 
At length the rumour reached, in a distinct shape, the ears of Edie Ochil- 
tree, who was in the very centre of the assembly. The boat of Muckle- 
backit, the fisherman whom we have so often mentioned, had been swamped 
at sea, and four men had perished, it was affirmed, including Mucklebackit 
and his son. Rumour had in this, however, as in other cases, gone beyond 
the truth. The boat had indeed been overset; but Stephen, or, as he was 
called, Steenie Mucklebackit, was the only man who had been drowned. 
Although the place of his residence and his mode of life removed the young 
man from the society of the country folks, yet they failed not to pause in 
their rustic mirth to pay that tribute to sudden calamity, which it seldom 
fails to receive in cases of infrequent occurrence. To Ochiltree, in par- 
ticular, the news came like a knell, the rather that he had so lately engaged 
this young man’s assistance in an affair of sportive mischief; and though 
neither loss nor injury was designed to the German adept, yet the work 
was not precisely one in which the latter hours of life ought to be occu- 
ied. 

4 Misfortunes never come alone. While Ochiltree, pensively leaning upon 
his staff, added his regrets to those of the hamlet which bewailed the young 
man’s sudden death, and internally blamed himself for the transaction in 
which he had so lately engaged him, the old man’s collar was seized by a 
peace-officer, who displayed his baton in his right hand, and exclaimed, 
“In the king’s name.” 

The gauger and schoolmaster united their rhetoric, to prove to the con- 
stable and his assistant that he had no right to arrest the king’s bedesman 
as a vagrant; and the mute eloquence of the miller and smith, which was 
vested in their clenched fists, was prepared to give highland bail for their 
arbiter; his blue gown, they said, was his warrant for travelling the 
country. 

‘But his blue gown,” answered the officer, ‘‘is nae protection for assault, 
robbery, and murder; and my warrant is against him for these crimes.” 

Murder!” said Edie, ‘‘murder! wha did I e’er murder ?”’ 

““Mr. German Doustercivil, the agent at Glen-Withershins mining- 
works.” : 

“Murder Dustersnivel ? — hout, he’s living, and life-like, man.” 

“Nae thanks to you if he be; he had a sair struggle for his life, if a’ he 
true he tells, and ye maun answer for’t at the bidding of the law.” 

The defenders of the mendicant shrunk back at hearing the atrocity of 
the charges against him, but more than one kind hand thrust meat and 
bread and pence upon Edie, to maintain him in the prison, to which the 
officers were about to conduct him. . 

“Thanks to ye! God bless ye a’, bairns!—I’ve gotten out o’ mony a 
snare when I was waur deserving 0’ deliverance—I shall escape like a bird 
from the fowler. Play out your play, and never mind me—I am mair 
grieved for the puir lad that’s gane, than for aught they can do to me.” 

Accordingly, the unresisting prisoner was led off, while he mechanically _ 
accepted and stored in his wallets the alms which poured in on every hand, 
and ere he left the hamlet, was as deep-laden as a government victualler. 
The labour of bearing this accumulating burden was, however, abridged, by 
the officer procuring a cart and horse to convey the old man to a magistrate, 
in order to his examination and committal. 

The disaster of Steenie, and the arrest of Edie, put a stop to the sports 
of the village, the pensive inhabitants of which began to speculate upon 
the vicissitudes of human affairs, which had so suddenly consigned one of 
their comrades to the grave, and placed the master of the revels in sonia 
danger of being hanged. The character of Dousterswivel being pretty 
yenerally known, which was in his case equivalent to being pretty gene 
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rally detested, there were many speculations upon the probability of the 
accusation being malicious. But all agreed, that if Edie Ochiltree behoved 
in all events to suffer upon this occasion, it was a great pity he had not 
better merited his fate by killing Dousterswivel outright. 


Chapter the Chirtieth. 


Who is he ?— One that for the lack of land 

Shall fight upon the water—he hath challenged 

formerly the grand whale; and by his titles 

Of Leviathan, Behemoth, and so forth. 

He tilted with a sword-fish — Marry, sir, 

The aquatic had the best—the argument 

Still galis eur champion’s breech. 
: Oxp Pray. 


« Anp the poor young fellow, Steenie Mucklebackit, is to be buried this 
morning,”’ said our old friend the Antiquary, as he exchanged his quilted 
night-gown for an old-fashioned black coat in lieu of the snuff-coloured 
vestment which he ordinarily wore, ‘‘and, I presume, it is expected that I 
should attend the funeral ?” 

“Qu, ay,”’ answered the faithful Caxon, officiously brushing the white 
threads and specks from his patron’s habit. “The body, God help us! was 
sae broken against the rocks that they’re fain to hurry the burial. The 
sea’s a kittle cast, as I tell my daughter, puir thing, when I want her to get 
up her spirits; the sea, says I, Jenny, is as uncertain a calling” —— 

“As the calling of an old periwig-maker, that’s robbed of his business 
by crops and the powder-tax. Caxon, thy topics of consolation are as ill 
chosen as they are foreign to the present purpose. Quid mtht cum foemina? 
What have I to do with thy womankind, who have enough and to spare of 
mine own? —I pray of you again, am I expected by these poor people to 
attend the funeral of their son?” 

“Ou, doubtless, your honour is expected,” answered Caxon; “weel I 
wot ye are expected. Ye ken, in this country ilka gentleman is wussed to 
be sae civil as to see the corpse aff his grounds; ye needna gang higher 
than the loan-head — it’s no expected your honour suld leave the land; it’s 
just a Kelso convoy, a step and a half ower the doorstane.” 

“A Kelso convoy!” echoed the inquisitive Antiquary; “and why a Kelso 
convoy more than any other?” 

“Dear sir,” answered Caxon, “how should I ken? it’s just a by-word.” 

‘““Oaxon,” answered Oldbuck, “thou art a mere periwig-maker — Had I 
asked Ochiltree the question, he would have had a legend ready made to 
my hand.” 

‘e My business,” replied Caxon, with more animation than he commonly 
displayed, “is with the outside of your honour’s head, as ye are accustomed 
to say.” 

oe true, Caxon, true; and it is no reproach to a thatcher that he is not an 
upholsterer.” 

He then tock out his memorandum-book and wrote down “ Kelso convoy 
— said to be « step and a half over the threshold. Authority — Caxon. — 
Quare— Whence derived? Mem. To write to Dr. Graysteel upon the 
subject.” 

Having made this entry, he resumed—‘ And truly, as to this custom of 
she landlord attending the body of the peasant, I approve it, Caxon. hi 
eomes from ancient times, and was founded deep in the notions of mutual 
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nid and dependence between the lord and cultivator of the soi. And herein 
'I must say, the feudal system (as also in its courtesy towards womankind, 
in which it exceeded)—herein I say, the feudal usages mitigated and soft- 
ened the sternness of classical times. No man, Caxon, ever heard of a 
Spartan attending the funeral of a Helot— yet I dare be sworn that John 
of the Girnell—ye have heard of him, Caxon?” 

** Ay, ay, sir,” answered Caxon; ‘“‘naebody can hae been lang in your 
honour’s company without hearing of that gentleman.” 

“Well,” continued the Antiquary, “I would bet a trifle there was not a 
Kolb kerl, or bondsman, or peasant, ascriptus glebw, died upon the monks’ 
territories down here, but John of the Girnell saw them fairly and decently 
interred.” 

“* Ay, but if it like your honour, they say he had mair to do wi the births 
than the burials. Ha! ha! ha!” with a gleeful chuckle. 

“Good, Caxon! very good !—why, you shine this morning.” 

‘“‘ And besides,” added Caxon, slily, encouraged by his patron’s approba- 
tion, ‘‘they say too, that the Catholic priests in thae times gat something 
for ganging about to burials.” 

“Right, Caxon! right as my glove! By the by, I fancy that phrase 
comes from the custom of pledging a glove as the signal of irrefragable 
faith — right, I say, as my glove, Caxon — but we of the Protestant ascen- 
dancy have the more merit in doing that duty for nothing, which cost 
money in the reign of that empress of superstition, whom Spenser, Caxon, 
terms, in his allegorical phrase, 


The daughter of that woman blina, , 

Abessa, daughter of Corecca slow 
But why talk I of these things to thee?—-my poor Lovel has spoiled me, 
and taught me to speak aloud when it is much the same as speaking to my- 
self. Where’s my nephew, Hector M‘Intyre?” 

“‘ He’s in the parlour, sir, wi’ the leddies.”’ 

“Very well,” said the Antiquary, ‘‘I will betake me thither.” 

“Now, Monkbarns,” said his sister, on his entering the parlour, “ye 
maunna be angry.” 

“My dear uncle!” began Miss M‘Intyre. 

“What's the meaning of all this?” said Oldbuck, in alarm of some im- 
pending bad news, and arguing upon the supplicating tone of the ladies, as 
a fortress apprehends an attack from the very first flourish of the trumpet 
which announces the summons — “‘ what’s all this ?—-what do you bespeak 
my patience for?” 

“No particular matter, I should hope, sir,” said Hector, who, with his 
arm in a sling, was seated at the breakfast-table ; — ‘“‘ however, whatever it 
may amount to I am answerable for it, as I am for much more trouble that 
I have occasioned, and for which I have little more than thanks to offer.” 

“No, no! heartily welcome, heartily welcome—only let it be a warning 
to you,” said the Antiquary, ‘‘against your fits of anger, which is a short 
madness—Ira furor brevis—but what is this new disaster ?” : 

“ My dog, sir, has unfortunately thrown down ”—— 

“Tf-it please Heaven, not the lachrymatory from Clochnaben!” inter- 
jected Oldbuck. : my 

‘Indeed, uncle,” said the young lady, “I am afraid —it was that which 
stood upon the sideboard—the poor thing only meant to eat the pat of fresh 
butter.” 

“In which she has fully succeeded, I presume, for I see that on the table 
is salted. But that is nothing—my lachrymatory, the main pillar of my 
theory on which I rested to show, in despite of the ignorant obstinacy of 
Mac-! ’ribb, that the Romans had passed the defiles of these mountains, and 
left behind them traces of their arts and arms, is gone-— annihilated — ree 
dused to such fragments as might be the shreds of a broken—flowerput! 
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Hector, 1 love thee, 
But never more be officer of mine.” 
' “Why, really, sir, Iam afraid I should make a bad figure in a regiment 
of your raising.” 

*“ At least, Hector, I would have you despatch your camp train, and 
travel expeditus or relictis impedimentis. You cannot conceive how I am 
annoyed by this beast—she commits burglary, I believe, for I heard her 
charged with breaking into the kitchen after all the doors are locked, and 
eating up a shoulder of mutton.””—(Our readers, if they chance to remember 
Jenny Rintherout’s precaution of leaving the door open when she went 
down to the fisher’s cottage, will probably acquit poor Juno of that aggra- 
vation of guilt which the lawyers call a claustrum fregit, and which makes 
the distinction between burglary and private stealing. ) 

“‘T am truly sorry, sir,’ said Hector, ‘that Juno has committed so much 
disorder; but Jack Muirhead, the breaker, was never able to bring her 
under command. She has more travel than any bitch I ever knew, 
but” 

“Then, Hector, I wish the bitch would travel herself out of my grounds.” 

““We will both of us retreat to-morrow, or to-day, but I would not will- 
ingly part from my mother’s brother in unkindness about a paltry pipkin.”’ 

“O brother! brother!’ ejaculated Miss M‘Intyre, in utter despair at this 
vituperative epithet. 

“Why, what would you have me call it?” continued Hector; “it was just 
such a thing as they use in Egypt to cool wine, or sherbet, or water ;—I 
brought home a pair of them—I might have brought home twenty.” 

“What!” said Oldbuck, “shaped such as that your dog threw down ?” 

‘‘ Yes, sir, much such a sort of earthen jar as that which was on the side- 
board. They are in my lodgings at Fairport; we brought a parcel of them 
to cool our wine on the passage—they answer wonderfully well. If I could 
think they would in any degree repay your loss, or rather that they could 
afford you pleasure, 1 am sure I should be much honoured by your accept- 
ing them.” ; 

“Indeed, my dear boy, I should be highly gratified by possessing them. 
To trace the connexion of nations by their usages, and the similarity of the 
implements which they employ, has been long my favourite study. LEvery- 
thing that can illustrate such connexions is most valuable to me.” 

‘Well, sir, I shall be much gratified by your acceptance of them, and a 
few trifles of the same kind. And now, am I to hope you have forgiven 

mie ?” 
' “QO, my dear boy, you are only thoughtless and foolish.” 

‘But Juno—she is only thoughtless too, I assure you—the breaker tells 
me she has no vice or stubbornness.” 

“ Well, I grant Juno also a free pardon—conditioned, that you will imi- 
tate her in avoiding vice and stubbornness, and that henceforward she banish 
herself forth of Monkbarns parlour.” 

“Then, uncle,” said the soldier, “I should have been very sorry and. 
ashamed to propose to you anything in the way of expiation of my own sins, 
or those of my follower, that I thought worth your acceptance; but now, as 
- all is forgiven, will you permit the orphan-nephew, to whom you have been 
a father, to offer you a trifle, which I have been assured is really curious, 
and which only the cross accident of my wound has prevented my delivering 
to you before? I got it from a French Savant, to whom I rendered some 
service after the Alexandria affair.” 

The captain put a small ring-case into the Antiquary’s hands, which, when 
opened, was found to contain an antique ring of massive gold, with a cameo, 
most beautifully executed, bearing a head of Cleopatra. The Antiquary 
broke forth into unrepressed ecstacy, shook his nephew cordially by the 
Land, 3 ae him an hundred times, and showed the ring to his sister and 
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niece, the latter of whom had the tact to give it sufficient admiration: but 
Miss Griselda (though she had the same affection for her nephew) had not: 
address enough to follow the lead. 

‘“‘Tt’s a bonny thing,” she said, ‘‘ Monkbarns, and, I dare say, a valuable ; 
Lut it’s out o’ my way—ye ken I am nae judge 0’ sic matters.” 

‘“‘There spoke all Fairport in one voice!’ exclawned Oldbuck; “it is the 
very spirit of the borough has infected us all; I think I have smelled the 
smoke these two days, that the wind has stuck, like a remora, in the north- 
east—and its prejudices fly farther than its vapours. Believe me, my dear 
Hector, were I to walk up the High-street of Fairport, displaying this ines- 
timable gem in the eyes of each one I met, no human creature, from the 
provost to the town-crier, would stop to ask me its history. Butif I carried 
a bale of linen cloth under my arm, I could not penetrate to the Horsemarket 
ere I should be overwhelmed with queries about its precise texture and price. 
O, one might parody their brutal ignorance in the words of Gray: 


Weave the warp and weave the woof, 
The winding-sheet of wit and sense, 
Dull garment of defensive proof 
*Gainst all that doth not gather pence.” 

The most remarkable proof of this peace-offering being quite acceptable 
was, that while the Antiquary was in full declamation, Juno, who held him 
in awe, according to the remarkable instinct by which dogs instantly discover 
those who like or dislike them, had peeped several times into the room, and 
encountering nothing very forbidding in his aspect, had at length presumed 
to introduce her full person; and finally, becoming bold by impunity, she 
actually ate up Mr. Oldbuck’s toast, as, looking first at one then at another 
of his audience, he repeated, with self-complacency, 


Weave the warp and weave the woof,—— 


You remember the passage in the Fatal Sisters, which, by the way, is not 
so fine as in the original — But, hey-day! my toast has vanished !—TI see 
which way—Ah, thou type of womankind! no wonder they take offence at 
thy generic appellation !’’—(So saying, he shook his fist at Juno, who scoured 
out of the parlour:)—‘‘ However, as Jupiter, according to Homer, could not 
rule Juno in heaven, and as Jack Muirhead, according to Hector M‘Intyre, 
has been equally unsuccessful on earth, I suppose she must have her own 
way.” And this mild censure the brother and sister justly accounted a 
full pardon for Juno’s offences, and sate down well pleased to the morning 
meal, 

When breakfast was over, the Antiquary proposed to his nephew to go 
down with him to attend the funeral. The soldier pleaded the want of a 
mourning habit. 

“O, that does not signify—your presence is all that is requisite. I 
assure you, you will see something that will entertain —no, that’s an im- 
proper phrase — but that will interest you, from the resemblances which I 
will point out betwixt popular customs on such occasions and those of the 
ancients.” 

‘“‘ Heaven forgive me!” thought M‘Intyre ;—“ I shall certainly misbehave, 
and lose all the credit I have so lately and accidently gained.” 

When they set out, schooled as he was by the warning and entreating 
looks of his sister, the soldier made his resolution strong to give no offence 
by evincing inattention or impatience. But our best resolutions are frail, 
when opposed to our predominant inclinations. Our Antiquary,—to leave 
nothing ‘unexplained, had commenced with the funeral rites of the ancient 
Scandinavians, when his nephew interrupted him, in a discussion upon the 
“age of hills,” to remark that a large sea-gull, which flitted around them, 
had come twice within shot. This error being acknowledged and pardoned, 
Oldbuck resumed his disquisition. 

“These are circumstances you ought to attend to and Le familiar with. 
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my dear Hector; for, in the strange contingencies of the present war which 
agitates every corner of Europe, there is no knowing where you may be 
called upon to serve. If in Norway, for example, or Denmark, or any part 
of the ancient Scania, or Scandinavia, as we term it, what could be more 
convenient than to have at your fingers’ ends the history and antiquities 
of that ancient country, the officina gentium, the mother of modern Europe. 
the nursery of those heroes, 

Stern to inflict, and stubborn to endure, 

Who smiled in death 1——_—— 
How animating, for example, at the conclusion of a weary march, to find 
yourself in the vicinity of a Runic monument, and discover that you have 
pitched your tent beside the tomb of a hero!” 

“‘T am afraid, sir, our mess would be better supplied if it chanced to be 
in the neighbourhood of a good poultry-yard.” 

_ “Alas, that you should say so! No wonder the days of Cressy and Agins 
court are no more, when respect for ancient valour has died away in the 
breasts of the British soldiery.” 

‘‘By no means, sir—by no manner of means. I dare say that Edward 
and Henry, and the rest of these heroes, thought of their dinner, how- 
ever, before they thought of examining an old tombstone. But I assure 
you, we are by no means insensible to the memory of our fathers’ fame; I 
used often of an evening to get old Rory M‘Alpin to sing us songs out of 
Ossian about the battles of Fingal and Lamon Mor, and Magnus and the 
Spirit of Muirartach.” 

“‘And did you believe,” asked the aroused Antiquary, ‘‘did you abso- 
lutely believe that stuff of Macpherson’s to be really ancient, you simple 
boy ?” : 

# Believe it, sir ?—how could I but believe it, when I have heard the songs 
sung from my infancy ?” 

‘“‘ But not the same as Macpherson’s English Ossian—you’re not absurd 
enough to say that, I hope?” said the Antiquary, his brow darkening with 
wrath. : 

But Hector stoutly abode the storm ; like many a sturdy Celt, he imagined 
the honour of his country and native language connected with the authen- 
ticity of these popular poems, and would have fought knee-deep, or forfeited 
life and land, rather than have given up a line of them. He therefore 
undauntedly maintained, that Rory M‘Alpin could repeat the whole book 
from one end to another: —and it was only upon cross-examination that he 
explained an assertion so general, by adding, ‘‘ At least, if he was allowed 
whisky enough, he could repeat as long as anybody would hearken to him.” 

“Ay, ay,” said the Antiquary; “‘and that, I suppose, was not very 
long.” 

Why, we had our duty, sir, to attend to, and could not sit listening al] 
night to a piper.” 

“But do you recollect, now,” said Oldbuck, setting his teeth firmly toge- 
ther, and speaking without opening them, which was his custom when con- 
tradicted — ‘‘ Do you recollect, now, any of these verses you thought so 
beautiful and interesting — being a capital judge, no doubt, of such 
things ?” 

“¥ don’t pretend to much skill, uncle; but it’s not very reasonable to be 
angry with me for admiring the antiquities of my own country more than 
those of the Harolds, Harfagers, and Hacos you are so fond of.” 

“Why, these, sir—these mighty and unconquered Goths — were your 
ancestors! The bare-breeched Celts whom they subdued, and suffered only 
tu exist, like a fearful people, in the crevices of the rocks, were but their 
Mancipia and Serfs !” 

Hector’s brow now grew red in his turn. “Sir,” he said, “I don’t un 
derstand the meaning of Mancipia and Serfs, but I conreive that such 
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names are very improperly applied to Scotch Highlanders : no man but “e 
mother’s brother dared to have used such language in my presence; and 
ef you will observe, that I consider it as neither hospitable, handsome, 
ind, nor generous usage towards your guest and your kinsman. My an- 
cestors, Mr. Oldbuck”’ 

“Ware great and gallant chiefs, I dare say, Hector; and really I did not 
mean to give you such immense offence in treating a ‘point of remote anti- 
quity, a subject on which I always am myself cool, deliberate, and unim- 
passioned. But you are as hot and hasty, as if you were Hector and 
Achilles, and Agamemnon to boot.” 

““T am sorry g expressed myself so hastily, uncle, especially to you, who 
have been so generous and good. But my ancestors” 

‘‘No more about it, lad ;~I meant them no affront — none.” 

“Tam glad of it, sir; for the house of M‘Intyre’—— 

‘* Peace be with them all, every man of them,” said the Antiquary. “ But 
to return to our suhject — Do you recollect, I say, any of those poems which 
afforded you such amusement ?” 

“Very hard this,” thought M‘Intyre, “ that he will speak with such glee . 
of everything which is ancient, excepting my family.” — Then, after some 
efforts at recollection, he added aloud, ‘* Yes, sir, —I think f do remember 
some lines; but you do not under stand the Saelins language.” 

“ And will readily excuse hearing it. But you can give me some siden of 
the sense in our own vernacular idiom ?” 

“T shall prove a wretched interpreter,” said M‘Intyre, running over the 
original, well garnished with aghes, aughs, and oughs, and similar gutturals, 
and then coughing and hawking as if the translation stuck in his throat. 
At length, having premised that the poem was a dialogue between the poet 
Oisin, or Ossian, “and Patrick, the tutelar Saint of Ireland, and that it was 
difficult, if not impossible, to render the exquisite felicity of the first two or 
three lines, he said the sense was to this purpose: 


Patrick the psalm-singer, 

Since you will not listen to one of my stories, 
Tookeh you never heard it before, 

I am sorry to tell you 

You are little better than an ass —~ 


“Good! good!” exclaimed the Antiquary; “but go on. Why, this is, 
after all, the most admirable fooling —I dare say the poet was very right. 
What says the Saint ?” 

‘“‘ He replies in character,” said M‘Intyre: ‘‘ but you should hear M‘Alpin 
sing the original. The speeches of Ossian come in upon a strong deep bass 
—those of Patrick are upon a tenor key.” 

“Like M‘Alpin’s drone and small pipes, I suppose,” said Oldbuck. 
“Well? Pray, go on.” 

“Well then, Patrick replics to Ossian : 


Upon my word, son of Fingal, 

While |! iin warbling the psalms, 

The climour of your old woman’s tales 
Disturbs my devotional exercises.” 

“ Excellent !— why, this is better and better. I hope Saint Patrick sung, 
better than Blattergowl’s precentor, or it would be hang-choice between the 
poet and psalmist. “But what I admire is the courtesy of these two eminent 

ersons towards each other. It is a pity there should not be a word of this 
in Macpherson’s translation.” 

“Tf you are sure of that,” said M‘Intyre, gravely, “he must have taken 
very unwarrantable liberties with his original.” 

‘Tt will go near to be thought so shortly — but pray proceed.” 

“Then,” said M‘Intyre, “this is the answer of Ossian: 


Dare you compare your ena: 
You son of a ——--— 
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**Sv.1 of a what?” exclaimed Oldbuck. 
‘Tt means, I think,” said the young soldier, with some reluctance, ‘sou 
of a female dog: 


Do you compare your psalms, 
To the tales of the bare-arm "a Fenians ¢” 


** Are you sure you are translating that last epithet correctly, Hector?” 

““ Quite sure, sir,” answered Hector, doggedly. 

“Because I should have thought the nudity might have been quoted as 
existing in,a different part of the body.” 

Disdaining to reply to this insinuation, Hector proceeded in his recita 


tion: 
“T shall think it no great harm 
To wring your bald head from your shoulders —~— 


But what is that yonder?” exclaimed Hector, interrupting himself. 

““Qne of the herd of Proteus,” said the Antiquary — ‘‘a phoca, or seal, 
lying asleep on the beach.” 

Upon which M‘Intyre, with the eagerness of a young sportsman, totally 
forgot both Ossian, Patrick, his uncle, and his wound, and exclaiming —“I 
shall have her! I shall have her!” snatched the walking-stick out of the 
hand of the astonished Antiquary, at some risk of throwing him down, and 
set of at full speed to get between the animal and the sea, to which element, 
having caught the alarm, she was rapidly retreating. 

Not Sancho, when his master interrupted his account of the combatants 
of Pentapolin with the naked arm, to advance in person to the charge of 
the flock of sheep, stood more confounded than Oldbuck at this sudden 
spre ta of his nephew. 

“Ts the devil in him,” was his first exclamation, ‘to go to disturb the 
brute that was never thinking of him!’ — Then elevating his voice, ‘‘ Hlec- 
tor — nephew — fool —let alone the Phoca —let alone the Phoca ! — they 
bite, I tell you, like furies. He minds me no more than a post. There — 
there they are at it—Gad, the Phoca has the best of it! Iam glad to see 
it,” said he, in the bitterness of his heart, though really alarmed for his 
nephew s safety — ‘‘I am glad to see it, with all my heart and spirit.” 

truth, the seal, finding her retreat intercepted by the light-footed sol- 
dier, confronted him manfully, and having sustained a heavy blow without 
injury, she knitted her brows, as is the fashion of the animal when incensed, 
and making use at once of her fore paws and her unwieldy strength, wrench 
ed the weapon out of the assailant’s hand, overturned him on the sands, 
and scuttled away into the sea, without doing him any farther injury. 
Captain M‘Intyre, a good deal out of countenance at the issue of his ex 
ploit, just rose in time to receive the ironical congratulations of his uncle, 
upon a Single combat worthy to be commemorated by Ossian himself, 
“since,” said the Antiquary, “your magnanimous opponent hath fled, 
though not upon eagle’s wings, from the foe that was low Egad, she 
walloped away with all the grace of triumph, and has carried my stick off 
also, by way of spolia opima.” 

M Intyre had little to answer for himself, except that a Highlander could 
never pass a deer, a seal, or a salmon, where there was a possibility of 
having a trial of skill with them, and that he had forgot one of his arms 

-was in a sling. He also made his fall an apology for returning back to 
Monkbarns, and thus escape the farther raillery of his uncle, as well as hix 
lamentations for his walking-stick. 

“T cut it,” he said, “in the classic woods of Hawthornden, when I did 
not expect always to have been a bachelor —-I would not have given it for 
un ocean of seals—O Hector! Hector !— thy namesake was born to be the 
prop of Troy, and thou to be the plague of Monkbarns !”’ 

Q ; 
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Chanter the Chirty-First. 


Tell me not of it, friend —when the young weep, 
Their tears are luke-warm brine;— from your old eyes 
Sorrow falls down like hail-drops of the North, 
Chilling the furrows of our withered cheeks, 
Cold as our hopes, and hardened as our feeling — 
Theirs, as they fall, sink sightless—ours recoil, 
Heap the fair plain, and bleaken all before us. 

OLD PLay. 


Tue Antiquary, being now alone, hastened his pace, which had heer 
retarded by these various discussions, and the rencontre which had closed 
them, and soon arrived before the half-dozen cottages at Mussel-crag. 
They now had, in addition to their usual squalid and uncomfortable ap- 
pearance, the melancholy attributes of the house of mourning. The boats 
were all drawn up on the beach; and, though the day was fine, and the 
season favourable, the chant, which is used by the fishers when at sea, was 
silent, as well as the prattle of the children, and the shrill song of the 
mother, as she sits mending her nets by the door. <A few of the neigh- — 
bours, some in their antique and well-saved suits of black, others in their ~ 

ordinary clothes, but all bearing an expression of mournful sympathy with 
distress so sudden and unexpected, stood gathered around the door of 
Mucklebackit’s cottage, waiting till “‘the body was lifted.’ As the Laird 
of Monkbarns approached, they made way for him to enter, doffing their 
hats and bonnets as he passed, with an air of melancholy courtesy, and he 
returned their salutes in the same manner. 

In the inside of the cottage, was a scene which our Wilkie alone coula © 
have painted, with that exquisite feeling of nature that characterises his 
enchanting productions. 

The body was laid in its coffin within the wooden bedstead which the 
young fisher had occupied while alive. At a little distance stood the father, 
whose rugged weather-beaten countenance, shaded by his grizzled hair, 
had faced many a stormy night and night-like day. He was apparently 
revolving his loss in his mind, with that strong feeling of painful grief pecu- 
liar to harsh and rough characters, which almost breaks forth into hatred 
against the world, and all that remain in it, after the beloved object is 
withdrawn. The old man had made the most desperate efforts to save his 
son, and had only been withheld by main force froth renewing them at a 
moment when, without the possibility of assisting the sufferer, he must 
himself have perished. All this apparently was boiling in his recollection. 
His glance was directed sidelong towards the coffin, as to an object on which 
he could not steadfastly look, and yet from which he could not withdraw 
his eyes. His answers to the necessary questions which were occasionally 
put to him, were brief, harsh, and almost fierce. His family had not yet 
dared to address to him a word, either of sympathy or consolation. His mas- 
culine wife, virago as she was, and absolute mistress of the family, as she 
justly boasted herself, on all ordinary occasions, was, by this great loss, 
terrified into silence and submission, and compelled to hide from her hus- 
band’s observation the bursts of her female sorrow. As he had rejected 
food ever since the disaster had happened, not daring herself to approach 
nim, she had that morning, with affectionate artifice, employed the youngest 
and favourite child to present her husband with some nourishment. His 
first action was to put it from him with an angry violence that frightened 
the child; his next, to snatch up the boy and devour him with kisses. 
“Ye’ll be a bra’ fallow, an ye be spared, Patie,—but ye’ll never—never car 
be —what he was to me!—He has sailed the coble wi’ me since he was tep 
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ida auld, and there wasna the like o’ him drew a net betwixt this and 
uchan-ness. — They say folks maun submit — I will try.” 

And he had been silent from that moment until compelled to answer the 
necessary questions we have already noticed. Such was the disconsolate 
state of the father. : 

In another corner of the cottage, her face covered by her apron, which 
was flung over it, sat the mother — the nature of her grief sufficiently indi- 
cated by the wringing of her hands, and the convulsive agitation of the 
besom, which the covering could not conceal. Two of her gossips, oth- 
ciously whispering into her ear the common-place topic of resignation under 
irremediable misfortune, seemed as if they were endeavouring to stun the 
grief which they could not console. 

The sorrow of the children was mingled with wonder at the preparations 
they beheld around them, and at the unusual display of wheaten bread and 
wine, which the poorest peasant, or fisher, offers to the guests on these 
mournful occasions; and thus their grief for their brother’s death was 
almost already lost in admiration of the splendour of his funeral. 

But the figure of the old grandmother was the most remarkable of the 
-sorrowing group. Seated on her accustomed chair, with her usual air of 
apathy, and want of interest in what surrounded her, she seemed every 
now and then mechanically to resume the motion of twirling her spindle ; 
then to look towards her bosom for the distaff, although both had been laid 
aside. She would then cast her eyes about, as if surprised at missing the 
usual implements of her industry, and appear struck by the black colour 
of the gown in which they had dressed her, and embarrassed by the number 
of persons by whom she was surrounded. Then, finally, she would raise 
her head with a ghastly look, and fix her eyes upon the bed which contained 
the .coffin of her grandson, as if she had at once, and for the first time, 
acquired sense to comprehend her inexpressible calamity. These alternate 
feelings of embarrassment, wonder, and grief, seemed to succeed each other 
more than once upon her torpid features. But she spoke not a word — 
neither had she shed a tear — nor did one of the family understand, either 
from look or expression, to what extent she comprehended the uncommon 
bustle around her. Thus she sat among the funeral assembly like a con- 
necting link between the surviving mourners and the dead corpse which 
they bewailed—a being in whom the light of existence was already obscured 
by the encroaching shadows of death. 

When Oldbuck entered this house of mourning, he was received by a 
general and silent inclination of the head, and, according to the fashion of 
Scotland on such occasions, wine and spirits and bread were offered round 
to the guests. Elspeth, as these refreshments were presented, surprised and 
startled the whole company by motioning to the person who bore them to 
stop; then, taking a glass in her hand, she rose up, and, as the smile of 
dotage played upon her shrivelled features, she pronounced, with a hollow 
and tremulous voice, ‘‘ Wishing a’ your healths, sirs, and often may we hae 
such merry meetings !” 

All shrunk from the ominous pledge, and set down the untasted liquor 
with a degree of shuddering horror, which will not surprise those who know 
how many superstitions are still common on such occasions among the 
Scottish vulgar. But as the old woman tasted the liquor, she suddenly 
exclaimed with a sort of shriek, “‘ What’s this ?—this is wine—how should. 
vhere be wine in my son’s house? — Ay,” she continued with a suppressed 
groan, “I mind the sorrowful cause now,” and dropping the glass fr_m her 
hand, she stood a moment gazing fixedly on the bed in which the coffin of 
her grandson was deposited, and then sinking gradually into her seat, she 
navered her eyes and forehead with her withered and pallid hand. 

At this moment the clergyman entered the cottage. Mr. Blattergowi 
though a dreadful proscr, particularly on the subject of augmontations, 
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localities, teinds, and overtures in that session of the General Assembly, to 
which, unfortunately for his auditors, he chanced one year to act as me‘le- 
rator, was nevertheless a good man, in the old Scottish presbyterian phrase, 
God-ward and man-ward. No divine was more attentive in visiting the 
sick and afflicted, in catechizing the youth, in instructing the ignorant, and 
in reproving the erring. And hence, notwithstanding impatience of his 
prolixity aud prejudices, personal or professional, and notwithstanding, 
moreover, a certain habitual contempt for his understanding, especially on 
affairs of genius and taste, on which Blattergowl was apt to be diffuse, from 
his hope of one day fighting his way to a chair of rhetoric or belles lettres, 
— notwithstanding, I say, ail the prejudices excited against him by these 
circumstances, our friend the Antiquary looked with great regard and 
respect on the said Blattergowl, though I own he could seldom, even by his 
sense of decency and the remonstrances of his womankind, be hounded out, 
as he called it, to hear him preach. But he regularly took shame to him- 
self for his absence when Blattergowl came to Monkbarns to dinner, to 
which he was always invited of a Sunday, a mode of testifying his respect 
which the proprietor probably thought fully as agreeable to the clergyman, 
and rather more congenial to his own habits. 

To return from a digression which can only serve to introduce the honest 
clergyman more particularly to our readers, My. Blattergowl had no sooner. 
entered the hut, and received the mute and melancholy salutations of the 
company whom it contained, than he edged himself towards the unfortu- 
nate father, and seemed to endeavour to slide in a few words of condolence 
or of consolation. But the old man was incapable as yet of receiving 
either ; he nodded, however, gruffly, and shook the clergyman’s hand in 
acknowledgment of his good intentions, but was either unable or unwilling 
to make any verbal reply. 

The minister next passed to the mother, moving along the floor as slowly, 
silently, and gradually, as if he had been afraid that the ground would, 
like unsafe ice, break beneath his feet, or that the first echo of a footstep 
was to dissolve some magic spell, and plunge the hut, with all its inmates, 
into a subterranean abyss. The tenor of what he had said to the poor 
woman could only be judged by her answers, as, half-stifled by sobs ill- 
repressed, and by the covering which she still kept over her countenance, 
she ‘faintly answered at each pause in his speech—‘ Yes, sir, yes!—Ye’re 
very gude — ye’re very gude! — Nae doubt, nae doubt !—It’s our duty to 
submit !— But, O dear, my poor Steenie! the pride o’ my very heart, that 
was sae handsome and comely, and a help to his family, and a comfort to 
us a’, and a pleasure to a’ that lookit on him! —O my bairn! my bairn! 
my bairn! what for is thou lying there!—and eh! what for am [ left to 
greet for ye!” 

There was no contending with this burst of sorrow and natural affection. 
Oldbuck had repeated recourse to his snuff-box to conceal the tears which, 
despite his shrewd and caustic temper, were apt to start on such occasions, 
The female assistants whimpered, the men held their bonnets to their faces, 
and spoke apart with each other. The clergyman, meantime, addressed hig 
ghostly consolation to the aged grandmother. At first she listened, or 
seemed to listen, to what he said, with the apathy of her usual unconscious- 
ness. But as, in pressing this theme, he approached so near to her ear 
that the sense of his words became distinctly intelligible to her, though 
unheard by those who stood more distant, her countenance at once assumed 
that stern and expressive cast which characterized her intervals of intelli- 
gence. She drew up her head and body, shook her head in a manner that 
showed at least impatience, if not scorn of his counsel, and waved her 
hand slightly, but with a gesture so expressive, as to indicate to all who 
witnessed it a marked and disdainful rejection of the ghostly eons lation 
proffered to her. The minister stepped back as if repulsed and, by :ifting 
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gently and dropping his hand, seemed to show at once wonder, sorrow, and | 
compassion fur her dreadful state of mind. The rest of the company © 
sympathized, and a stifled whisper went through them, indicating how 
much her desperate and determined manner impressed them with awe, and 
even horror. 

In the meantime the funeral company was completed, by the arrival of 
one or two persons who had been expected from Fairport. The wine and 
spirits again circulated, and the dumb show of greeting was anew inter 
changed. The grandame a second time took a glass in her hand, drank its 
contents, and exclaimed, with a sort of laugh, —‘“‘ Hla! ha! I hae tasted 
wine twice in ae day—Whan did I that before, think ye, cummers ?—Never 
since” and the transient glow vanishing from her countenance, she set 
the glass down, and sunk upon the settle from whence she had risen to 
snatch at it. | 

As the general amazement subsided, Mr. Oldbuck, whose heart bled to 
witness what he considered as the errings of the enfeebled intellect struggling 
with the torpid chill of age and of sorrow, observed to the clergyman that 
it was time to proceed with the ceremony. ‘he father was incapable of 
giving directions, but the nearest relation of the family made a sign to the 
carpenter, who in such cases goes through the duty of the undertaker, to 
proceed in his office. The creak of the screw-nails presently announced 
that the lid of the last mansion of mortality was in the act of being secured 
above its tenant. The last act which separates us for ever, even from the 
mortal relics of the person we assemble to mourn, has usually its effect 
upon the most indifferent, selfish, and hard-hearted. With a spirit of con- 
tradiction, which we may be pardoned for esteeming narrow-minded, the 
fathers of the Scottish kirk rejected, even on this most solemn occasion, 
the form of an address to the Divinity, lest they should be thought to give 
countenance to the rituals of Rome or of England. With much better and 
more liberal judgment, it is the present practice of most of the Scottish 
clergymen to seize this opportunity of offering a prayer, and exhortation, 
suitable to make an impression upon the living, while they are yet in the 
very presence of the relics of him whom they have but lately seen such as 
they themselves, and who now is such as they must in their time become. 
But this decent and praiseworthy practice was not adopted at the time of 
which I am treating, or at least Mr. Blattergowl did not act upon it, and 
the ceremony proceeded without any devotional exercise. 

The coffin, covered with a pall, and supported upon handspikes by the 
_hearest relatives, now only waited the father to support the head, as is cus- 
tomary. ‘'wo or three of these privileged persons spoke to him, but he only 
answered by shaking his hand and his head in token of refusal. With 
better intention than judgment, the friends, who considered this as an act 
of duty on the part of the living, and of decency towards the deceased, 
would have proceeded to enforce their request, had not Oldbuck interfered 
between the distressed father and his well-meaning tormentors, and informed 
_them, that he himself, as landlord and master to the deceased, ‘ would carry 
his head to the grave.” In spite of the sorrowful occasion, the hearts of 
the relatives swelled within them at so marked a distinction on the part of 
the laird; and old Alison Breck, who was present among other fish-women, 
swore almost aloud, ‘His honour Monkbarns should never want sax warp 
of oysters in the season” (of which fish he was understood to be fond), “if 
the should gang to sea and dredge for them hersell, in the foulest wind that 
ever blew.” And such is the temper of the Scottish common people, that 
by this instance of compliance with their customs, and respect for their 
eersons, Mr. Oldbuck gained more popularity than by all the sums which 
he had yearly distributed in the parish for purposes of private or general 
eharity. 

The. sad procession now moved slowly forward, preceded by the beadles, 
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or saulies, with their batons, — miserable-looking old men, tottering as if 
un the edge of that grave to which they were marshalling another, and 
clad, according to Scottish guise, with threadbare black coats, and hunting- 
caps decorated with rusty crape. Monkbarns would probably have remon- 
strated against this superfluous expense, had he been consulted; but, in 
doing so, he would have given more offence than he gained popularity by 
condescending to perform the ‘office of chief mourner. Of this he was 
quite aware, and wisely withheld rebuke, where rebuke and advice would 
have been equally unavailing. In truth, the Scottish peasantry are still 
‘infected with that rage for funeral ceremonial, which once distinguished the 
andees of the kingdom so much, that a sumptuary law was made by the 
arliament of Scotland for the purpose of restraining it; and I have known 
many in the lowest stations, who denied themselves not merely the comforts, 
put almost the necessaries of life, in order to save such a sum of money as 
might enable their surviving friends to bury them like Christians, as noe 
termed it; nor could their faithful executors be prevailed upon, thoug 
equally necessitous, to-turn to the use and maintenance of the living, the 
money vainly wasted upon the interment of the dead. | | 

The procession to the churchyard at about half-a-mile’s distance, was 
made with the mournful solemnity usual on these occasions,—the body was 
consigned to its parent earth,—and when the labour of the gravediggers 
had filled up the trench, and covered it with fresh sod, Mr. Oldbuck, taking 
his hat off, saluted the assistants, who had stood by. in melancholy silence, 
and with that adieu dispersed the mourners. 

The clergyman offered our Antiquary his company to walk homeward ; 
but Mr. Oldbuck had been so much struck with the deportment of the 
fisherman and his mother, that, moved by compassion, and perhaps also, in 
some degree, by that curiosity which induces us to seek out even what gives 
us pain to witness, he preferred a solitary walk by the coast, for the pur 
pose of again visiting the cottage as he passed. 


PRAAPAANYIW 


Chapter the Chirty-Serand. 


What is this secret sin, this untold tale, 

That art cannot extract, nor penance cleanse 

—— Her muscles hold their place ; 

Nor discomposed, nor formed to steadiness, 

No sudden flushing, and no faltering lip.— 
Mysterious MorTHer. 


- 


Tue coffin had been borne from the place where it rested. The mourners, 
in regular gradation, according to the rank or their relationship tu the 
deceased, had filed from the cottage, while the younger male children were 
led along to totter after the bier of their brother, and to view with wonder 
a ceremonial which they could hardly comprehend. The female gossips 
next rose to depart, and, with consideration for the situation of the parents, 
earried along with them the girls of the family, to give the unhappy pair- 
fime and opportunity to open their hearts to each other, and soften their 
grief by communicating it. But their kind intention was without effect. 
The last of them had darkened the entrance of the cottage, as she went out, 
and drawn the door softly behind her, when the father, first ascertaining by 
a hasty glance that no stranger remained, started up, clasped his hands 
wildly above his head, uttered a ery of the despair which he had hitherty 
repressed, and, in all the impotent impatience of grief. half rashed half — 
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staggered forward to the bed on which the coffin had been deposited, threw 
himself down upon it, and smothering, as it were, his head among the bed 
clothes, give vent to the full pass‘on of his sorrow. It was in vain that the 
wretched mother, terrified by the vehemence of her husband’s affliction — 
‘ifliction still more fearful as agitating a man of hardened manners and a 
robust frame—suppressed her own sobs and tears, and pulling him by the 
skirts of his coat, implored him to rise and remember, that, though one was 
removed, he had still a wife and children to comfort and support. The 
appeal came at too early a period of his anguish, and was totally unat- 
tended to; he continued to remain prostrate, indicating, by sobs so bitter 
and violent that they shook the bed and partition against which it rested, 
by clenched hands which grasped the bed-clothes, and by the vehement and 
convulsive motion of his legs, how deep and how terrible was the agony of 
a father’s sorrow. . 

“0, what a day is this! what a day is this!” said the poor mother, her 
womanish affliction already exhausted by sobs and tears, and now almost 
lost in terror for the state in which she beheld her husband—‘“ O, what an 
hour is this! and naebody to help a poor lone woman—O, gudemither, could 
ye but speak a word to him !—wad ye but bid him be comforted !” 

To her astonishment, and even to the increase of her fear, her husbard’s 
mother heard and answered the appeal. She rose and walked across the 
floor without support, and without much apparent feebleness, and standing 
by the bed on which her son had extended himself, she said, “ Rise up, my 
son, and sorrow not for him that is beyond sin and sorrow and temptation. 
Sorrow is for those that remain in this vale of sorrow and darkness—I, wha 
dinna sorrow, and wha canna sorrow for ony ane, hae maist need that ye 
should a’ sorrow for me.” 

The voice of his mother, not heard for years as taking part in the active 
duties of life, or offering advice or consolation, produced its effect upon her 
son. He assumed a sitting posture on the side of the bed, and his appear- 
ance, attitude, and gestures, changed from those of angry despair to deep 
grief and dejection. The grandmother retired to her nook, the mother me- 
chanically took in her hand her tattered Bible, and seemed to read, though 
her eyes were drowned with tears. 

They were thus occupied, when a loud knock was heard at the door. 

“Tfegh, sirs!” said the poor mother, “wha is it that can be coming In 
that gait e’enow ?—They canna hae heard 0’ our misfortune, I’m sure.” 

The knock being repeated, she rose and opened the door, saying queru- 
lously, “ Whatna gait’s that to disturb a sorrowfw’ house ?” 

A tall man in black stood before her, whom shé instantly recognised to 
be Lord Glenallan. ‘Is there not,” he said, “an old woman lodging in this 
or one of the neighbouring cottages, called Elspeth, who was long resident 
at Craigburnfoot of Glenallan ?” : 

“It’s my gudemither, my lord,” said Margaret; “but she canna see ony- 
body e’enow—Ohon! we’re dreeing a sair weird—we hae had a heavy dis- 
pensation |” 

“God forbid,” said Lord Glenallan, “that I should on light occasion dis- 
turb your sorrow ; — but my days are numbered —your mother-in-law is ip 
the extremity of age, and, if IT see her not to-day, we may never meet on 
this side of time.”’ 

“And what,” answered the desolate mother, “wad ye see at an auld 
woman, broken down wi’ age and sorrow and heartbreak? Gentle or 
semple shall not darken my doors the day my bairn’s been carried out a 
corpse.” 

Whie she spoke thus, indulging the natural irritability of disposition and 
proiession, which began to mingle itself with her grief when its first uncon- 
trolled bursts were gone by, she held the door about one-third part open 
and placed herself in the gap, as if to render the visitor’s entrance impossi 
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Sle. Bat the voice of her husband was heard from within —“ Wha’s that, 
Maggie? what for are ye stecking them out?—let them come in; it doesna 
sienify an auld rope’s end wha comes in or wha gaes out 0’ this house frae 
this time forward.” 

The woman stood aside at her husband’s command, and permitted Lord 
Glenallan to enter the hut. The dejection exhibited in his broken frame 
and emaciated countenance, formed a strong contrast with the effects of 
erief, as they were displayed in the rude and weatherbeaten visage of the 
fisherman, and the masculine features of his wife. Le approached the old 
woman as she was seated on her usual settle, and asked her, in a tone as 
tudible as his voice could make it, ‘Are you Elspeth of the Craigburnfoot 
of Glenallan ?” 

“Wha is it that asks about the unhallowed residence of that evil 
woman ?”” was the answer returned to his query. 

“'The unhappy Karl of Glenallan.” 

‘* Karl !—EHarl of Glenallan 1” 

“He who was called William Lord Geraldin,” said the Earl; ‘and 
whom his mother’s death has made Karl of Glenallan.” 

‘‘Onen the bole,” said the old woman, firmly and hastily to her daughter- 
in-law, ‘‘open the bole wi’ speed, that I may see if this be the right Lord 
Geraldin—the son of my mistress,—him that I received in my arms within 
the hour after he was born — him that has reason to curse me that I-didna 
smother him before the hour was past!’ 

The window, which had been shut in order that a gloomy twilight might 
add to the solemnity of the funeral meeting, was opened as she commanded, 
and threw a sudden and strong light through the smoky and misty atmo- 
sphere of the stifling cabin. Falling in a stream upon the chimney, the 
yrays illuminated, in the way that Rembrandt would have chosen, the 
‘ features of the unfortunate nobleman, and those of the old sibyl, who now, 
standing upon her feet, and holding him by one hand, peered anxiously in 
his features with her light-blue eyes, and holding her long and withered 
fore-finger within a small distance of his face, moved it slowly as if to 
trace the outlines, and reconcile what she recollected with that she now 
beheld. As she finished her scrutiny, she said, with a deep sigh, “It’s a 
sair—sair change; and wha’s fault is it?— but that’s written down where 
it will be remembered—it’s written on tablets of brass with a pen of steel, 
where all is recorded that is done in the flesh.—And what,” she said, after 
a pause, “what is Lord Geraldin seeking from a poor auld creature like 
me, that’s dead already, and only belangs sae far to the living that she isna 
yet laid in the moulds?” ; 

‘“‘ Nay,” answered Lord Glenallan, “in the name of Heaven, why was it 
that you requested so urgently to see me?—and why did you back your 
request by sending a token which you knew well I dared not refuse ?”” 

As he spoke thus, he took from his purse the ring which Edie Ochiltree 
had delivered to him at Glenallan-House. The sight of this token pro- 
duced a strange and instantaneous effect upon the old woman. The palsy 
Jf fear was immediately added to that of age, and she began instantly to 
srztch her pockets with the tremulous and hasty agitation of one who 
becomes first apprehensive of having lost something of great importance ; 
— then, as if convinced of the reality of her fears, she turned to the Earl, 
and demanded, “‘ And how came ye by it, then ?— how came ye by it? I 
thought I had kept it sae securely—what will the Countess say ?”” 

‘You know,” said the Earl, “at least you must have heard. that my 
mother is dead.” 

‘Dead! are ye no imposing upon me? has she left a’ at last, lands and 
lordship and lineages ?” 

‘* All, all,” said the Karl, ‘(as mortals must leave all human vanities.” _ 

“T mind now,” answered Elspeth —‘‘I heard of it hefore; ‘wat there 
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has been sic distress in our house since, and my memory is sae mitkle 
impaired — But ye are sure your mother, the Lady Countess, is gane 
hame ?”” 

The Earl again assured her that her former mistress was no more. 

“Then,” said Elspeth, “it shall burden my mind nae langer!—When 
she lived, wha dared to speak what it would hae displeased her to hae had 
noised abroad? But she’s gane—and I will confess all.” 

Then turning to her son and daughter-in-law, she commanded them 
imperatively to quit the house, and leave Lord Geraldin (for so she still 
ealled him) alone with her. But Maggie Mucklebackit, her first burst of 
grief being over, was by no means disposed in her own house to pay pas- 
sive obedience to the commands of her mother-in-law, an authority which 
is peculiarly obnoxious to persons in her rank of life, and which she was 
the more astonished at hearing revived, when it seemed to have been so 
long relinquished and forgotten. 

‘“‘It was an unco thing,” she said, in a grumbling tone of voice,—for the 
rank of Lord Glenallan was somewhat imposing — “it was an unco thing 
to bid a mother leave her ain house wi’ the tear in her ee, the moment her 
eldest son had been carried a corpse out at the door 0’t.” 

The fisherman, in a stubborn and sullen tone, added to the same purpose. 
‘This is nae day for your auld-warld stories, mother. My lord, if he be a 
‘ord, may ca’ some other day — or he may speak out what he has gotten to 
say if he likes it; there’s nane here will think it worth their while to listen 
to him or you either. But neither for laird or loon, gentle or semple, will 
I leave my ain house to pleasure onybody on the very day my poor” 

Here his voice choked, and he could proceed no farther; but as he had 
risen when Lord Glenallan came in, and had since remained standing, he 
now threw himself doggedly upon a seat, and remained in the sullen 
posture of one who was determined to keep his word. : 

But the old woman, whom this crisis seemed to repossess in all those 
powers of mental superiority with which she had once been eminently 
gifted, arose, and advancing towards him, said, with a solemn voice, ‘‘ My 
son, as ye wad shun hearing of your mother’s shame—as ye wad not 
willingly be a witness of her guilt—as ye wad deserve her blessing and 
avoid her curse, I charge ye, by the body that bore and that nursed ye, to 
leave me at freedom to speak with Lord Geraldin, what nae mortal ears 
but his ain maun listen to. Obey my words, that when ye lay the moulds 
on my head—and O that the day were come !—ye may remember this hour 
without the reproach of having disobeyed the last earthly command that 
ever your mother wared on you.” 

The terms of this solemn charge revived in the fisherman’s heart the 
habit of instinctive obedience in which his mother had trained him up, 
and to which he had submitted implicitly while her powers of exacting it 
remained entire. The recollection mingled also with the prevailing passion 
of the moment; for, glancing his eye at the bed on which the dead body 
had been laid, he muttered to himself, ‘‘ He never disobeyed me, in reason 
or out 0’ reason, and what for should I vex her?’ ‘Then, taking his 
reluctant spouse by the arm, he led her gently out of the cottage, and 
latched the door behind them as he left it. 

As the unhappy parents withdrew, Lord Glenallan, to prevent the old 
woman from relapsing into her lethargy, again pressed her on the subject 
of the communication which she proposed to make to him. 

“Ye will have it sune eneugh,” she replied ;—‘“‘ my mind’s clear eneugh 
now, and there is not —I think there is not—a chance of my forgetting 
what I have to say. My dwelling at Craigburnfovot is before my een, as it 
were present in reality :—the green bank, with its selvidge, just where the 
burn met wi’ the sea — the twa little barks, wi’ their sails furled, lying in 
the natural zove which it formed—the high cliff that joined it with the 
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pleasure-grourds of the house of Glenallan, and hung right ower the 
stream—Ah! yes—I may forget that I had a husband and have lost him-_ 
that I hae but ane alive of our four fair sons —that misfortune upon mis 
fortune has devoured our ill-gotten wealth—that they carried the corpse of 
my son’s eldest-born frae the house this morning — But I never can forget 
the days I spent at bonny Craigburnfoot !” 

“You were a favourite of my mother,” said Lord Glenallan, desirous to 
bring her back to the point, from which she was wandering. 

“‘T was, I was,—ye needna mind me o’ that. She brought me up abune 
my station, and wi’ knowledge mair than my fellows—but, like the tempter 
of auld, wi’ the knowledge of gude she taught me the knowledge of evil.” 

‘‘For God’s sake, Elspeth,” said the astonished Earl, “ proceed, if you 
can, to explain the dreadful hints you have thrown out! I well know you 
are confident to one dreadful secret, which should split this roof even to 
hear it named—but speak on farther.” 

“J will,” she said—‘ I will;—just bear wi’ me for a little ;’—and again 
she seemed lost in recollection, but it was no longer tinged with imbecility 
or apathy. She was now entering upon the topic which had long loaded 
her mind, and which doubtless often occupied her whole soul at times when 
she seemed dead to all around her. And I may add, as a remarkable fact, 
that such was the intense operation of mental energy upon her physical 
powers and nervous system, that, notwithstanding her infirmity of deafness, 
each word that Lord Glenallan spoke during this remarkable conference, 
although in the lowest tone of horror or agony, fell as full and distinet 
upon Klspeth’s ear as it could have done at any period of her life. She 
spoke also herself clearly, distinctly, and slowly, as if anxious that the 
intelligence she communicated should be fully understood ; concisely at the 
same time, and with none of the verbiage or circumlocutory additions 
natural to those of her sex and condition. In short, her language bespoke 
a better education, as well as an uncommonly firm and resolved mind, and 
a character of that sort from which great virtues or great crimes may be 
naturally expected.— The tenor of her communication is disclosed in the 
following chapter. 
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Chapter the Chirty- Chir. 


Remorse—she ne’er forsakes us— 
A bloodhound staunch—she tracks our rapid step 
Through the wild labyrinth of youthful frenzy, 
Unheard, perchance, until old age hath tamed us; 
Then in our lair, when Time hath chilled our joints, 
And maimed our hope of combat, or of flight, 
We hear her deep-mouthed bay, announcing all 
Of wrath, and woe, and punishment that bides us. 

OLD Puay. 


“T NEED not tell you,” said the old woman, addressing the Earl of Glen 
allan, “that I was the favourite and confidential attendant of Joscelind, 
Countess of Glenallan, whom God assoilzie !’’—(here she crossed herself)— 
‘“‘and I think farther, ye may not have forgotten that I shared her regard 
for mony years. I returned it by the maist sincere attachment, but I fell 
into disgrace frae a trifling act of disobedience, reported to your mother Ly 
ine that thought, and she wasna wrang, that I was a spy upen her actions 
und yours.” 
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“IT charge thee, woman,” said the Earl, in a voice trembling with pas- 
sion, “name not her name in my hearing !” 

“I must,” returned the penitent, firmly and calmly, ‘or how car yon 
understand me ?” 

The Earl leaned upon one of the wooden chairs of the hut, drew his hat 
over his face, clenched his hands together, set his teeth like one who sum- 
mons up courage to undergo a painful operation, and made a signal ¢) her 
to proceed. 3 

“I say, then,” she resumed, “that my disgrace with my mistress was 
chiefly owing to Miss Eveline Neville, then bred up in Glenallan-House as 
the daughter of a cousin-german and intimate friend of your father that was 
gane. ‘'here was muckle mystery in her history, —but wha dared to in- 
quire farther than the Countess liked to tell? -— All in Glenallan-House 
loved Miss Neville—all but twa, your mother and mysell—we baith hated 
her.” 

“God! for what reason, since a creature so mild, so gentle, so formed: to 
inspire affection, never walked on this wretched world ?” 

“It may hae been sae,” rejoined Elspeth, “but your mother hated a’ that 
cam of your father’s family—a’ but himsell. Her reasons related to strife 
which fell between them soon after her marriage; the particulars are nae- 
thing to this purpose. But Oh! doubly did she hate Eveline Neville when 
she perceived that there was a growing kindness atween you and that un- 
fortunate young leddy! Ye may mind that the Countess’s dislike didna 
gang farther at first than just showing o’ the cauld shouther —at least it 
wasna seen farther; but at the lang run it brak out into such downright 
violence that Miss Neville was even fain to seck refuge at Knockwinnock 
Castle with Sir Arthur’s leddy, wha (God sain her!) was then wi’ the 
living.” 

ff Sas rend my heart by recalling these particulars — But go on, —and 
may my present agony be accepted as additional penance for the involun- 
tary crime!” 

“She had been absent some months,” continued Elspeth, “when I was 
ae night watching in my but the return of my husband from fishing, and 
shedding in private those bitter tears that my proud spirit wrung frae me 
whenever I thought on my disgrace. ‘The sneck was drawn, and the Ccoun- 
tess your mother entered my dwelling. I thought I had seen a spectre, for 
even in the height of my favour, this was an honour she had never done 
me, and she looked as pale and ghastly as if she had risen from the grave. 
She sate down, and wrung the draps from her hair and cloak, — for the 
night was drizzling, and her walk had been through the plantations, that 
were a’ loaded with dew. I -nly mention these things that you may under- 
stand how weel that nigut ‘ives in my memory,—and weel it may. I 
was surprised to see her, but I durstna speak first, mair than if I had seen 
a phantom—wNa, I durst not, my lord, I that hae seen mony sights of terror, 
ard never shook at them. Sae, after a silence, she said, ‘Elspeth Cheyne 
(for she always gave me my maiden name), are not ye the daughter of that 
Reginald Cheyne, who died to save his master, Lord Glenallan, on the field 
of Sheriffmuir? And I answered her as proudly as hersell nearly—‘ As 
sure as you are the daughter of that Earl of Glenallan whom my father 
saved that day by his own death.’ ” 

Here she made a deep pause. 

“And what followed ?— what followed? — For Heaven’s sake, good 
woman But why should I use that word ?—Yet, good or bad, I com- 
mand you to tell me.” : . 

«And little I should value earthly command,” answered Elspeth, ‘‘ were 
there not a voice that has spoken to me sleeping and waking, that drives 
me forward to tell this sad tale. Aweel, my Lord—the Countess said to 
me, ‘My son loves Eveline Neville —they are agreed — they are plighted : 
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should they have a son, my right over Glenallan merges—I sink, from that 
moment, from a Countess into a miserable stipendiary dowager. I who 
brought lands and vassals, and high blood and ancient fame, to my husband, 
I must cease to be mistress when my son has an heir-male. Bui I care not 
for that— had he married any but one of the hated Nevilles, I had been 
patient. But for them—that they and their descendants should enjoy the 
right and honours of my ancestors, goes through my heart like a two-edged 
dirk. And this girl—I detest her!’—And I answered, for my heart kindled 
at her words, that her hate was equalled by mine.” 


‘““Wretch !” exclaimed the Earl, in spite of his determination to preserve 


silence— ‘‘ wretched woman! what cause of hate could have arisen from a 
being so innocent and gentle ?” 

‘“‘} hated what my mistress hated, as was the use with the liege vassals 
of the house of Glenallan; for. though, my Lord, I married under my de- 
gree, yet an ancestor of yours never went to the field of battle, but an an- 
cestor of the frail, demented, auld, useless wretch wha now speaks with you, 
carried his shield before him. But that was not a’,” continued the beldam, 


her earthly and evil passions rekindling as she became heated in her narra- 


tion—‘‘ that was not a’; I hated Miss Eveline Neville for her ain sake. I 
brought her frae England, and, during our whole journey, she gecked and 


scorned at my northern speech and habit, as her southland leddies and kim- - 


mers had done at the boarding-school, as they ca’d it” (and, strange as it 
may seem, she spoke of an affront offered by a heedless schoolgirl without 
intention, with a degree of inveteracy which, at such a distance of time, a 
mortal offence would neither have authorized or excited in any well-consti- 
tuted mind)—‘‘ Yes, she scorned and jested at me—but let them that scorn 
the tartan fear the dirk !”’ ; 

She paused, and then went on — “ But I deny not that I hated her mair 
than she deserved. My mistress, the Countess, persevered and said, 
‘Elspeth Cheyne, this unruly boy will marry with the false English blood. 
Were days as they have been, I could throw her into the Massymore* of 
Glenallan, and fetter him in the Keep of Strathbonnel. But these times 
are past, and the authority which the nobles of the land should exercise is 
delegated to quibbling lawyers and their baser dependents. Hear me, 
Elspeth Cheyne! if you are your father’s daughter as I am mine, I will 
find means that they shall not. marry. She walks often to that cliff that 
overhangs your dwelling to look for her lover’s boat—(ye may remember 
the pleasure ye then took on the sea, my Lord) —let him find her forty 
fathom lower than he expects !’—Yes! ye may stare and frown and clench 
your hand; but, as sure as I am to face the only Being I ever feared—and 
O that I had feared him mair!—these were your mother’s words. What 
avails it to me to he to you? 
blood. — Then she said, ‘ By the religion of our holy Church they are ower 
sibb thegither. But I expect nothing but that both will become heretics as 
well as disobedient reprobates ;’—that was her addition to that argument. 
- And then, as the fiend is ever ower busy wi’ brains like mine, that are 
subtle beyond their use and station, I was unhappily permitted to add— 
‘But they might be brought to think themselves sae sibd as no Christian 
Jaw will permit their wedlock.’ ” 

Here the Earl of Glenallan echoed her words, with a shriek so piercing 
as almost to rend the roof of the cottage—‘‘ Ah! then Eveline Neville was 
not the—the”’ 


But I wadna consent to stain my hand with 


“The daughter, ye would say, of your father?” continued Elspeth. “ No 


—be it a torment or be it a comfort to you — ken the truth, she was nae 
mair a daughter of your father’s house than J] am.” | 


® Massa-mora.an ancient name for a dungeon, derived from the Moorish language, perhaps as far back ae 


tee tame of the Crusades. 
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“Woman, deceive me not!—make me not curse the memory of the parent 
f have so lately laid in the grave, for sharing in a plot tho most cruel, the 
most infernal ’’——— 

“Bethink ye, my Lord Geraldin, ere ye curse the memory of a parent 
that’s gane, is there none of the blood of Glenallan living, whose faults 
have led to this dreadfu’ catastrophe ?” 

‘Mean you my brother ?—he, too, is gone,” said the Earl. 

“No,” replied the sibyl, “I mean yoursell, Lord Geraldin. Had you not 
transgressed the obedience of a son by wedding Eveline Neville in secret 
while a guest at Knockwinnock, our plot might have separated you for a 
time, but would have left at least your sorrows without remorse to canker 
them. But your ain conduct had put poison in the weapon that we threw, 
and it pierced you with the mair force because ye cam rushing to meet it. 
Had your marriage been a proclaimed and acknowledged action, our stra- 
tagem to throw an obstacle into your way that couldna be got ower, neither 
wad nor could hae been practised against ye.” 

“Great Heaven !” said the unfortunate nobleman—‘ it is as if a film fell 
from my obscured eyes! Yes, I now well understand the doubtful higts of 
consolation thrown out by my wretched mother, tending indirectly to im- 
peach the evidence of the horrors of which her arts had led me to believe 
myself guilty.” 

“She could not speak mair plainly,” answered Elspeth, “without con- 
fessing her ain fraud, —and she would have submitted to be torn by wild 
horses, rather than unfold what she had done; and if she had still lived, so 
would I for her sake. They were stout hearts the race of Glenallan, male 
and female, and sae were a’ that in auld times cried their gathering-word 
of Clochnaben—they stood shouther to shouther—nae man parted frae his 
chief for love of gold or of gain, or of right or of wrang. The times are 
changed, I hear, now.” ot 

The unfortunate nobleman was too much wrapped up in his own confused 
and distracting reflections, to notice the rude expressions of savage fidelity, 
in which, even in the latest ebb of life, the unhappy author of his misfor- 
tunes seemed to find a stern and stubborn source of consolation. 

“Great Heaven!” he exclaimed, “I am then free from a guilt the most 
horrible with which man can be stained, and the sense of which, however 
involuntary, has wrecked my peace, destroyed my health, and bowed me 
down to an untimely grave. Accept,’”’ he fervently uttered, lifting his eyes 
upwards, “accept my humble thanks! If I live miserable, at least I shall 
not die stained with that unnatural guilt!— And thou— proceed, if thou 
hast more to tell— proceed, while thou hast voice to speak it, and I have 
powers to listen.” 

“Yes,” answered the beldam, “the hour when you shall hear, and I shall 
speak, is indeed passing rapidly away. Death has crossed your brow with 
his finger, and I find his grasp turning every day caulder at my heart. In- 
terrupt me nae mair with exclamations and groans and accusations, but 
hear my tale to an end! And then—if ye be indeed sic a Lord of Glenal- 
Jin as I hae heard of in my day — make your merrymen gather the thorn, 
and the brier, and the green hollin, till they heap them as high as the house- 
riggin’, and burn! burn! burn! the auld witch Elspeth, and a’ that can put 
ye in mind that sic a creature ever crawled upon the land!” 

‘Go on,” said the Earl, “ go on —I will not again interrupt you.” 

He spoke in a half-suffoeated yet determined voice, resolved that no irm- 
tability on his part should deprive him of this opportunity of acquiring 
proofs of the wonderful tale he then heard. But Klspeth had become 
exhausted by a continuous narration of such unusual length; the subse- 
quent part of her story was more broken, and though still distinctly intelli- 
gible in most parts, had no longer the lucid conciseness which the first part 
af her narrative had displayed to such an astonishing degree. Lord Glen- 
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allan found it necessary, when she had made some attempts to continue 
her narrative without success, to prompt her memory, by demanding —- 
‘‘What proofs she could propose to bring of the truth of a narrative so dif- 
ferent from that which she had originally told ?” 

‘“‘The evidence,” she replied, “ of Eveline Neville’s real birth was in the 
Countess’s possession, with reasons for its being for some time kept private ; 
—they may yet be found, if she has not destroyed them, in the left-hand 
drawer of the ebony cabinet that stood in the dressing-room. These she 
meant to suppress for the time, until you went abroad again, when she 
trusted, before your return, to send Miss Neville back to her ain country, or 
to get her settled in marriage.” 

“But did you not show me letters of my father’s, which seemed to me, 
unless my senses altogether failed me in that horrible moment, to avow his 
relationship to—to the unhappy” 

“We did; and, with my testimony, how could you doubt the fact, or her 
either? But we suppressed the true explanation of these letters, and that 
was, that your father thought it right the young leddy should pass for his 
daughter for a while, on account 0’ some family reasons that were amang 
them.” 

‘‘ But wherefore, when you learned our union, was this dreadful artifice 
persisted in ?” 

“It wasna,” she replied, “till Lady Glenallan had communicated this 
fause tale, that she suspected ye had actually made a marriage — nor even 
then did you avow it sae as to satisfy her whether the ceremony had in verity 
passed atween ye or no—But ye remember, O ye canna but remember weel, 
what passed in that awfu’ meeting!” 

‘“Woman! you swore upon the gospels to the fact which you now dis- 
avow.” 

“‘T did, —and I wad hae taen a yet mair holy pledge on it, if there had 
been ane —I wad not hae spared the blood of my body, or the guilt of my 
soul, to serve the house of Glenallan.” 

“Wretch! do you call that horrid perjury, attended with consequences 
yet more dreadful—do you esteem that a service to the house of your bene 
factors ?” 

‘“‘T served her, wha was then the head of Glenallan, as she required me 
to serve her. The cause was between God and her conscience—the manner 
between God and mine— She is gane to her account, and I maun follow. 
Have I tauld you a’ ?” 

“No,” answered Lord Glenallan— you have yet more to tell—you have 
to tell me of the death of the angel whom your perjury drove to despair, 
stained, as she thought herself, with a crinie so horrible. Speak truth — 
was that dreadful—was that horrible incident’ — he could scarcely articu- 
late the words—‘“‘ was it as reported? or was it an act of yet further, though 
not more atrocious cruelty, inflicted by others ?” 

‘‘T understand you,” said Elspeth. “But report spoke truth ;— our 
false witness was indeed the cause, but the deed was her ain distracted act. 
On that fearfu’ disclosure, when ye rushed frae the Countess’s presence, and 
saddled your horse, and left the castle like a fire-flaught, the Countess hadna 
yet discovered your private marriage; she hadna fund out that the union, 
which she had framed this awfw’ tale to prevent, had e’en taen place. Ye 
fled from the house as if the fire o’ Heaven was about to fa’ upon it, and 
Miss Neville, atween reason and the want o’t, was put under sure ward. 
But the ward sleep’t, and the prisoner waked—the window was open—the | 
way was before her—there was the cliff, and there was the sea!—O, when 
will I forget that!” 

‘And thus died,” said the Karl, “even so as was reported ?” 

**No, my lord. I had gane out to the cove—the tide was in, and it Rowed, 
us yell remember, to the foot of that cliff— it was a great ¢ convenience that 
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fur my husband’s trade — Where am I wandering? —I saw a white chbject 
dart frae the tap o’ the cliff like a sea-maw through the mist, and then a 
heavy flash and sparkle of the waters showed me it was a human creature 
that had fa’en into the waves. I was bold and strong, and familiar with the 
tide. I rushed in and grasped her gown, and drew her out and carried her 
on my shouthers—I could hae carried twa sic then—carried her to my hut, 
and laid her on my bed. Neighbours cam and brought help; but the words 
she uttered in her ravings, when she got back the use of speech, were such, 
that I was fain to send them awa, and get up word to Glenallan-House. 
The Countess sent down her Spanish servant Teresa—if ever there was a fiend 
on earth in human form, that woman was ane. She and I were to watch 
the unhappy leddy, and let no other person approach. — God knows what 
Teresa’s part was to hae been—she tauld it not to me—but Heaven took the 
conclusion in its ain hand. The poor leddy! she took the pangs of travail 
before her time, bore a male child, and died in the arms of me—of her 
mortal enemy! Ay, ye may weep —she was a sightly creature to see to — 
but think ye, if I didna mourn her then, that I can mourn her now? Na, 
na! I left Teresa wi’ the dead corpse and new-born babe, till I gaed up to 
take the Countess’s commands what was to be done. Late as it was, I ca’d 
her up, and she gar’d me ca’ up your brother”’ 

“My brother ?” 

‘Yes, Lord Geraldin, e’en your brother, that some said she aye wished to 
be her heir. At ony rate, he was the person maist concerned in the succes- 
sion and heritance of the house of Glenallan.”’ 

‘And is it possible to believe, then, that my brother, out of avarice to 
grasp at my inheritance, would lend himself to such a base and dreadful 
stratagem 2?” 

“Your mother believed it,”’ said the old beldam with a fiendish laugh — 
“it was nae plot of my making; but what they did or said I will not say, 
because I did not hear. Lang and sair they consulted in the black wainscot 
dressing-room ; and when your brother passed through the room where I 
was waiting, it seemed to me (and I have often thought sae since syne) that 
the fire of hell was in his cheek and een. But he had left some of it with 
his mother, at ony rate. She entered the room like a woman demented, and 
the first words she spoke were, ‘Elspeth Cheyne, did ye ever pull a new- 
budded flower?’ 1 answered, as ye may believe, that I often had. ‘ Then,’ 
said she, ‘ye will ken the better how to blight the spurious and heretical 
blossom that has sprung forth this night to disgrace my father’s noble house 
—See here ;’— (and she gave me a golden bodkin) — ‘nothing but gold 
must shed the blood of Glenallan. This child is already as one of the dead, 
and since thou and Teresa alone ken that it lives, let it be dealt upon as ye 
will answer to me!’ And she turned away in her fury, and left me with 
the bodkin in my hand.—IHlere it is; that, and the ring of Miss Neville, 
are a’ I hae preserved of my ill-gotten gear—for muckle was the gear I 
got. And weel hae I keepit the secret, but no for the gowd or gear either.” 

Her long and bony hand held out to Lord Glenallan a gold bodkin, down 
which in fancy he saw the blood of his infant trickling. 

““Wretch! had you the heart?” 

_ “T kenna if I could hae had it or no. I returned to my cottage without 
feeling the ground that I trode on; but Teresa and the child were gane— 
a’ that was alive was gane — nacthing left but the lifeless corpse.” 

“And did you never learn my infant’s fate?” _ 

“T could but guess. I have tauld ye your mother’s purpose, and I ken 
Teresa. was a fiend. She was never mair seen in Scotland, and I have heard 
that she returned to her ain land. A dark curtain has fa’en ower the past, 
and the few that witnessed ony part of it could only surmise somethiig of 
seduction and suicide. You yourself” | 

‘“] know —1 know it all,” answered the Earl. 
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“You indeed know all that I can say — And now, heir of Glenallan, car 
you forgive me?” 
** Ask forgiveness of God, and not of man,” said the Earl, turning away. 

‘«¢ And how shall I ask of the pure and unstained what is denied to me 
by a sinner like mysell? If I hae sinned, hae I not suffered? — Hae If had 
a day’s peace or an hour’s rest since these lang wet locks of hair first la 
upon my pillow at Craigburnfoot? — Has not my house been burn’d, w¥ 
my bairn in the cradle? — Have not my boats been wrecked, when a’ others 
weather’d the gale? — Have not a’ that were near and dear to me dree’d 
penance for my sin? — Has not the fire had its share o’ them — the winds 
had their part—the sea had her part?— And O!” she added, with a 
lengthened groan, looking first upwards towards heaven, and then bending 
her eyes on the floor — ‘‘O that the earth would take her part, that’s been 
lang lang wearying to be joined to it!” 

Lord Glenallan had reached the door of the cottage, but the generosity 
of his nature did not permit him to leave the unhappy woman in this state 
of desperate reprobation. ‘‘ May God forgive thee, wretched woman,” he 
said, ‘fas sincerely as I] do! —'Turn for mercy to Him, who can alone grant 
mercy, and may your prayers be heard as if they were mine own! —I will 
send a religious man.” 

“Na, na—nae priest! nae priest!” she ejaculated; and the door of the 
cottage opening as she spoke, prevented her from proceeding. 


Chapter the Chirty-Fourty. 


Still in his dead hand clenched remain the strings 
That thrill his father’s heart —e’en as the limb, 
Lopped off and laid in grave, retains, they tell us, 
Strange commerce with the mutilated stump, 
Whose nerves are twinging still in maimed existence. 


Op Pray. 


Tue Antiquary, as we informed the reader in the end of the thirty-first 
chapter, had shaken off the company of worthy Mr. Blattergowl, although 
he offered to entertain him with an abstract of the ablest speech he had 
ever known in the teind court, delivered by the procurator for the church 
in the remarkable case of the parish of Gatherem. Resisting this tempta- 
tion, our senior preferred a solitary path, which again conducted him to 
the cottage of Mucklebackit. When he came in front of the fisherman’s 
hut, he observed a man working intently, as if to repair a shattered boat 
which lay upon the beach, and, going up to him, was surprised to find it 
was Mucklebackit himself. ‘I am glad,” he said, in a tone of sympathy 
— ‘Tam glad, Saunders, that you feel yourself able to make this exertion.” 

“And what would ye have me to do,” answered the fisher gruffly, ‘‘ un- 
less I wanted to see four children starve, because ane is drowned? It’s 
weel wi’ you gentles, that can sit in the house wi’ handkerchers at your een 
when ye lose a friend; but the like o’ us maun to our wark again, if our 
hearts were beating as hard as my hammer.” : 

Without taking more notice of Oldbuck he proceeded in his labour; and 
the Antiquary, to whom the display of human nature under the influence 
of agitating passions was never indifferent, stood beside him, in silent at-— 
tention, as if watching the progress of the work. Ife observed more than — 
once the man’s hard features, as if by the force of association, prepare te 
accompany the sound of the saw and hammer with his usnal sy»wphony of — 
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a rude tune, hummed or whistled,—and as often a slight twitch of con 
vulsive expression showed, that ere the sound was uttered, a cause for sup- 
pressing it rushed upon his mind. At length, when he had patched a 
considerable rent, and was beginning to mend another, his feelings appeared 
altogether to derange the power of attention necessary for his work. The 
piece of wood which he was about to na‘l on was at first too long; then he 
sawed it off too short; then chose anotivr equally ill adapted for the pur- 
pose. At length, throwing it down in anger, after wiping his dim eye with 
his quivering hand, he exclaimed, ‘“ There is a curse either on me or on this 
auld black bitch of a boat, that I have hauled up high and dry, and patched 
and clouted sae mony years, that she might drown my poor Steenie at the 
end of them, an’ be d—d to her!” and he flung his hammer against the 
boat, as if she had been the intentional cause of his misfortune. Then 
recollecting himself, he added, ‘‘ Yet what needs ane be angry at her, that 
has neither soul nor sense ?—though I am no that muckle better mysell. 
She’s but a rickle o’ auld rotten deals nailed thegither, and warped wi’ the 
wind and the sea—and I am a dour carle, battered by foul weather at sea 
and land till I am maist as senseless as hersell. She maun be mended 
though again’ the morning tide—that’s a thing o’ necessity.” 

Thus speaking, he went to gather together his instruments, and attempt 
to resume his labour,—but Oldbuck took him kindly by the arm. ‘‘ Come, 
come,” he said, ‘‘ Saunders, there is no work for you this day—I’ll send 
down Shavings the carpenter to mend the boat, and he may put the day’s 
work into my account—and you had better not come out to-morrow, but 
stay to comfort your family under this dispensation, and the gardener will 
bring you some vegetables and meal from Monkbarns.” 

‘“‘] thank ye, Monkbarns,” answered the poor fisher; “I am a plain- 
spoken man, and hae little to say for mysell; I might hae learned fairer 
fashions frae my mither lang syne, but I never saw muckle gude they did 
her; however, 1 thank ye. Ye were aye kind and neighbourly, whatever 
folk says 0’ your being near and close; and I hae often said, in thae times 
when they were ganging to raise up the puir folk against the gentles—I 
hae often said, ne’er a man should steer a hair touching to Monkbarns 
while Steenie and I could wag a finger—and so said Steenie too. And, 
Monkbarns, when ye laid his headin the*grave (and mony thanks for the 
respect), ye saw the mouls laid on an honest lad that likit you weel, though 
he made little phrase about it.” 

Oldbuck, beaten from the pride of his affected cynicism, would not un- 
willingly have had any one by upon that occasion to quote to him his 
favourite maxims of the Stoic philosophy. The large drops fell fast from 
his own eyes, as he begged the father, who was now melted at recollecting 
the bravery and generous sentiments of his son, to forbear useless sorrow, 
and led him by the arm towards his own home, where another scene awaited 
our Antiquary. 

As he entered, the first person whom he beheld was Lord Glenallan. 
Mutual surprise was in their countenances as they saluted each other—-with 
haughty reserve on the part of Mr. Oldbuck, and embarrassment on that 
of the Karl, 

‘*My Lord Glenallan, I think?” said Mr. Oldbuck. 

“* Yes—much changed from what he was when he knew Mr. Oldbuck.” 

‘“‘] do not mean,” said the Antiquary, ‘to intrude upon your lordship-- 
I only came to see this distressed family.” 

‘“‘ And you have found one, sir, who has still greater claims on your com: 
passion.” 

‘‘My compassion? Lord Glenallan cannot need my compassion. If 
Lord Glenallan could need it, I think he would hardly ask it.” 

“Our former acquaintance,” said the Karl 

“Is of such ancient date, my lord—was of such short duration, and was 
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connected with circumstances so exquisitely painful, that I think we may 
dispense with reaewing it.” 

So saying, the Antiquary turned away, and left the hut: but Lord Glen- 
allan followed him into the open air, and, in spite of a hasty “Good 
morning, my lord,” requested a few minutes’ conversation, and the favour 
of his advice in an important matter. 

“Your lordship will find many more capable to advise you, my lord, and 
by whom your intercourse will be deemed an honour. For me, I am a man 
retired from business and the world, and not very fond of raking up the 
past events of my useless life ;—and forgive me if I say, I have particular 
pain in reverting to that period of it when I acted like a fool, and your 
lordship like” He stopped short. 

‘‘ Like a villain, you would say,” said Lord Glenallan—“ for such I must 
have appeared to you.” 

“My lord—my lord, I have no desire to hear your shrift,” said the Anti- 

uary. 
ba But, sir, if I can show you that I am more sinned against than a 
—that I have been a man miserable beyond the power of description, and 
who looks forward at this moment to an untimely grave as to a haven of 
rest,—you will not refuse the confidence which, accepting your appearance 
at this critical moment as a hint from Heaven, I venture thus to press on 
ou.” 4 

‘“‘Assuredly, my lord, I shall shun no longer the continuation of this 
extraordinary interview.” 

“7 must then recall to you our occasional meetings upwards of twenty 
paere since at Knockwinnock Castle,—and I need not remind you of 

ady who was then a member of that family.” 

“The unfortunate Miss Eveline Neville, my lord ; I remember it well.” 

“Towards whom you entertained sentiments” 

“Very different from those with which I before and since have regarded hes 
sex. Her gentleness, her docility, her pleasure in the studies which I pointed 
out to her, attached my affections more than became my age—though that was 
not then much advanced—or the solidity of my character. But I need not 
remind your lordship of the various modes in which you indulged your 
gaiety at the expense of an awkward and retired student, embarrassed by 
the expression of feelings so new to him, and I have no doubt that the 
voung lady joined you in the well-deserved ridicule — it is the way of wo- 
mankind. I have spoken at once to the painful circumstances of, my ad- 
dresses and their rejection, that your lordship may be satisfied everything 
is full in my memory, and may, so far as I am concerned, tell your story 
without scruple or needless delicacy.” 

“J will,” said Lord Glenallan. ‘ But first let me say, yva do injustice tc 
the memory of the gentlest and kindest, as well as to the most unhappy of 
women, to suppose she could make a jest of the honest affection of a man 
like you. Frequently did she blame me, Mr. Oldbuck, for indulging my 
levity at your expense — may I now presume you will excuse the gay free 
doms which then offended you ?—my state of mind has never since laid me 
under the necessity of apologizing for the inadvertencies of a light and 
happy temper.” : 

“My lord, you are fully pardoned,” said Mr. Oldbuck. ‘‘ You should he 
aware, that, like all others, I was ignorant at the time that I placed myself 
in competition with your lordship, and understood that Miss Neville was in 
a state of dependence which might make her prefer a competent inde 
pee and the hand of an honest man—But I am wasting time—I would 

could believe that the views entertained towards her by others wer, as 
fair and honest as mine!” 

“Mr. Oldbuck, you judge harshly.” : : 

“Not without cause, my lord. When I only, of all the magistrates +f 
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this country—having neither, like some of them, the honour to be connecte¢ 
with your powerful family—nor, like others, the meanness to fear it,—when 
I made some inquiry into the manner of Miss Neville’s death—I shake you, 
my lord, but I must be plain—I do own I had every reason to believe that 
she had met most unfair dealing, and had either been imposed upon by a 
counterfeit marriage, or that very strong measures had been adopted to | 
stifle and destroy the evidence of a real union. And I cannot doubt in my 
own mind, that this cruelty on your lordship’s part, whether coming of 
aa own free will, or proceeding from the influence of the late Countess, 

urried the unfortunate young lady to the desperate act by which her life 
was terminated.” 

“You are deceived, Mr. Oldbuck, into conclusions which are not just, 
however naturally they flow from the circumstances. Believe me, I respected 
you even when I was most embarrassed by your active attempts to investi- 
ae our family misfortunes. You showed yourself more worthy of Miss 

eville than I, by the spirit with which you persisted in vindicating her 
reputation even after her death. But the firm belief that your well-meant 
efforts could only serve to bring to light a story too horrible to be detailed, 
induced me to join my unhappy mother in schemes to remove or destroy all 
evidence of the legal union which had taken place between Eveline and 
myself. And now let us sit down on this bank,—for I feel unable to remain 
longer standing,—and_ have the goodness to listen to the extraordinary dis- 
covery which | have this day made.” 

They sate down accordingly; and Lord Glenallan briefly narrated his 
unhappy family history—his concealed marriage—the horrible invention by 
which his mother had designed to render impossible that union which had 
already taken place. He detailed the arts by which the Countess, having 
all the documents relative to Miss Neville’s birth in her hands, had produced 
those only relating to a period during which, for family reasons, his father 
had consented to own that young lady as his natural daughter, and showed 
how impossible it was that he could either suspect or detect the fraud put 
upon him by his mother, and vouched by the oaths of her attendants, Teresa 
and Elspeth. ‘I left my paternal mansion,” he concluded, “as if the furies 
of hell had driven me forth, and travelled with frantic velocity I knew not 
whither. Nor have I the slightest recollection of what I did or whither I 
went, until I was discovered by my brother. I will not trouble you with 
an account of my:sick-bed and recovery, or how, long afterwards, I ven- 
tured to inquire after the sharer of my misfortunes, and heard that her 
despair had found a dreadful remedy for all the ills of life. The first thing 
that roused me to thought was hearing of your inquiries into this cruel 
business; and you will hardly wonder, that, believing what I did believe, I 
should join in those expedients to stop your investigation, which my brother 
and mother had actively commenced. The information which I gave them 
concerning the circumstances and witnesses of our private marriage enabled 
them to bafile your zeal. The clergyman, therefore, and witnesses, as 
persons who had acted in the matter only to please the powerful heir of 
Glenallan, were accessible to his promises and threats, and were so provided 
for, that they had no objections to leave this country for another. For 
myself, Mr. Oldbuck,” pursued this unhappy man, “from that moment I 
considered myself as blotted out of the book of the living, and as having 
nothing left to do with this world. My mother tried to reconcile me to life 
by every art—even by intimations which I can now interpret as calculated 
to produce a doubt of the horrible tale she herself had fabricated. But I 
construed all she said as the fictions of maternal affection. JT will forbear 
all reproach. She is no more —and, as her wretched associate said, she 
Knew not how the dart was poisoned, or how deep it must sink, when she 
threw it from her hand. But, Mr. Oldbuck, if ever, during these twenty 
years, there crawled upon earth a living being deserving of your pity, I have 
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peen that man. My food has not nourished me—my sleep has not refreshed 
me— my devotions have not comforted me — all that is cheering and neces- 
sary to man has been to me converted into poison. The rare and limited 
intercourse which I have held with others has been most odious tome. I 
felt as if I were bringing the contamination of unnatural and inexpressible 
guilt among the gay and the innocent. There have been moments when I 
had thoughts of another description—to plung2 into the adventures of war, 
or to brave the dangers of the traveller in foreign and barbarous climates—- 
to mingle in political intrigue, or to retire to the stern seclusion of the 
anchorites of our religion ;— all these are thoughts which have alternately 
passed through my mind, but each required an energy, which was mine 
no longer, after the withering stroke I had received. I vegetated on as I 
could in the same spot,—fancy, feeling, judgment, and health, gradually 
decaying, like a tree whose bark has been destroyed,—when first the 
blossoms fade, then the boughs, until its state resembles the decayed and 
dying trunk that is now before you. Do you now pity and forgive me?” 

“‘My lord,” answered the Antiquary, much affected, “‘my pity—my for- 
giveness, you have not to ask, for your dismal story is of itself not only an 
ample excuse for whatever appeared mysterious in your conduct, but a nar- 
rative that might move your worst enemies (and I, my lord, was never of 
the number) to tears and to sympathy. But permit me to ask what you 
now mean to do, and why you have honoured me, whose opinion can be of 
little consequence, with your confidence on this occasion ?”” 

“Mr. Oldbuck,” answered the Earl, ‘‘as I could never have foreseen the 
nature of that confession which I have heard this day, I need not say that 
I had no formed plan of consulting you, or any one, upon affairs the ten- 
dency of which I could not even have suspected. But I am without friends, 
unused to business, and, by long retirement, unacquainted alike with the 
laws of the land and the habits of the living generation; and when, most 
unexpectedly, I find myself immersed in the matters of which I know least, 
I catch, like a drowning man, at the first support that offers. You are that 
support, Mr. Oldbuck. Ihave always heard you mentioned as a man of 
wisdom and intelligence—I have known you myself as a man of a resolute 
and independent spirit ;—-and there is one circumstance,” said he, ‘‘ which 
ought to combine us in some degree—our having paid tribute to the same 
excellence of character in poor Eveline. You offered yourself to me in my 
need, and you were already acquainted with the beginning of my misfor- 
tunes. To you, therefore, I have recourse for advice, for sympathy, for 
support.” 

‘You shall seek none of them in vain, my lord,” said Oldbuck, “so far 
as my slender ability extends;—-and I am honoured by the preference, 
whether it arises from choice, or is prompted by chance. But this is a 
matter to be ripely considered. May I-ask what are your principal views 
at present?” 

“To ascertain the fate of my child,” said the Earl, “be the consequences 
what they may, and to do justice to the honour of Eveline, which I have 
only permitted to be suspected to avoid discovery of the yet more borrible 
taint to which I was made to believe it liable.” , 

“ And the memory of your mother ?” 

“Must bear its own burden,” answered the Earl, with a sigh: ‘ better 
that she were justly convicted of deceit, should that be found necessary, 
than that others should be unjustly accused of crimes so much more 
dreadful.” 

“Then, my lord,” said Oldbuck, ‘our first business must be to put the 
information of the old woman, Elspeth,:into a regular and authe1-tivated 
form.” ; 

“That,” said Lord Glenallan, “‘ will be at present, I fear, impossible. Sha 
is exhausted herself, and surrounded by her distressed family. To-1n») row. 
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perhaps, when she is alone—and yet I doubt, from her imperfect sense of 
right and wrong, whether she would speak out in any one’s presence but 
my own. I too am sorely fatigued.” 

“Then, my lord,” said the Antiquary, whom the interest of the moment 
elevated above points of expense and convenience, which had generally more 
than enough of weight with him, ‘‘ I would propose to your lordship, instead 
of returning, fatigued as you are, so far as to Glenallan-House, or taking 
the more uncomfortable alternative of going to a bad inn at Fairport, to 
alarm all the busybodies of the town—I would propose, I say, that you 
should be my guest at Monkbarns for this night. By to-morrow these pvor 
people will have renewed their out-of-doors vocation —for sorrow with them 
affords no respite from labour,—and we will visit the old woman Elspeth 
alone, and take down her examination.” 

After a formal apology for the encroachment, Lord Glenatlan agreed to 
go with him, and underwent with patience in their return home the whole 
history of John of the Girnell, a legend which Mr. Oldbuck was never 
known to spare any one who crossed his threshold. 

The arrival of a stranger of such note, with two saddle-horses and a ser- 
vant in black, which servant had holsters on his saddle-bow, and a coronet 
upon the holsters, created a general commotion in the house of Monkbarns. 
Jenny Rintherout, scarce recovered from the hysterics which she had taken 
on hearing of poor Steenie’s misfortune, chased about the turkeys and 
poultry, cackled and screamed louder than they did, and ended by killing 
one-half too many. Miss Griselda made many wise reflections on the hot- 
_ headed wilfulness of her brother, who had occasioned such devastation, ‘by 
suddenly bringing in upon them a papist nobleman. And she ventured to 
transmit to Mr. Blattergowl some hint of the unusual slaughter which had 
taken place in the basse-cour, which brought the honest clergyman to in- 
quire how his friend Monkbarns had got home, and whether he was not the 
worse of being at the funeral, at a period so near the ringing of the bell for 
dinner, that the Antiquary had no choice left but to invite him to stay and 
bless the meat. Miss M‘Intyre had on her part some curiosity to see this 
mighty peer, of whom all had heard, as an Eastern caliph or sultan is heard 
of by his subjects, and felt some degree of timidity at the idea of encoun- 
tering a person, of whose unsocial habits and stern manners so many stories 
‘were told, that her fear kept at least pace with her curiosity. The aged | 
nousekeeper was no less flustered and hurried in obeying the numerous and 
contradictory commands of her mistress, concerning preserves, pastry, and 
fruit, the mode of marshalling and dishing the dinner, the necessity of not 
permitting the melted butter to run to oil, and the danger of allowing Juno 
— who, though formally banished from the parlour, failed not to maraud 
about the out-settlements of the family — to enter the kitchen. 

The only inmate of Monkbarns who remained entirely indifferent on this - 
momentous occasion was Hector M‘Intyre, who cared no more for an Earl 
than he did for a commoner, and who was only interested in the unexpected 
visit, as it might afford some protection against his uncle’s displeasure, if 
he harboured any, for his not attending the funeral, and still more against 
his satire upon the subject of his gallant but unsuccessful single combat 

with the phoca, or seal. 

To these, the inmates of his household, Oldbuck presented the Earl of 
~Glenallan, who underwent, with meek and subdued civility, the prosing 
speeches of the honest divine, and the lengthened apologies of Miss Griselda 
Oldbuck, which her brother in vain endeavoured to abridge. Before the 
dinner hour, Lord Glenallan requested permission to retire a while to his 
chamber. Mr. Oldbuck accompanied his guest to the Green Room, which 
had been hastily prepared for his reception. He looked around with an air 
af painful recollection. 
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“J think,” at length he observed, “I think, Mr. Oidbuck, that I have 
been in this apartment before.” 

“Yes, my lord,” answered Oldbuck, ‘‘upon occasion of an excursion 
hither from Knockwinnock —and since we are upon a subject so melan 
choly, you may perhaps remember whose taste supplied these lines from 
Chaucer, which now form the motto of the tapestry.” 

“T guess,” said the Earl, ‘though I cannot recollect. She excelled me, 
indeed, in literary taste and information, as in everything else ; — and it is 
one of the mysterious dispensations of Providence, Mr. Oldbuck, that a 
creature so excellent in mind and body should have been cut off in so 
miserable a manner, merely from her having formed a fatal attachment to 
such a wretch as I am.” 

Mr. Oldbuck did not attempt an answer to this burst of the grief which 
lay ever nearest to the heart of his guest, but, pressing Lord Glenallan’s 
hand with one of his own, and drawing the other across his shaggy eye- 
lashes, as if to brush away a mist that intercepted his sight, he left the 
Harl at liberty to arrange himself previous to dinner. 


Chapter the Chirty-Fitth. 


———_—_——- Life, with you, 
Glows in the brain and dances in the arteries; 
Tis like the wine some joyous guest hath quaffed, 
That glads the heart and elevates the fancy :— 
Mine is the poor residuum of the cup, 
Vapid, and dull, and tasteless, only soiling, 
With its base dregs, the vessel that contains it. 


OLD PLAY. 


** Now only think what a man my brother is, Mr. Blattergowl, for a wise 
man and a learned man, to bring this Yerl into our house without speaking 
a word to a body! And there’s the distress of thae Mucklebackits — we 
canna get a fin o’ fish —and we hae nae time to send ower to Fairport for 
beef, and the mutton’s but new killed —and that silly fliskmahoy, Jenny 
Rintherout, has taen the exies, and done naething but laugh and greet, the 
skirl at the tail o’ the guffé, for twa days successfully —and now we maun 
ask that strange man, that’s as grand and as grave as the Yerl himsell, to 
stand at the sideboard! And I canna gang into the kitchen to direct ony- 
thing, for he’s hovering there making some pousowdie* for my lord, for he 
doesna eat like ither folk neither — And how to sort the strange servant 
man at dinner time —I am sure, Mr. Blattergowl, a’thegither, it passes my 
judgment.” 

“Truly, Miss Griselda,” replied the divine, ‘‘ Monkbarns was inconsi- 
derate. He should have taen a day to see the invitation, as they do wi’ the 
titular’s condescendence in the process of valuation and sale. But the great 
man could not have come on a sudden to ony house in this parish where he 
could have been better served with vivers — that I must say — and also that 
the steam from the kitchen is very gratifying to my nostrils ;— and if ye 
nave ony houschold affairs to attend to, Mrs. Griselda, never make a stranger 
of me—TI can amuse mysell very weel with the larger copy of Ersk'ne’s 
Institutes.” 

And taking down from the window-seat that amusing folio (the Scottish 
Uoke upon Littleton), he opened it, as if instinctively, at the tenth t-tle o 
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* Pousowdte, — Miscelianeous mess. 
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Book Second, “of Teinds, or Tythes,” and was présently deeply w:apped 
up in an abstruse discussion concerning the temporality of benefices. 

The entertainment, about which Miss Oldbuck expressed so much anxiety, 
was at length placed upon the table; and the Earl of Glenallan, for the first 
time since the date of his calamity, sat at a stranger’s board, surrounded by 
strangers. He seemed to himself like a man in a dream, or one whose 
brain was not fully recovered from the effects of an intoxicating potion 
Relieved, as he had that morning been, from the image of guilt which haé 
so long haunted his imagination, he felt his sorrows as a lighter and more 
tolerable load, but was still unable to take any share in the conversation 
that passed around him. It was, indeed, of a cast very different from that 
which he had been accustomed to. The bluntness of Oldbuck, the tiresome 
apologetic harangues of his sister, the pedantry of the divine, and the 
vivacity of the young soldier, which savoured much more of the camp than 
of the court, were all new to a nobleman who had lived in a retired and 
melancholy state for so many years, that the manners of the world seemed 
to him equally strange and unpleasing. Miss M‘Intyre alone, from the 
natural politeness and unpretending simplicity of her manners, appeared to 
belong to that class of society to which he had been accustomed in his 
earlier and better days. 

Nor did Lord Glenallan’s deportment less surprise the company. Though 
a plain but excellent family-dinner was provided (for, as Mr. Blattergowl 
had justly said, it was impossible to surprise Miss Griselda when her larder 
was empty), and though the Antiquary boasted his best port, and assimilated 
it to the Falernian of Horace, Lord Glenallan was proof to the allurements of 
both. His servant placed before him a small mess of vegetables, that very 
dish, the cooking of which had alarmed Miss Griselda, arranged with the 
most minute and scrupulous neatness. He ate sparingly of these pro- 
visions; and a glass of pure water, sparkling from the fountain-head, com- 
pleted his repast. Such, his servant said, had been his lordship’s diet for 
very many years, unless upon the high festivals of the Church, or when 
company of the first rank were entertained at Glenallan-House, when he 
relaxed a little in the austerity of his diet, and permitted himself a glass or 
two of wine. But at Monkbarns, no anchoret could have made a more 
simple and scanty meal. 

The Antiquary was a gentleman, as we have seen, in feeling, but blunt 
and careless in expression, from the habit of living with those before whom 
he had nothing to suppress. He attacked his noble guest without scruple 
on the severity of his regimen. 

“A few half-cold greens and potatoes—a glass of ice-cold water to wash 
them down—antiquity gives no warrant for it, my lord. This house used 
to be accounted a hospitium, a place of retreat for Christians; but your 
lordship’s diet is that of a heathen Pythagorean, or Indian Bramin—nay, 
more severe than either, if you refuse these fine apples.” 

“Tam a Catholic, you are aware,” said Lord Glenallan, wishing to escape 
from the discussion, ‘‘and you know that our church” 

“Lays down many rules of mortification,” proceeded the dauntless Anti- 
quary ; ‘but I never heard that they were quite so rigorously practised— 
Bear witness my predecessor, John of the Girnell, or the jolly Abbot, who 
gave his name to this apple, my lord.” 

And as he pared the fruit, in spite of his sister’s ‘‘O fie, Monkbarns!” 
and the prolonged cough of the minister, accompanied by a shake of his 
huge wig, the Antiquary proceeded to detail the intrigue which had given 
rise to the fame of the abbot’s apple with more slyness and circumstantiality 
than was at all necessary. Huis jest (as may readily be conceived) missed 
fire, for this anecdote of conventual gallantry failed to produce the slightest 
smile on the visage of the Karl. Oldbuck then took up the subject of Ossian, 
Macpherson, and Mac-Cribb; but Lord Glenallan had never so much as 
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heard of ary of the three, so little conversant had he been with modern 
literetare. The aonversation was now in some danger of flagging, or of 
falling into the hands of Mr. Blattergowl, who had just pronounced the 
formidable word, ‘ tiend-free,”’ when the subject of the French Revolution 
was started — a pvlitical event on which Lord Glenallan looked with all the 
prejudiced horror of a bigoted Catholic and zealous aristocrat. Oldbuck 
was far from carrying his detestation of its principles to such a length. 

‘‘There were many men in the first Constituent Assembly,” he said, 
“who held sound Whiggish doctrines, and were for settling the Constitu- 
tion with a proper provision for the liberties of the people. And if a set - 
of furious madmen were now in possession of the government, it was,” he 
continued, ‘“‘what often happened in great revolutions, where extreme 
measures are adopted in the fury of the moment, and the state resembles 
an agitated pendulum which swings from side to side for some time ere it 
can acquire its due and perpendicular station. Or it might be likened to a 
storm or hurricane, which, passing over a region, does great damage in its 
passage, yet sweeps away stagnant and unwholesome vapours, and repays, 
in future health and fertility, its immediate desolation and ravage.” 

The Earl shook his head; but having neither spirit nor inclination for 
debate, he suffered the argument to pass uncontested. 

This discussion served to introduce the young soldier’s experiences; and 
he spoke of the actions in which he had been engaged, with modesty, and 
at the same time with an air of spirit and zeal which delighted the Earl,. 
who had been bred up, like others of his house, in the opinion that the 
trade of arms was the first duty of man, and believed that to employ them 
against the French was a sort of holy warfare. 

“What would I give,” said he apart to Oldbuck, as they rose to join the 
ladies in the drawing-room, “what would I give to have a son of such spirit 
as that young gentleman !— He wants something of address and manner, 
something of polish, which mixing in good society would soon give him ; 
but with what zeal and animation he expresses himself— how fond of his 
profession — how loud in the praise of others—how modest when speaking 
of himself!” 

“ Vfector is much obliged to you, my lord,” replied his uncle, gratified, 
yet not so much so as to suppress his consciousness of his own mental su- 
periority over the young soldier; “I believe in my heart nobody ever spoke 
half so much good of him before, except perhaps the sergeant of his com- 
pany, when he was wheedling a Highland recruit to enlist with him. He 
is a good lad notwithstanding, although he be not quite the hero your lord- 
ship supposes him, and although my commendations rather attest the kind- 
ness than the vivacity of his character. In fact, his high spirit is a sort of 
constitutional vehemence, which attends him in everything he sets about, 
and is often very inconvenient to his friends. I saw him to-day engage in 
an animated contest with a phoca, or seal (sealgh, our people more properly 
call them, retaining the Gothic guttural gh), with as much vehemence as if 
he had fought against Dumourier — Marry, my lord, the phoca had the 
better, as the said Dumourier had of some other folks. And he’ll talk 
with equal if not superior rapture of the good behaviour of a pointer bitch, — 
as of the plan of a campaign.” 

“He shall have full permission to sport over my grounds,” said the Earl, 
“if he is so fond of that exercise.” : 

‘You will bind him to you, my lord,” said Monkbarns, ‘‘ body and soul: — 
give him leave to crack off his birding-piece at a poor covey of partridges ~ 
yr moor-fowl, and he’s yours for ever —I will enchant him by the intelli- 
gence. But O, my lord, that you could have seen my phoenix Lovel!—the 
very prince and chieftain of the youth of this age; and not destitute of — 
ypirit neither--I promise you he. gave my termagant kinsman a quid pre - 
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yuo—a Rowland for his Oliver, as the vulgar say, alluding to the two ssle 
brated Paladins of Charlemagne.” 

After coffee, Lord Glenallan requested a private interview with the Anti- 
yuary, and was ushered to his library. 

“1 must withdraw you from your own amiable family,” he said, ‘to 
involve you in the perplexities of an unhappy man. You are acquainted 
with the world, from which I have long been banished; for Glenallan- 
House has been to me rather a prison than a dwelling, although a prison 
which I had neither fortitude nor spirit to break from.” 

‘Let me first ask your lordship,” said the Antiquary, “what are your 
own wishes and designs in this matter ?” " 

‘“‘[ wish most especially,” answered Lord Glenallan, “to declare my 
luckless marriage, and to vindicate the reputation of the unhappy Eveline 
—that is, if you see a possibility of doing so without making public the con- 
duct of my mother.” 

“ Suum cuique tribuato,” said the Antiquary; “do right to every one. 
The memory of that unhappy young lady has too long suffered, and I think 
it might be cleared without further impeaching that of your mother, than 
by letting it be understood in general that she greatly disapproved and bit- 
terly opposed the match. All—forgive me, my lord—all who ever heard of 
the late Countess of Glenallan, will learn that without much surprise.” 

‘“‘ But you forget one horrible circumstance, Mr. Oldbuck,” said the Earl, 
in an agitated voice. . 

“T am not aware of it,” replied the Antiquary. 

“The fate of the infant—its disappearance with the confidential attend- 
ant of my mother, and the dreadful surmises which may be drawn from my 
éonversation with Elspeth.” 

“If you would have my free opinion, my lord,” answered Mr. Oldbuck, 
“and will not catch too rapidly at it as matter of hope, I would say that it 
is very possible the child yet lives. For thus much I ascertained, by my 
former inquiries concerning the event of that deplorable evening, that a 
child and woman were carried that night from the cottage at the Craigburn- 
foot in a carriage and four by your brother Edward Geraldin Neville, whose 
journey towards England with these companions I traced for several stages. 
I believed then it was a part of the family compact to carry a child whom 
you meant to stigmatize with illegitimacy, out of that country where chance 
might have raised protectors and proofs of its rights. But now I think 
that your brother, having reason, like yourself, to believe the child stained 
with shame yet more indelible, had nevertheless withdrawn it, partly from 
regard to the honour of his house, partly from the risk to which it might 
have been exposed in the neighbourhood of the Lady Glenallan.” 

As he spoke, the Earl of Glenallan grew extremely pale, and had nearly 
fallen from his chair.—The alarmed Antiquary ran hither and thither look- 
ing for remedies; but his museum, though sufficiently well filled with a 
vast variety of useless matters, contained nothing that could be serviceable 
on the present or any other occasion. As he posted out of the room to 
borrow his sister’s salts, he could not help giving a constitutional growl of 
chagrin and wonder at the various incidents which had converted his man- 
sion, fiyst into an hospital for a wounded duellist, and now into the sick 
chamber of a dying nobleman. ‘‘ And yet,” said he, “‘I have always kept 
aloof from the soldiery and the peerage. My cenobitium has only next te 
be made a lying-in hospital, and then, I trow, the transformation will be 
complete.” 

When he returned with the remedy, Lord Glenallan was much better. 
The new and unexpected light which Mr. Oldbuck had thrcwn upon the 
melancholy history of his family had almost overpowered him. ‘“ You 
think, then, Mr. Oldbuck — for you are capable of thinking, which I am 
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not—you think, then, that it is possible—that is, not impossible—my child 
may yet live?” 

“TI think,” said the Antiquary, ‘it is impossible that it could come to 
any violent harm through your brother’s means. He was known to be a 
gay and dissipated man, but not cruel nor dishonourable ; nor is it possible, 
that, if he had intended any foul play, he would have ‘placed himself’ so 
forward in the charge of the infant, as I will prove to your lordship he did.” 

So saying, My. Oldbuck opened a drawer of the cabinet of his ancestor 
Aldobrand, and produced a bundle of papers tied with a black ribband, and 
labelled, — Examinations, &e., taken by Jonathan Oldbuck, J. P., upon the 
18th of February, 17—; a little under was written, in a small hand, Eheu 
Evelina! The tears dropped fast from the Earl’s eyes, as he endeay oured, 
in vain, to unfasten the knot which secured these documents. 

“Your lordship,” said Mr. Oldbuck, ‘had better not read these at pre- 
sent. Agitated as you are, and having much business before you, you must 
not exhaust your strength. Your brother’s succession is now, I presume, 
your own, and it will be easy for you to make inquiry among his servants 
and retainers, so as to hear where the child 1s, if, fortunately, it shall be 
still alive.” 

‘“‘] dare hardly hope it,” said the Earl, with a deep sigh. ‘‘ Why should 
my brother have been silent to me?” 

“Nay, my lord, why should he have communicated to your lordship the 
existence of a being whom you must have supposed the offspring of” 

“ Most true — there is an obvious and a kind reason for his being silent. 
If anything, indeed, could have added to the horror of the ghastly dream 
that has poisoned my whole existence, it must have been the knowledge that 
such a child of misery existed.” 

“Then,” continued the Antiquary, “although it would be rash to con- 
clude, at the distance of more than twenty years, that your son must needs 
be still alive because he was not destroyed 1 in infangy, I own I think you 
should instantly set on foot inquiries.’ 

“It shail be done,” replied Lord Glenallan, cniokivie eagerly at the hope 
held out to him, the ‘first he had nourished for many years ; — “I will write 
to a faithful steward of my father, who acted in the same capacity under 
my brother Neville — But Mr. Oldbuck, I am not my brother’s heir.” 

‘“‘Indeed!—TJI am sorry for that, my lord —it is a noble estate, and the 
ruins of the old castle of Neville’ s-Burgh alone, which are the most superb 
relics of Anglo-Norman architecture in that part of the country, are a pos- 
session much to be coveted. I thought your father had no other son or near 
relative.” : 

‘He had not, Mr. Oldbuck,” replied Lord Glendilans “but my brother 
adopted views in politics, and a form of religion, alien from those which 
had been always held by our house. Our tempers had long differed, nor 
did my unhappy mother always think him sufficiently observant to her. In- 
short, there was a family quarrel, and my brother, whose property was at 
his own free disposal, availed himself of the power vested in him to choose 

a stranger for his heir. It is a matter which never struck me as being of 
ibe least consequence — for if worldly possessions could alleviate misery, I 
have enough and to spare. But now I shall regret it, if it throws any diffi- 
culty in the way of our inquiries —and I bethink me that it may; for in 
case of my having a lawful son of my body, and my brother dying without 
issue, my father’s possessions stood entailed upon my son. It is not there- 
fore likely that this heir, be he who he may, will afford us assistance in 
making a discovery which may turn out so much to his own prejudice.” 

And in all probability the steward your lordship mentions is also in his 
service,” said the Antiquary. 

‘Tt is most likely; and the man being a Protestant—how far it is safe to 
intrust him” 
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**T should hope, my lord,” said Oldbuck gravely, “that a Protestant may 
be as trustworthy as a Catholic. Iam doubly interested in the Protestant 
faith, my lord. My ancestor, Aldobrand Oldenbuck, printed the celebrated 
Confession of Augsburg, as I can show by the original edition now in this 
house.” 

‘“‘T have not the least doubt of what you say, Mr. Oldbuck,” replied the 
Karl, “nor do I speak out of bigotry or intolerance; but probably the Pro- 
testant steward will favour the Protestant heir rather than the Catholic — 
if, indeed, my son has been bred in his father’s faith—or, alas! if indeed he 
yet lives.” 

*“We must look close into this,” said Oldbuck, “ before committing our- 
selves. I have a literary friend at York, with whom I have long corres- 
ponded on the subject of the Saxon horn that is preserved in the Minster 
there ; we interchanged letters for six years, and have only as yet been able 
to settle the first line of the inscription. I will write forthwith to this gen- 
tleman, Dr. Dryasdust, and be particular in my inquiries concerning the 
character, &c. of your brother’s heir, of the gentleman employed in his 
affairs, and what else may be likely to further your lordship’s inquiries. In 
the meantime your lordship will collect the evidence of the marriage, which 
I hope can still be recovered ?” 

“Unquestionably,” replied the Earl: ‘the witnesses, who were formerly 
withdrawn from your research, are still living. My tutor, who solemnized 
the marriage, was provided for by a living in France, and has lately returned 
to this country as an emigrant, a victim of his zeal for loyalty, legitimacy, 
and religion.” 

“'That’s one lucky consequence of the French Revolution, my lord—you 
must allow that at least,’ said Oldbuck: ‘but no offence; I will act as 
warmly in your affairs as if I were of your own faith in polities and religion. 
And take my advice—If you want an affair of consequence properly 
managed, put it into the hands of an antiquary; for, as they are eternally 
exercising their genius and research upon trifles, it is impossible they can 
be baffled in affairs of importance: — use makes perfect — and the corps 
that is most frequently drilled upon the parade, will be most prompt in its 
exercise upon the day of battle. And, talking upon that subject, [ would 
willingly read to your lordship, in order to pass away the time betwixt this 
and supper” 

‘“‘I beg I may not interfere with family arrangements,” said Lord Glen- 
allan, ‘ but I never taste anything after sunset.” 

‘Nor I either, my lord,” answered his host, “ notwithstanding it is said 
to have been the custom of the ancients. But then I dine differently from 
your lordship, and therefore am better enabled to dispense with those elabo 
rate entertainments which my womankind (that is, my sister and niece, 
my lord) are apt to place on the table, for the display rather of their own 
housewifery than the accommodation of our wants. However, a broiled 
bone, or a smoked haddock, or an oyster, or a slice of bacon of our own 
curing, with a toast and a tankard —or something or other of that sort, 
to close the orifice of the stomach before going to bed, does not fall under 
my restriction, nor, I hope, under your lordship’s.” 

**My no-supper is literal, Mr. Oldbuck; but I will attend you at your 
meal with pleasure.” 

‘Well, my lord,” replied the Antiquary, ‘I will endeavour to entertain 
your ears at least, since I cannot banquet your palate. What I am about 
to read to your lordship relates to the upland glens.” 

Lord Glenallan, though he would rather have recurred to the subject of 
his own uncertainties, was compelled to make a sign of rueful civility 
and acquiescence. 

The Antiquary, therefore, took out his portfolio of loose sheets, and after 
vremising that the topographical details here laid down were designed t 
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illustrate a slight essay upon castrametation, which had been read with 
indulgence at several societies of Antiquaries, he commenced as follows: 
“The subject, my lord, is the hill-fort of Quickems-bog, with the site of 
which your lordship is doubtless familiar—it is upon your store-farm of 
Mantanner, in the barony of Clochnaben.” 

‘“‘] think I have heard the names of these places,” said the Earl, in 
answer to the Antiquary’s appeal. 

“Heard the name? and the farm brings him six hundred-a-year—O 
Lord !” 

Such was the scarce-subdued ejaculation of the Antiquary. But his hos- 
pitality got the better of his surprise, and he proceeded to read his essay 
with an audible voice, in great glee at having secured a patient, and, as he 
fondly hoped, an interested hearer. 

‘*Quickens-bog may at first seem to derive its name from the plant 
Quicken, by which, Scotticé, we understand couch-grass, dog-grass, or the 
Triticum repens of Linnzeus, and the common English monosyllable Bog, 
by which we mean, in popular language, a marsh or morass—in Latin, 
Falus. But it may confound the rash adopters of the more obvious 
etymological derivations, to learn, that the couch-grass or dog-grass, or, to 
speak scientifically, the ¢riticum repens of Linneeus, does not grow within a 
quarter of a mile of this castrum or hill-fort, whose ramparts are uniformly 
clothed with short verdant turf; and that we must seek a bog or palus ata 
still greater distance, the nearest being that of Gird-the-mear, a full half: 
mile distant. The last syllable, bog, is obviously, therefore, a mere corrup- 
tion of the Saxon Burgh, which we find in the various transmutations of 
Burgh, Burrow, Brough, Bruff, Buff, and Boff, which last approaches very 
near the sound in question — since, supposing the word to have been origi- 
nally borgh, which is the genuine Saxon spelling, a slight change, such as 
modern organs too often make upon ancient sounds, will produce first Bogh, 
and then, elisa H, or compromising and sinking the guttural, agreeable to — 
the common vernacular practice, you have either Boff or Bog as it happens. 
The word Quickens requires in like manner to be altered,—decomposed, 
as it were,—and reduced to its original and genuine sound, ere we can 
discern its real meaning. By the ordinary exchange of the Qu into Wh, 
familiar to the rudest ¢yro who has opened a book of old Scottish poetry, 
we gain either Whilkens, or Whichensborgh—put, we may suppose, by 
way of question, as if those who imposed the name, struck with the extreme 
antiquity of the place, had expressed in it an interrogation, ‘To whom did 
this fortress belong?’ —Or, it might be Whackens-burgh, from the Saxon 
Whacken, to strike with the hand, as doubtless the skirmishes near a place 
of such apparent consequence must have legitimated such a derivation,” 
&e. &e. &e. : 

I will be more merciful to my readers than Oldbuck was to his guest; 
for, considering his opportunities of gaining patient attention fr-m a per: 
son of such consequence as Lord Glenallan were not many, be used, ot 
rather abused, the present to the uttermost. 
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Chapter the Ghirty-Sirth. 


Crabbed age and youth 

Cannot live together :— 
Youth is full of pleasance, 

Age is full of care, 
Youth like summer morn, 

Age like winter weather; 
Youth like summer brave, 

Age like winter bare. 

_SHAKSPEARE. 


In the morning of the following day, the Antiquary, who was something 
of a sluggard, was summoned from his bed a full hour earlier than his 
custom by Caxon. ‘‘ What’s the matter now?” he exclaimed, yawning and 
stretching forth his hand to the huge gold repeater, which, bedded upon his 
India silk handkerchief, was laid safe by his pillow —“‘ what’s the matter 
now, Caxon ?—it can’t be eight o’clock yet.” 

‘Na, sir,— but my lord’s man sought me out, for he fancies me your 
honour’s valley-de-sham, — and sae I am, there’s nae doubt o’t, baith your 
honour’s and the minister’s—at least ye hae nae other that I ken o’—and I 
gie a help to Sir Arthur too, but that’s mair in the way o’ my profession.” 

“Well, well — never mind that,” said the Antiquary—“ happy is he that 
is his own valley-de-sham, as you call it— But why disturb my morning’s 
rest ?” 

‘Qu, sir, the great man’s been up since peep 0’ day, and he’s steered the 
town to get awa an express to fetch his carriage, and it will be here briefly, 
and he wad like to see your honour afore he gaes awa.” 

“‘Gadso!’? ejaculated Oldbuck, “these great men use one’s house and 
time as if they were their own property. Well, it’s once and away. Has 
Jenny come to her senses yet, Caxon ?”’ 

“Troth, sir, but just middling,” replied the barber; ‘she’s been in a 
swither about the jocolate this morning, and was like to hae toomed it a’ 
out into the slap-bason, and drank it hersell in her -ecstasies—but she’s won 
ower wi’t, wi’ the help o’ Miss M‘Intyre.” 

“Then all my womankind are on foot and scrambling, and I must enjoy 
my quiet bed no longer, if I would have a well-regulated house — Lend me 
my gown. And what are the news at Fairport ?” | 

‘Qu, sir, what can they be about but this grand news 0’ my lord,” an- 
swered the old man, ‘that hasna been ower the door-stane, they threep to 
me, for this twenty years—this grand news of his coming to visit your 
honour?” 

‘Aha!’ said Monkbarns ; “and what do they say of that, Caxon ?” 
“’Deed, sir, they hae various opinions. ‘Thae fallows, that are th 
democraws, as they ca’ them, that are again’ the king and the law, and 
hairpowder and dressing o’ gentlemen’s wigs—a wheen blackguards—they 
say he’s come doun to speak wi’ your honour about bringing doun his hill 
lads and Highland tenantry to break up the meetings of the Friends o’ the 
People ;—-and when I said your honour never meddled wi’ the like 0’ sic 
things where there was like to be straiks and bloodshed, they said, if ye 
didna, your nevoy did, and that he was weel kend to be kingsman that wad 
ght knee-deep, and that ye were the head and he was the hand, and that 

the Yerl was to bring out the men and the siller.” 


“Come,” said the Antiquary, laughing —‘‘I am glad the war is to cost 
me nothing but counsel.” : 
“Na, na,” said Caxon —‘‘ naebody thinks your honour wad either fight 


voursell, or gie ony feck o’ siller to ony side o’ the question.” 
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“Umph! well, that’s the opinion of the democraws, as you call them— 
What say the rest of Fairport?” 

‘In troth,” said the candid reporter, “‘I canna say it’s muckle better. 
Captain Coquet, of the volunteers—that’s him that’s to be the new collector, 
—and some of the other gentlemen of the Blue and a’ Blue Club, are just 
saying it’s no right to let papists, that hae sae mony French friends as the 
Yerl of Glenallan, gang through the country, and — but your honour wil 
maybe be angry ?” 

‘ Not I, Caxon,” said Oldbuck; “fire away as if you were Captain Oo- 
quet’s whole platoon—I can stand it.” 

‘‘Weel, then, they say, sir, that as ye didna encourage the petition about 

he peace, and wadna petition in favour of the new tax, and as ye were 
again’ bringing in the yeomanry at the meal mob, but just for settling the 
folk wi’ the constables — they say ye’re no a gude friend to government ; 
and that thae sort 0’ meetings between sic a powerfu’ man as the Yerl, and 
sic a wise man as you,—Od, they think they suld be lookit after; and some 
say ye should baith be shankit aff till Edinburgh Castle.” 

“On my word,” said the Antiquary, “I am infinitely obliged to my 
neighbours for their good opinion of me! And so, I, that have never inter- 
fered with their bickerings, but to recommend quiet and moderate measures, 
am given up on both sides as a man very likely to commit high treason, 
either against King or People? — Give me my coat, Caxon— give me my 
coat ; — it’s lucky I live not in their report. Have you heard anything of 
Taffril and his vessel ?” 

Caxon’s countenance fell. — “ Na, sir, and the winds hae been high, and 
this is a fearfu’ coast to cruise on in thae eastern gales,—the headlands rin 
sue far out, that a veshel’s embayed afore I could sharp a razor; and then 
there’s nae harbour or city of refuge on our coast—a’ craigs and breakers ; 
a veshel that rins ashore wi’ us flees asunder like the powther when I shake 
the pluff—and it’s as ill to gather ony o’t again. I aye tell my daughter 
thae things when she grows wearied for a letter frae Lieutenant Taffril — 
It’s aye an apology for him. Ye suldna blame him, says I, hinny, for ye 
little ken what may hae happened.” 

“ Ay, ay, Caxon, thou art as good a comforter as a valet-de-chambre. -— 
Give me a white stock, man,— d’ye think I can go down with a handker- 
chief about my neck when I have company ?” 

“Dear sir, the Captain says a three-nookit hankercher is the maist 
fashionable overlay, and that stocks belang to your honour and me that are 
auldwarld folk. i beg pardon for mentioning us twa thegither, but it was 
what he said.” 

“The Captain’s a puppy, and you are a goose, Caxon.” 

“It’s very like it may be sae,” replied the acquiescent barber; “I am 
sure your honour kens best.” | 

Before breakfast, Lord Glenallan, who appeared in better spirits than he 
had evinced in the former evening, went particularly through the various 
circumstances of evidence which the exertions of Oldbuck had formerly 
collected; and pointing out the means which he possessed of completing 
the proof of his marriage, expressed his resolution instantly to go through 
the painful task of collecting and restoring the evidence concerning the 
birth of Eveline Neville, which Elspeth had stated to be in his mother’s 
possession. 

“And yet, Mr. Oldbuck,”’ he said, ‘“‘I feel like a man who receives im- 
portant tidings ere he is yet fully awake, and doubt whether they refer to 
actual life, or are not rather a continuation of his dream. This woman,— 
this Elspeth, —she is in the extremity of age, and approaching in many 
respects to dotage. Have I not—it is a hideous question—have I not heen 


hasty in the admission of her present evidence, against that wkizh she 


furmerly gave me to a very-—very different purpose 2?” 
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Mr. Oldbuck paused a moment, and then answered with firmness—“ No,, 
my lord; I cannot think you have any reason to suspect the truth of what 
she nas told you last, from no apparent impulse but the urgency of con- 
science. Her confession was voluntary, disinterested, distinct, consisten* 
with itself, and with all the other known circumstances of the case. I 
would lose no time, however, in examining and arranging the other docu- 
ments to which she has referred; and I also think her own statemens 
should be taken down, if possible, in a formal manner. We thought of 
setting about this together. But it will be a relief to your lordship, and 
moreover have a more impartial appearance, were I to attempt the investi- 
gation alone, in the capacity of a magistrate. I will do this—at least | 
will attempt it, so soon as I shall see her in a favourable state of mind to 
undergo an examination.” 

Lord Glenallan wrung the Antiquary’s hand in token of grateful acqui- 
escence. “I cannot express to you,” he said, ‘‘ Mr. Oldbuck, how much 
your countenance and co-operation in this dark and most melancholy 
business gives me relief and confidence. I cannot enough applaud myself 
for yielding to the sudden impulse which impelled me, as it were, to drag 
you into my confidence, and which arose from the experience I had 
formerly of your firmness in discharge of your duty as a magistrate, and 
as a friend to the memory of the unfortunate. Whatever the issue of these 
matters may prove, —and I would fain hope there is a dawn breaking on 
the fortunes of my house, though I shall not live to enjoy its light, — but 
whatsoever be the issue, you have laid my family and me under the most 
lasting obligation.” 

““My lord,” answered the Antiquary, ‘‘I must necessarily have the 
greatest respect for your lordship’s family, which I am well aware is one 
of the most ancient in Scotland, being certainly derived from Aymer de 
Geraldin, who sat in parliament at Perth, in the reign of Alexander II., 
and who, by the less vouched, yet plausible tradition of the country, is 
said to have been descended from the Marmor of Clochnaben. Yet with 
all my veneration for your ancient descent, I must acknowledge that I find 
myself still more bound to give your lordship what assistance is in my 
limited power, from sincere sympathy with your sorrows, and detestation 
at the frauds which have so long been practised upon you. — But, my lord, 
the matin meal is, I see, now prepared — Permit me to show your lordship 
the way through the intricacies of my cenobitiuwm, which is rather a com- 
bination of cells, jostled oddly together, and piled one upon the top of the 
other, than a regular house. I trust you will make yourself some amends 
for the spare diet of yesterday.” 

But this was no part of Lord Glenallan’s system. Having saluted the 
company with the grave and melancholy politeness which distinguished 
his manners, his servant placed before him a slice of toasted bread, with a 
glass of fair water, being the fare on which he usually broke his fast. 
While the morning’s meal of the young soldier and the old Antiquary 
was dispatched in a much more substantial manner, the noise of wheels 
was heard. 

“Your lordship’s carriage, I believe,” said Oldbuck, stepping to the 
window. ‘On my word, a handsome Quadriga, —for such, according to 
the best scholiwm, was the vox signata of the Romans for a chariot which, 
like that of your lordship, was drawn by four horses.” 

‘And I will venture to say,” cried Hector, eagerly gazing from the 
window, ‘‘ that four handsomer or better-matched bays never were put in 
harness— W hat fine fore-hands !—what capital chargers they would make! 
—-Might I ask if they are of your lordship’s own breeding ?” 

‘*1—+-I — rather believe so,’ said Lord Glenallan; ‘but I have been sa 
negligent of my domestic matters, that I am ashamed to say I must apply 
to Calvert’ (looking at the domestic). 
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_ “They are of your lordship’s own breeding,” said Calvert, “ got by Mad 
Tom out of Jemima and Yarico, your lordship’s brood mares.” 

“‘ Are there more of the set?” said Lord Glenallan. 

‘“‘'T'wo, my lord,—one rising four, the other five off this grass, both very 
handsome.” 

“Then let Dawkins bring them down to Monkbarns to-morrow,” said 
the Earl—‘“I hope Captain M‘Intyre will accept them, if they are at all fit 
for service.” 

Captain M‘Intyre’s eyes sparkled, and he was profuse in grateful ac 
knowledgments ; while Oldbuck, on the other hand, seizing the Earl’s 
sleeve, endeavoured to intercept a present which boded no good to his corn- 
chest and hay-loft. 

‘‘My lord—my lord — much obliged — much obliged — But Hector is a 
pedestrian, and never mounts on horseback in battle — he is a Highland 
soldier, moreover, and his dress ill adapted for cavalry service. Even 
Macpherson never mounted his ancestors on horseback, though he has the 
impudence to talk of their being car-borne — and that, my lord, is what is 
running in Hector’s head — it is the vehicular, not the equestrian exercise, 


which he envies— 


Sunt quos curriculo pulverem Olympicum 
Collegisse juvat. 


His noddle is running on a curricle, which he has neither money to buy, 
nor skill to drive if he had it; and I assure your lordship, that the pos- 
session of two such quadrupeds would prove a greater scrape than any of 
his duels, whether with human foe or with my friend the phoca.” 

“You must command us all at present, Mr. Oldbuck,” said the Earl, 
politely ; “but I trust you will not ultimately prevent my gratifying my 
young friend in some way that may afford him pleasure ?” 

“Any thing useful, my lord,” said Oldbuck, ‘but no eurriculum—I 
protest he might as rationally propose to keep a quadriga at once — And 
now I think of it, what is that old post-chaise from Fairport come jingling 
here for ?—I did not send for it.” 

“7 did, sir,”’ said Hector, rather sulkily, for he was not much gratified 
by his uncle’s interference to prevent the Earl’s intended generosity, nor 
orgs inclined to relish either the disparagement which he cast upon 

is skill as a charioteer, or the mortifying allusion to his bad success in 
the adventures of the duel and the seal. 

“You did, sir?” echoed the Antiquary, in answer to his concise infor- 
mation. ‘“ And pray, what may be your business with a post-chaise? Is 
this splendid equipage — this biga, as I may call it—to serve for an intro- 
duction to a gquadriga or a curriculum ?” 

“Really, sir,” replied the young soldier, ‘‘if it be necessary to give you 
such a specific explanation, | am going to Fairport on a little business.” 

** Will you permit me to inquire into the nature of that business, Hector ?” 
answered his uncle, who loved the exercise of a little brief authority over 
hig relative. ‘I should suppose any regimental affairs might be transacted 
by your worthy deputy the sergeant—an honest gentleman, who is so good 
as to make Monkbarns his home since his arrival among us —1I should, I 
say, suppose that he may transact any business of yours, without your 
spending a day’s pay on two dog-horses, and such a combination of rotten 
wood, cracked glass, and leather—such a skeleton of a post-chaise, as that 
before the door.” 

“Tt is not regimental business, sir, that calls me; and, since you insist 
upon knowing, I must inform you, Caxon has brought word this morning 
that old Ochiltree, the beggar, is to be brought up for examination to-day, 
previous to his being committed for trial; and I am going to see that the 
poor old fellow get’s fair play — that’s all.” 

‘*Ay?—JI heard something of this, but coul!? not think it sericus. Api 
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pray, Captain Hector, who are so ready to be every man’s second on al} 
secasions of strife, civil or military, by land, by water, or on the sea-beach 
what is your especial concern with old Edie Ochiltree ?” 

“‘He was a soldier in my father’s company, sir,” replied Hector; “ ana 
besides, when I was about to do a very foolish thing one day, he interfered 
to prevent me, and gave me almost as much good advice, sir, as you could 
have done yourself.” 

‘“¢ And with the same good effect, I dare be sworn for it— Eh, Hector ?— 
Come, confess it was thrown away.” 

“Indeed it was, sir; but I see no reason that my folly should make mé 
less grateful for his intended kindness.” 

“Bravo, Hector! that’s the most sensible thing I ever heard you say. 
But always tell me your plans without reserve ;— why, I will go with you 
myself, man. I am sure the old fellow is not guilty, and I will assist him 
in such a scrape much more effectually than you can do. Besides, it will 
save thee half-a-guinea, my lad —a consideration which I heartily pray you 
to have more frequently before your eyes.” 

Lord Glenallan’s politeness had induced him to turn away and talk with 
the ladies, when the dispute between the uncle and nephew appeared to 
grow rather too animated to be fit for the ear of a stranger, but the Karl 
mingled again in the conversation when the placable tone of the Antiquary 
expressed amity. Having received a brief account of the mendicant, and 
of the accusation brought against him, which Oldbuck did not hesitate to 
ascribe to the malice of Dousterswivel, Lord Glenallan asked, whether the 
individual in question had not been a soldier formerly ? — He was answered 
in the affirmative. 

‘“‘ Had he not,” continued his lordship, ‘‘a coarse blue coat, or gown, with 
a badge ?— was he not a tall, striking-looking old man, with grey beard. 
and hair, who kept his body remarkably erect, and talked with an air of 
ease and independence, which formed a strong contrast to his profession ?” 

““ All this is an exact picture of the man,” returned Oldbuck. 

“Why, then,” continued Lord Glenallan, “although I fear I can be of 
no use to him in his present condition, yet I owe him a debt of gratitude 
for being the first person who brought me some tidings of the utmost im- 
portance. I would willingly offer him a place of comfortable retirement, 
when he is extricated from his present situation.” 

“J fear, my lord,” said Oldbuck, “he would have difficulty in reconciling 
his vagrant habits to the acceptance of your bounty; at least I know the 
experiment has been tried without effect. To beg from the public at large 
he considers as independence, in comparison to drawing his whole support 
from the bounty of an individual. He is so far a true philosopher, as to be 
a contemner of all ordinary rules of hours and times. When he is hungry 
he eats; when thirsty he drinks; when weary he sleeps; and with such 
indifference with respect to the means and appliances about which we make 
a fuss, that I suppose he was never ill dined or ill lodged in his life. Then 
he is, to a certain extent, the oracle of the district through which he travels 
—their genealogist, their newsman, their master of the revels, their doctor 
at a pinch, or their divine ;——I promise you he has too many duties, and is 
too zealous in performing them, to be easily bribed to abandon his calling. 


-But I should be truly sorry if they sent the poor light-hearted old man to 


93 for weeks in a jail. I am convinced the confinement would break his 
reart.”’ 

Thus finished the conference. Lord Glenallan, having taken leave of the 
ladies, renewed his offer to Captain M‘Intyre of the freedom of his manors 
for sporting, which was joyously accepted. ‘I can only add,” he said, 
“that if your spirits are not liable to be damped by dull company, Glenal- 
lan-House is at all times open to you. On two days of the week, Friday 
and Saturday I keep my apartment, which will be rather a relief to you, 
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as you will be left to enjoy the society of my almoner, Mr. Gladsmoor, who 
is a scholar and a man of the world.” 

Hector, his heart exulting at the thoughts of ranging through the pre- 
serves of Glenallan-House, and over the well-protected moors of Clochnaben 
—nay, joy of joys! the deer-forest of Strath-Bonnel — made many acknow- 
ledgments of the honour and gratitude he felt. Mr. Oldbuck was sensible 
of the Earl’s attention to his nephew; Miss M‘Intyre was pleased because | 
her brother was gratified ; and Miss Griselda Oldbuck looked forward with 
glee to the potting of whole bags of moor-fowl and black-game, of which 
Mr. Blattergowl was a professed admirer. Thus,—which is always the case 
when a man of rank leaves a private family where he has studied to appear 
obliging, — all were ready to open in praise of the Earl as soon as he had 
taken his leave, and was wheeled off in his chariot by the four admired 
bays. But the panegyric was cut short, for Oldbuck and his nephew depo- 
sited themselves in the Fairport hack, which, with one horse trotting, and 
the other urged to a canter, creaked, jingled, and hobbled towards that 
celebrated seaport, in a manner that formed a strong contrast to the rapidit 
and smoothness with which Lord Glenallan’s equipage had seemed to vanish 
from their eyes. 


Chapter the Chirty-Sravuth. 


Yes! 1 love justice well—as well as you do— 

But since the good dame’s blind, she shall excuse me 
If, time and reason fitting, | prove dumb ;— 

The breath I utter now shall be no means 

To take away from me my breath in future. 


OLD PLAY. 


By dint of charity from the town’s people in aid of the load of provisions 
he had brought with him into durance, Edie Ochiltree had passed a day or 
two’s confinement without much impatience, regretting his want of freedom | 
the less, as the weather proved broken and rainy. 

‘“‘The prison,” he said, “‘wasna sae dooms bad a place as it was ca’d. 
Ye had aye a good roof ower your head to fend aff the weather, and, if the 
windows werena glazed, it was the mair airy and pleasant for the summer 
season. And there were folk enow to crack wi’, and he had bread eneugh 
to eat, and what need he fash himsell about the rest 0’t?” 

The courage of our philosophical mendicant began, however, to abate, 
when the sunbeams shone fair on the rusty bars of his grated dungeon, and 
a miserable linnet, whose cage some poor debtor had obtained permission to 
attach to the window, began to greet them with his whistle. 

“Ye’re in better spirits than I am,” said Edie, addressing the bird, ‘ for 
I can neither whistle nor sing for thinking o’ the bonny burnsides and green 
shaws that I should hae been dandering beside in weather like this. But 
hae—there’s some crumbs t’ye, an ye are sae merry ; and troth ye hae some 
reason to sing an ye kent it, for your cage comes by nae faut 0’ your ain, 
and I may thank mysell that I am closed up in this weary place.” 

Ochiltree’s soliloquy was disturbed by a peace-officer, who came to 
“summon him to attend the magistrate. So he set forth in awful procession 
between two poor creatures, neither of them so stout as he was himself, to 
be conducted into the presence of inquisitorial justice. The people, as the 
aged prisoner was led along by his decrepit guards, exclaimed to each other, 
“Kh! see sic a grey-haired man as that is, to have cormmitted a highway 


Tce 
NWN 


; : 


Hl 
ACLU CTT ee 


HM ir 


Heb 


EDIE OCHILTREE’S EXAMINATION BEFORE THE ANTIQUARY. 


Pypiils 
ea 


nes 


THE ANTIQUARY. 216 


robbery, wi’ ae fit in the grave !”?— And the children congratulated the off- 
vers, objects of their alternate dread and sport, Puggie Orrock and Jock 
Ormston, on having a prisoner as old as themselves. 

Thus marshalled forward, Edie was presented (by no means for the first 
time) before the worshipful Bailie Littlejohn, who, contrary to what his 
name expressed, was a tall portly magistrate, on whom corporation crusts 
had not been conferred in vain. He was a zealous loyalist of that zealous 
time, somewhat rigorous and peremptory in the execution of his duty, and 
a good deal inflated with the sense of his own power and importance ;— 
otherwise an honest, well-meaning, and useful citizen. 

“ Bring him in! bring him in!” he exclaimed., ‘‘Upon my word these 
are awful and unnatural times! the very bedesmen and retainers of hia 
Majesty are the first to break his laws. Here has been an old Blue-Gown 
committing robbery—I suppose the next will reward the royal charity which 
supplies him with his garb, pension, and begging license, by engaging in 
high treason, or sedition at least. — But bring him in.” 

Edie made his obeisance, and then stood, as usual, firm and erect, with 
the side of his face turned a little upward, as if to catch every word which 
the magistrate might address to him. To the first general questions, which 
respected only his name and calling, the mendicant answered with readi- 
ness and accuracy; but when the magistrate, having caused his clerk to 
take down these particulars, began to inquire whereabout the mendicant 
was on the night when Dousterswivel met with his misfortune, Edie de- 
murred to the motion. ‘Can ye tell me now, Bailie, you that understands 
the law, what gude will it do me to answer ony o’ your questions ?” 

‘Good ?—no good certainly, my friend, except that giving a true account 
of yourself, if you are innocent, may entitle me to set you at liberty.” 

“ But it seems mair reasonable to me now, that you, Bailie, or onybody 
that has onything to say against me, should prove my guilt, and no to be 
bidding me prove my innocence.” 

“IT don’t sit here,” answered the magistrate, “to dispute points of law 
with you. I ask you, if you choose to answer my question, whether you 
were at Ringan Aikwood, the forester’s, upon the day I have specified ?” 

“Really, sir, I dinna feel myself called on to remember,” replied the 
cautious bedesman. 

“Or whether, in the course of that day or night,” continued the magis- . 
trate, “‘you saw Steven, or Steenie, Mucklebackit? — you knew him, I 
suppose ?” 

“OQ, brawlie did I ken Steenie, puir fallow,” replied the prisoner ;—“ but 
I canna condeshend on ony particular time I have seen him lately.” 

“Were you at the ruins of St. Ruth any time in the course of that 
evening ?” : 

“Bailie Littlejohn,” said the mendicant, ‘if it be your honour’s plea- 
sure, we'll cut a lang tale short, and I’ll just tell ye, I am no minded te 
answer ony o’ thae questions — I’m ower auld a traveller to let my *<ngue 
bring me into trouble.” 

“Write down,” said the magistrate, ‘that he declines to answer all 
interrogatories, in respect that by telling the truth he might be brought to 
trouble.” 

‘Na, na,” said Ochiltree, ‘I’ll no hae that set down as ony part o’ my 
answer—but I just meant to say, that in a’ my memory and practice, I never 
saw ony gude come o’ answering idle questions.” 

“Write down,” said the Bailie, “that, being acquainted with judicial 
interrogatories by long practice, and having sustained injury by answering 
questions put to him on such occasions, the declarant refuses””—— 

“Na, na, Bailie,” reiterated Hdie, “ye are no to come in on me that gait 
neither.” 
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“Dictate the answer yourself then, friend,” said the magistrate, “and the 
clerk will take it down from your own mouth.” 

© Ay, ay,’”’ said Edie — ‘‘ that’s what I ca’ fair play; I’se do that without 
loss o’ time.. Sae, neighbour, ye may just write down, that Edie Ochiltree, 
the declarant, stands up for the liberty—na, I maunna say that neither—I 
am nae liberty-boy —I hae fought again’ them in the riots in Dublin — 
besides, I have ate the King’s bread mony a day. Stay, let me see. Ay— 
write that Edie Ochiltree, the Blue-Gown, stands up for the prerogative 

—(see that ye spell that word right—it’s a lang ane)—for the prerogative 
of the subjects of the land, and winna answer a single word that sall be 
asked at him this day, unless he sees a reason for’t. Put down that, young 
man.” 

“Then, Edie,” said the magistrate, “since you will give me no informa- 
tion on the subject, 4 must send you back to prison till you shall be delivered 
in due course of law.” 

‘‘ Aweel, sir, if it’s Heaven’s will and man’s will, nae doubt I maun 
submit,” replied the mendicant. ‘I hae nae great objection to the prison, 
only that a body canna win out o’t; and if it wad please you as weel, Bailie, 
I wad gie you my word to appear afore the Lords at the Cire uit, or in ony 
other court ye like, on ony day ye are pleased to appoint.” 

“J rather think, my good friend,” answered Bailie Littlejohn, “‘ your word 
might be a slender security where your neck may be in some danger. I am 
apt to think you would suffer the pledge to be forfeited. If you could give 
me sufficient security, indeed” 

At this moment the Antiquary and Captain M‘Intyre entered the apart- 
ment.— ‘‘Good morning to you, gentlemen,” said the magistrate; ‘you 
find me toiling in my usual vocation—looking after the iniquities of the 
people— labouring for the respublica, Mr. Oldbuck—serving the King our 
master, Captain M‘Intyre,—for I suppose you know I have taken up the 
sword ?” 

‘Tt is one of the emblems of justice, doubtless,” answered the Antiquary; 

— ‘but I should have thought the scales would haye suited you betes, 
Bailie, especially as you have them ready in the warehouse.” 

3 Very good, Monkbarns—excellent! But I do not take the sword up as 
justice, but as a soldier—indeed I should rather say the musket and bayo- 
net—there they stand at the elbow of my gouty chair, for I am scarce fit for 
drill yet —a slight touch of our old acquaintance podagra; I can keep my 
feet, however, while our sergeant puts me through the manual. I should 
like to know, ‘Captain M‘Intyre, if he follows the regulations correctly —he _ 
brings us but awkwardly to the present.’ And he hobbled towards his 
weapon to illustrate his doubts and display his proficiency. 

‘“‘T rejoice we have such zealous defenders, Bailie,” replied Mr. Oldbuck; 

“and I dare say Hector will gratify you by communicating his opinion on 
your progress in this new calling. Why, you rival the Hecaté of the 
ancients, my good sir—a merchant on the Mart, a magistrate in the Town- 
house, a soldier on the Links—quid non pro patria? “But my business is 
with the justice; so let commerce and war go slumber.” 

“Well, my eood sir,” said the Bailie, “and what commands have you 
for me?” 

“Why, here’s an old acquaintance of mine, called Edie Ochiltree, whom 
some of your myrmidons have mewed up in jail on account of an alleged 
assault on that fellow Dousterswivel, of whose accusation I do not believe 
one word.” 

The magistrate here assumed a very grave countenance. ‘“ You ought 
to have been informed that he is accused of robbery, as well as assault—- 
a very serious matter indeed ; it is not often such criminals come under my 
cognizance.” 

“ And,” replied Oldbuck, “ you are tenacious of the opportunity of making 
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the very most of such as occur. But is this poor old man’s case realy se 
very bad ?” 

“Tt is rather out of rule,” said the Bailie — “‘ but as you are in the com- 
mission, Monkbarns, I have no hesitation to show you Dousterswivel’s decla- 
ration, and the rest of the precognition.” And he put the papers into the 
Antiquary’s hands, who assumed his spectacles, and sat down in a corner 
to peruse them. 

The officers, in the meantime, had directions to remove their prisoner int 
another apartment; but before they could do so, M‘Intyre took an opportu- 
nity to greet old Edie, and to slip a guinea into his hand. 

* Lord bless your honour!” said the old man; “it’s a young soldier’s gift, 
and it should surely thrive wi’ an auld ane. I’se no refuse it, though it’s 
beyond my rules; {or if they steek me up here, my friends are like eneugh 
to forget me—out 0’ sight out o’ mind, is a true proverb; and it wadna be 
creditable for me, that am the King’s bedesman, and entitled to beg by word 
of mouth, to be fishing for bawbees out at the jail window wi’ the fit 0’ a 
stocking and a string.” As he made this observation he was conducted out 
of the apartment. 

Mr. Dousterswivel’s declaration contained an exaggerated account of the , 
violence he had sustained, and also of his loss. 

“‘But what I should have liked to have asked him,” said Monkbarns, 
‘would have been his purpose in frequenting the ruins of St. Ruth, so 
lonely a place, at such an hour, and with such a companion as Edie Ochil- 
tree. There is no road lies that way, and I do not conceive a mere passion 
for the picturesque would carry the German thither in such a night of storm 
and wind. Depend upon it, he has been about some roguery, and in all 
probability hath been caught in a trap of his own setting — Nec lex justitior 
ulla.”’ | 

The magistrate allowed there was something mysterious in that circum- 
stance, and apologized for not pressing Dousterswivel, as his declaration 
was voluntarily emitted. But for the support of the main charge, he showed 
the declaration of the Aikwoods concerning the state in which Douster- 
swivel was found, and establishing the important fact that the mendicant 
had left the barn in which he was quartered, and did not return to it again. 
Two people belonging to the Fairport undertaker, who had that night been 
employed in attending the funeral of Lady Glenallan, had also given decla- 
rations, that, being sent to pursue two suspicious persons who left the ruins 
of St. Ruth as the funeral approached, and who, it was supposed, might 
have been pillaging some of the ornaments prepared for the ceremony, they 
had lost and regained sight of them more than once, owing to the nature of 
the ground, which was unfavourable for riding, but had at length fairly 
lodged them both in Mucklebackit’s cottage. And one of the men added, 
that ‘‘he, the declarant, having dismounted from his horse, and gone close 
up to the window of the hut, he saw the old Blue-Gown and young Steenie 
Mucklebackit, with others, eating and drinking in the inside, and also 
observed the said Steenie Mucklebackit show a pocket-book to the others ;— 
and declarant has no doubt that Ochiltree and Steenie Mucklebackit were 
the persons whom he and his comrades had pursued, as above mentioned.” 
And being interrogated why he did not enter the said cottage, declares, “‘ he 
had no warrant so to do; and that as Mucklebackit and his family were 
understood to be rough-handed folk, he, the declarant, had no desire to med- 
dle or make with their affairs, Causa scientie patet. All which he declares 
to be truth,” &c. 

““What do you say to that body of evidence against your friend ?” said 
the magistrate, when he had observed the Antiquary had turned the last 
leaf. 

“Why, were it in the case of any other person, I own I should say it 
inked, prima facie, a little ugly; but I cannot allow anybedy to be in the 
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wrong for beating Dousterswivel—Had [been an hour younger, or had but 
one single flash of your warlike genius, Bailie, [ should have done it my- 
self long ago. He is nebulo nebulonum, an impudent, fraudulent, men- 
dacious quack, that has cost me a hundred pounds by his roguery, and my 
neighbour Sir Arthur, God knows how much. And besides, Bailie, I do 
not hold him to be a sound friend to Government.” 

“Indeed?” said Bailie Littlejohn; ‘if I thought that, it would alter the 
question considerably.” 

“‘ Right —for, in beating him,” observed Oldbuck, ‘‘the bedesman must 
have shown his gratitude to the king by thumping his enemy; and in 
robbing him, he would only have plundered an Egyptian, whose wealth it 
is lawful to spoil. Now, suppose this interview in the ruins of St. Ruth. 
had relation to politics, —and this story of hidden treasure, and so forth, 
was a bribe from the other side of the water for some great man, or the 
funds destined to maintain a seditious club ?” 

‘My dear sir,” said the magistrate, catching at the idea, “you hit my 
very thoughts! How fortunate should I be if I could become the humble 
means of.sifting such a matter to the bottom!— Don’t you think we had 
better call out the volunteers, and put them on duty ?” 

“Not just yet, while podagra deprives them of an essential member of 
their body. But will you let me examine Ochiltree ?” 

“Certainly ; but you’l] make nothing of him. He gave me distinetly te 
understand he knew the danger of a judicial declaration on the part of an 
accused person, which, to say the truth, has hanged many an honester man 
than he is.” 

“Well, but, Bailie,” continued Oldbuck, ‘‘ you have no objection to let 
me try him ?” 

‘None in the world, Monkbarns. I hear the sergeant below, —I’ll 
rehearse the manual in the meanwhile. Baby, carry my gun and bayonet 
down to the room below—it makes less noise there when we ground arms.” 
And so exit the martial magistrate, with his maid behind him bearing his 
weapons. | 

“A good squire that wench for a gouty champion,” observed Oldbuck.— 
“ Hector, my lad, hook on, hook on—Go with him, boy—keep him employed, 
man, for half an hour or so—butter him with some warlike terms—praise 
his dress and address.” 

“Captain M‘Intyre, who, like many of his profession, looked down with 
infinite scorn on those citizen soldiers, who had assumed arms without any 
professional title to bear them, rose with great reluctance, observing that 
he should not know what to say to Mr. Littlejohn; and that to see an old 
gouty shopkeeper attempting the exercise and duties of a private soldier, 
was really too ridiculous. 

“Tt may be so, Hector,” said the Antiquary, who seldom agreed with 
any person in the immediate proposition which was laid down,—‘ it may 
possibly be so in this and some other instances ; but at present the country 
resem)les the suitors in a small-debt court, where parties plead in person, 
for lack of cash to retain the professed heroes of the bar. I am sure in the 
one case we never regret the want of the acuteness and eloquence of the 
lawyers; and so, I hope, in the other, we may manage to make shift with 
our hearts and muskets, though we shall lack some of the discipline of you 
martinets.” 

“I have no objection, I am sure, that the whole world should fight if 
they please, if they will but allow me to be quiet,” said Mector, rising with 
dogeed reluctance. 

“Yer you are a very quiet personage indeed,” said his uncle, “ whose 
ardour for quarrelling cannot pass so much as a poor phoca sleeping upan 
the beach !” | , 


Sy 
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But Hector, who saw which way. the conversation was tending, and hated 
al] allusions to the foil he had sustained from the fish, made his escape 
before the Antiquary concluded the sentence. 


| Chapter the Chirty-Cighth. 


Well, well, at worst, ’tis neither theft nor coinage, 
Granting I knew all that you charge me with. 
What though the tomb hath borne a second birth, 
And given the wealth to one that knew not on’t, 
Yet fair exchange was never robbery, 
Far less pure bounty. — 

OLD PLAY. 


Tue Antiquary, in order to avail himself of the permission given him tg 
question the accused party, chose rather to go to the apartment in which 
Ochiltree was detained, than to make the examination appear formal by 
bringing him again into the magistrate’s office. He found the old man 
seated by a window which looked out on the sea; and as he gazed on that 
prospect, large tears found their way, as if unconsciously, to his eye, and 
trom thence trickled down his cheeks and white beard. His features were, 
nevertheless, calm and composed, and his whole posture and mien indicated 
patience and resignation. Oldbuck had approached him without being 
observed, and roused him out of his musing, by saying kindly, “I am 
sorry, Edie, to see you so much cast down about this matter.” 

The mendicant started, dried his eyes very hastily with the sleeve of his 
gown, and endeavouring to recover his usual tone of indifference and jocu- 
larity, answered, but with a voice more tremulous than usual, “I might weel 
hae judged, Monkbarns, it was you, or the like o’ you, was coming in to 
disturb me—for it’s ae great advantage 0’ prisons and courts 0’ justice, that 
ye may greet your een out an ye like, and nane o’ the folk that’s concerned 
about them will ever ask you what it’s for.” 

“Well, Edie,” replied Oldbuck, ‘I hope your present cause of distress 
is not so bad but it may be removed.” 

“And I had hoped, Monkbarns,” answered the mendicant, in a tone of 
reproach, “that ye had ken’d me better than to think that this bit trifling 
trouble o’ my ain wad bring tears into my auld een, that hae seen far differ- 
ent kind o’ distress.—Na, na!—But here’s been the puir lass, Caxon’s daugh- 
ter, seeking comfort, and has gotten unco little —there’s been nae speer- 
ings 0’ Taffril’s gunbrig since the last gale; and folk report on the key that 
a king’s ship had struck on the Reef of Rattray, and a’ hands lost—God 
forbid! for as sure as you live, Monkbarns, the puir lad Lovel, that ye liked 
sxe weel, must have perished.” 

“God forbid indeed!” echoed the Antiquary, turning pale — “I would 
rather Monkbarns-House were cn fire. My poor dear frierid and coadjutor! 
* will down to the quay instantly.” 

“Ym sure ye’ll learn naething mair than I hae tauld ye, sir,” said Ochil- 
ree, “for the officer-folk here were very civil (that is, for the like o’ them), 
and lookit up a their letters and authorities, and could throw nae light on’t 
either ae way or another.” : | 

“Tt can’t be true! it shall not be true!” said the Antiquary, ‘and I 
won’t believe it if it were!—Taffril’s an excellent seaman, and Lovel (my 
‘poor Lovel!) has all the qualities of a safe and pleasant companion by land 
or by sea—-one, Edie, whom, from the ingenuousness of his disposition, 1 
would choose, did I ever go a sea-voyage (which J never do, unless aeross 
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the ferry), frugilem mecum solvere phaselum, to be the companion of my 
risk, as une against whom the elements could nourish no vengeance. No, 
Edie, it is not, and cannot be true—it is a fiction of the idle jade Rumour, 
whom I wish hanged with her trumpet about her neck, that serves only 
with its screech-ow]l tones to fright honest folks out of their senses. — Let 
me know how you got into this scrape of your own.” 

“Are ye axing me as a magistrate, Monkbarns, or is it just for your ain 
satisfaction ?” . 

“For my own satisfaction solely,” replied the Antiquary. 

“Put up your pocketbook and your keelyvine pen then, for I downa 
speak out an ye hae writing materials in your hands —they’re a scaur te 
unlearned folk like me— Od, ane o’ the clerks in the neist room will clink 
down, in black and white, as muckle as wad hang a man, before ane kens 
what he’s saying.” 

Monkbarns complied with the old man’s humour, and put up his memo- 
randum-book. 

Edie then went with great frankness through the part of the story, already 
known to the reader, informing the Antiquary of the scene which he had 
witnessed between Dousterswivel and his patron in the ruins of St. Ruth, 
and frankly confessing that he could not resist the opportunity of decoying 
the adept once more to visit the tomb of Misticot, with the purpose of taking 
a comic revenge upon him for his quackery. He had easily persuaded 
Steenie, who was a bold thoughtless young fellow, to engage in the frolic 
along with him, and the jest had been inadvertently carried a great deal 
farther than was designed. Concerning the pocketbook, he explained that 
he had expressed his surprise and sorrow as soon as he found it had been 
inadvertently brought off; and that publicly, before all the inmates of the 
cottage, Steenie had undertaken to return it the next day, and had only 
been prevented by his untimely fate. 

The Antiquary pondered a moment, and then said, ‘‘ Your account seems 
very probable, Edie, and I believe it from what I know of the parties. But 
I think it likely that you know a great deal more than you have thought it 
proper to tell me, about this matter of the treasure-trove—I suspect you 
have acted the part of the Lar Familiaris in Plautus—a sort of Brownie, 
Edie, to speak to your comprehension, who watched over hidden treasures. 
—I do bethink me you were the first person we met when Sir Arthur made 
his successful attack upon Misticot’s grave, and also that when the labourers 
began to flag, you, Edie, were again the first to leap into the trench, and to 
make the discovery of the treasure. Now you must explain all this to me, 
unless you would have me use you as ill as Euclio does Staphyla in the 
Aulularia.” 

‘“‘Lordsake, sir,” replied the mendicant, “what do I ken about your How- 
lowlaria ?—it’s mair like a dog’s language than a man’s.” 

‘“You knew, however, of the box of treasure being there?” continued 
Oldbuck. 

‘Dear sir,”’ answered Edie, assuming a countenance of great simplicity, 
“‘what likelihood is there o’ that? d’ye think sae puir an auld creature as 
me wad hae kend o’ sic a like thing without getting some gude out 0’t ?— 
and ye wot weel I sought nane and gat nane, like Michael Scott’s man. 
What concern could I hae wit?” 

“That’s just what I want you to explain to me,” said Oldbuck; “for I . 
am positive you knew it was there.” 

‘Your honour’s a positive man, Monkbarns—and, for a positive man, I 
must needs allow ye’re often in the right.” 

“You allow, then, Edie, that my belief is well founded ?” 

Edie nodded acquiescenes. 

“Then please to explain to me the whole affair from beginning to ud,” 
said the Antiquary. | 
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‘If it were a sevret 0’ mine, Monkbarns,” replied the beggar, ‘‘ye suldnu 
ask twice; for I hae aye said ahint your back, that, for a’ the nonsense 
maggots that ye whiles take into your head, ye are maist wise and discreet 
o’ a our country gentles. But I’se een be open-hearted wi’ you, and tell 
you that this is a friend’s secret, and that they suld draw me wi’ wild horses, 
or saw me asunder, as they did the childroa of Ammon, sooner than I would 
speak a word mair about the matter, excepting this, that there was nae ill 
intended, but muckle gude, and that the purpose was to serve them that are 
worth twenty hundred o’ me. But there’s nae law, I trow, that makes it a 
sin to ken where ither folk’s siller is, if we dinna pit hand till’t oursell ?” 

Oldbuck walked once or twice up and down the room in profound thought, 
endeavouring to find some plausible reason for transactions of a nature so 
mysterious—but his ingenuity was totally at fault. He then placed him- 
self before the prisoner. 

“This story of yours, friend Edie, is an absolute enigma, and would 
require a second (idipus to solve it—who (Edipus was, I will tell you some 
other time, if you remind me—However, whether it be owing to the wis- 
dom or to the maggots with which you compliment me, I am strongly dis- 
posed to believe that you have spoken the truth, the rather that ge have 
not made any of those obtestations of the superior powers, which I observe 
you and your comrades always make use of when you mean to deceive 
folks.”’ (Here Edie could not suppress a smile.) “If, therefore, you will 
answer me one question, I will endeavour to procure your liberation.” 

“Tf ye’ll let me hear the question,” said Edie, with the caution of a canny 
Scotchman, ‘Vl tell you whether I’l] answer it or no.” 

“Tt is simply,” said the Antiquary, ‘‘Did Dousterswivel know anything 
about the concealment of the chest of bullion ?” 

“He, the ill-fa’ard loon!” answered Edie, with much frankness of man- 
ner—*‘ there wad hae been little speerings o’t had Dustansnivel ken’d it 
was there—it wad hae been butter in the black dog’s hause.” 

“T thought as much,” said Oldbuck. “‘ Well, Edie, if I procure your 
freedom, you must keep your day, and appear to clear me of the bail-bond, 
for these are not times for prudent men to incur forfeitures, unless you 
can point out another Auwlam auri plenam quadrilibrem — another Search 
4NGns Aas | 

“Ah!” said the beggar, shaking his head, “I doubt the bird’s flown that 
laid thae golden eggs—for I winna ca’ her goose, though that’s the gait it 
stands in the story-buick—But I’ll keep my day, Monkbarns; ye’se no loss 
a penny by me— And troth I wad fain be out again, now the weather’s 
fine—and then I hae the best chance o’ hearing the first news 0’ my friends.” 

“Well, Edie, as the bouncing and thumping beneath has somewhat 
ceased, I presume Bailie Littlejohn has dismissed his military preceptor, 
and has retired from the labours of Mars to those of Themis—I will have 
some conversation with him — But I cannot and will not believe any of 
those wretched news you were telling me.” 

‘God send your honour may be right!”’ said the mendicant, as Oldbuck 
left the room. | 

The Antiquary found the magistrate, exhausted with the fatigues of the 
drill, reposing in his gouty chair, humming the air, “ How merrily we live 
that soldiers be!” and between each bar comforting himself with a spoonful 
of mock-turtle soup. He ordered a similar refreshment for Oldbuck, who 
declined it, observing, that, not being a military man, he did not feel in- 
clined to break his habit of keeping regular hours for meals —“ Soldiers 
like you, Bailie, must snatch their food as they find means and time. But 
‘am sorry to hear ill news of young 'affril’s brig.” 

“Ah, poor fellow!” said the Bailie, “‘ he was a credit to the town—much 
distinguished on the first of June.” 

T2 
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“But,” said Uldbuck, “I am shocked to hear you talk of him in the 
preterite tense.” : 

“roth, I fear there may be too much reason for it, Monkba*ns ;— and 

et let us hope the best. The accident is said to have happened in the 
Pektiray reef of rocks, about twenty miles to the northward, near Dirtenalan 
Bay—lI have sent to inquire about it—and your nephew run out himself as 
if he had been flying to get the Gazette of a victory.” 

Here Hector entered, exclaiming as he came in, “TI believe it’s all a 
damned lie—I can’t find the least authority for it, but general rumour.” 

“And pray, Mr. Hector,” said his uncle, “if it had been true, whese 
fault would it have been that Lovel was on board ?” | 

‘Not mine, I am sure,” answered Hector; “‘it would have been only my 
misfortune.” 

“Indeed !” said his uncle; ‘I should not have thought of that.” 

“Why, sir, with all your inclination to find me in the wrong,” replied 
the young soldier, ‘‘ I suppose you will own my intention was not to blame 
in this case. I did my best to hit Lovel, and if I had been successful, ’tis 
clear my scrape would have been his, and his scrape would have been 
mine.” : 

‘And whom or what do you intend to hit now, that you are lugging with 
you that leathern magazine there, marked Gunpowder ?” 

‘“‘T must be prepared for Lord Glenallan’s moors on the twelfth, sir,” said 
M‘Intyre. ' 

“Ah, Hector! thy great chasse, as the French call it, would take place 
best— 


Omne cum Proteus pecus egit altos 
Visere montes—— 
Could you meet but with a martial .phoca, instead of an unwarlike heath- 
bird.” 
“The devil take the seal, sir, or phoca, if you choose to call it so! It’s 
rather hard one can never hear the end of a little piece of folly like that.” 
“Well, well,” said Oldbuck, “Il am glad you have the grace to be 
ashamed of it—as I detest the whole race of Nimrods, I wish them all as 
well matched. Nay, never start off at a jest, man—TI have done with the 
phoca — though, I dare say, the Bailie could tell us the value of seal-skins 
just now.” 
“They are up,” said the magistrate, “‘they are well up — the fishing has 
been unsuccessful lately.” 
“We can bear witness to that,”’ said the tormenting Antiquary, who was 
delighted with the hank this incident had given him over the young sports- 
man: ‘‘One word more, Hector, and 


We’ll hang a seal-skin on thy recreant limbs. 


Aha, my boy! Come, never mind it; I must go to business. — Bailie, a 
word with you; you must take bail — moderate bail, you understand — for 
old Ochiltree’s appearance.” 

“You don’t consider what you ask,” said the Bailie; “the offence is as- 
sault and robbery.” : 

“Hush! not a word about it,” said the Antiquary. “I gave you a hint 
before —I will possess you more fully harsafter — {prose you, there is a 
secret.” 

“But, Mr. Oldbuck, if the state is concerned, I, who do the whole | 
drudgery business here, really have a title to be consulted, and until I 
am’’——. 

“Hush! hush!” said the Antiquary, winking and putting his finger to 
his nose,-—‘‘ you shall have the full credit, the entire management, when- 
ever mutters are ripe. But this is an obstinate old fellow, wh» will not. 
hear of two people being as yet let into his mystery, and he has not fully 
ecquainted me with the clew to Dousterswivel’s devices.’’ 


THE ANTIQUARY. 223 


“Aha! so we must tip that fellow the alien act, I suppose?” 

“To say truth, I wish you would.” 

“Say no more,” said the magistrate; ‘‘it shall forthwith be done —- h< 
shall be removed tanquam suspect—l think that’s one of your own phrases, 
Monkbarns ?” 

“Tt is classical, Bailie—you improve.” 7 

“Why, public business has of late pressed upon me so much, that I have 
been obliged to take my foreman into partnership. I have had two several 
correspondences with the Under Secretary of State— one on the proposed 
tax on Riga hemp-seed, and the other on putting down political societies. 
So you might as well communicate to me as much as you know of this old 
fellow’s discovery of a plot against the state.” 

“JT will, instantly, when I am master of it,” replied Oldbuck —‘‘I hate 
the trouble of managing such matters myself. Remember, however, I did 
not say decidedly a plot against the state—I only say, I hope to discover, 
by this man’s means, a foul plot.” 

“Tf it be a plot at all, there must be treason in it, or sedition at least,” 
said the Bailie—‘‘ Will you bail him for four hundred merks ?” 

“Four hundred merks for an old Blue-Gown! Think on the act of 1701 
regulating bail-bonds!—Strike off a cypher from the sum—I am content to 
bail him for forty merks.” 

“Well, Mr. Oldbuck, everybody in Fairport is always willing to oblige 
you—and besides, I know that you are a prudent man, and one that would 
be as unwilling to lose forty, as four hundred merks. So I will accept your 
bail, meo periculo—what say you to that law phrase again? I had it from 
a learned counsel. I will vouch it, my lord, he said, meo periculo.” 

“And I will vouch for Edie Ochiltree, meo periculo, in like manner,” 
said Oldbuck. ‘So let your clerk draw out the bail-bond, and I will sign 
lad 

When this ceremony had been performed, the Antiquary communicated 
to Edie the joyful tidings that he was once more at liberty, and directed 
him to make the best of his way to Monkbarns-House, to which he himself 
returned with his nephew, after having perfected their good work. 


Chapter the Chirty-Pinth. 


Full of wise saws and modern instances. 

As You Like Ir. 
“T wiso to Heaven, Hector,” said the Antiquary, next morning after 
preakfast, “you would spare our nerves, and not be keeping snapping that 
arquebuss of yours.” 

“Well, sir, I’m sure I’m sorry to disturb you,” said his nephew, still 
handling his fowling-piece ; — “‘ but it’s a capital gun —it’s a Joe Manton, 
that cost forty guineas.” 

‘‘ A fool and his money are soon parted, nephew — there is a Joe Miller 
for your Joe Manton,” answered the Antiquary; “‘I am glad you have so 
many guineas to throw away.” 

*‘ Every one has their fancy, uncle,—vyou are fond of books.” 

“Ay, Hector,” said the uncle, ‘and if my collection were yours, you 
would inake it fly to the gunsmith, the horse-market, the dog-breaker, — 
Coemptos undique nobiles libros — mutare loricis Iberis.” 

“‘T could not use your books, my dear uncle,” said the ycung soldier, 
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‘that’s true ; and you will do well to provide for their being in better hands. 
But don’t let the faults of my head fall on my heart — I would not part 
with a Cordery that belonged to an old friend, to get a set of horses like 
Lord Glenallan’s.” 

“J don’t think you would, lad —I don’t think’ you would,” said his soft- 
ening relative. ‘I love to tease you a little sometimes; it keeps up the 
spirit of discipline and habit of subordination — You will pass your time 
happily here having me to command you, instead of Captain, or Colonel, 
or ‘Knight in Arms,’ as Milton has it; and instead of the French,” he 
continued, relapsing into his ironical humour, “ you have the Gens humida 
ponti — for, as Virgil says, 


Sternunt se somno diverse in littore phoce, 


which might be rendered, 


Here phoce slumber on the beach, 
Within our Highland Hector’s reach. 
Nay, if you grow angry I have done. Besides, I see old Edie in the court- 
‘gel with whom I have business. Good-bye, Hector — Do you remember 
ow she splashed into the sea like her master Proteus, et se yactu dedit cequor 
in altum !” : 

M‘Intyre, —waiting, however, till the door was shut,—then gave way to 
the natural impatience of his temper. 

‘‘ My uncle is the best man in the world, and in his way the kindest ; but 
rather than hear any more about that cursed phoca, as he is pleased to call 
it, I would exchange for the West Indies, and never see his face again.” 

Miss M‘Intyre, gratefully attached to her uncle, and passionately fond 
of her brother, was, on such occasions, the usual envoy of reconciliation. 
She hastened to meet her uncle on his return, before he entered the parlour. 

“Well, now, Miss Womankind, what is the meaning of that imploring 
countenance ? — has Juno done any more mischief?” 

“No, uncle; but Juno’s master is in such fear of your joking him about 
the seal —I assure you, he feels it much more than you would wish ; — it’s 
very silly of him, to be sure; but then you can turn everybody so sharply 
into ridicule” 

‘Well, my dear,” answered Oldbuck, propitiated by the compliment, “I 
will rein in my satire, and, if possible, speak no more of the phoca —I will 
not even speak of sealing a letter, but say wumph, and give a nod to you 
when I want the wax-light—I am not monitoribus asper, but, Heaven knows, 
the most mild, quiet, and easy of human beings, whom sister, niece, and 
nephew, guide just as best pleases them.” 

With this little panegyric on his own docility, Mr. Oldbuck entered the 
parlour, and proposed to his nephew a walk to the Mussel-crag. ‘I have 
some questions to ask of a woman at Mucklebackit’s cottage,” he observed, 
“and I would willingly have a sensible witness with me —so, for fault of a 
better, Hector, I must be contented with you.” 

“There is old Edie, sir, or Caxon — could not they do better than me?” 
answered M‘Intyre, feeling somewhat alarmed at the prospect of a long 
téte-d-téte with his uncle. 

“‘Upon my word, young man, you turn me over to pretty companions, 
and I am quite sensible of your politeness,” replied Mr. Oldbuck. ‘No, 
sir, I intend the old Blue-Gown shall go with me — not as a competent wit- 
ness, for he is at present, as our friend Bailie Littlejohn says (blessings on 
his learning!) tanquam suspectus, and you are suspicione major, 18 our law 
has it.” 

‘“‘T wish I were a major, sir,” said Hector, catching only the last, and, to 
a soldier’s ear, the most impressive word in the sentence, —~ ‘‘ but, without 
money or interest, there is little chance of getting the step.” | 

“Well, well, most doughty son of Priam,” said the Anfiquary, * bs ruled 
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hy your friends, and there’s no saying what may happen — Come away with 
me, and you shall see what may be useful to you should you ever sit upon a 
court martial, sir.” 

‘I have been on many a regimental court-martial, sir,” answered Captain 
M‘Intyre. ‘ But here’s a new cane for you.” 

“Much obliged, much obliged.” 

“I bought it from our drum-major,” added M‘Intyre, “who came into 
our regiment from the Bengal army when it came down the Red Sea. It 
was cut on the banks of the Indus, I assure you.” 

“Upon my word, ’tis a fine ratan, and well replaces that which the ph-—— 
Bah! what was I going to say ?” 

The party, consisting of the Antiquary, his nephew, and the old beggar, 
now took the sands towards Mussel-crag—the former in the very highest 
mood of communicating information, and the others, under a sense of for- 
mer obligation, and some hope for future favours, decently attentive to 
receive it. The uncle and nephew walked together, the mendicant about a 
step and a.half behind, just near enough for his patron to speak to him by 
a slight inclination of his neck, and without the trouble of turning round. ~ 
(Petrie, in his Essay on Good-breeding, dedicated to the magistrates of 
Edinburgh, recommends, upon his own experience, as tutor in a family of 
distinction, this attitude to all led captains, tutors, dependents, and bottle- 
holders of every description.) Thus escorted, the Antiquary moved along 
full of his learning, like a lordly man of war, and every now and then 

awing to starboard and larboard to discharge a broadside upon his fol- 
owers. 

“‘ And so it is your opinion,” said he to the mendicant, ‘that this wind- 
fall — this arca auri, as Plautus has it, will not greatly avail Sir Arthur in 
his necessities ?” 

“Unless he could find ten times as much,” said the beggar, “and that I 
am sair doubtful of; —I heard Puggie Orrock, and the tother thief of a 
sheriff-officer, or messenger, speaking about it—and things are ill aff when 
the like o’ them can speak crousely about ony gentleman’s affairs. I doubt 
Sir Arthur will be in stane wa’s for debt, unless there’s swift help and 
certain.” 

“You speak like a fool,” said the Antiquary.—“ Nephew, it is a remark- 
able thing, that in this happy country no man can be legally imprisoned for 
debt.” 

“Indeed, sir?” said M‘Intyre; ‘I never knew that before —that part of 
our law would suit some of our mess well.” 

“And if they arena confined for debt,” said Ochiltree, “what is’t that 
tempts sae mony puir creatures to bide in the tolbooth o’ Fairport yonder? 
—they a’ say they were put there by their creditors—Od ! they maun like it 
better than I do, if they’re there o’ free will.” 

“A very natural observation, Edie, and many of your betters would 
make the same; but it is founded entirely upon ignorance of the feudal 
system. Hector, be so good as to attend, unless you are looking out for 
another Ahem!” (Hector compelled himself ‘to give attention at this 
hint.) ‘‘ And you, Edie, it may be useful to you, rerwm cognoscere causas. 
The nature and origin of warrant for caption is a thing haud alienum a 
Scwvole studiis.— You must know then, once more, that nobody can be 
irrested in Scotland for debt.’’ 

“I haena muckle concern wi’ that, Monkbarns,” said the old man, “for 
naebody wad trust a bodle to a gaberlunzie.”’ 

‘““T pr’ythee, peace, man As a compulsitor, therefore, of payment, 
that being a thing to which no debtor is naturally inclined, as I have too 
much reason to warrant from the experience I have had with my own, — 
we had first the letters. of four forms, a sort of gentle invitation, by which 
wr sovereign Jord the king, interesting himself, as a monarch should, im 


Vou. IL.—15 


226 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 


the regulation of his subjects’ private affairs, at first by mild exhortation. 
and afterwards by letters of more strict enjoinment and more hard com: 
pulsion—— What do you see extraordinary about that bird, Hector ? — it’s 
but a seamaw.” 

“It’s a pictarnie, sir,” said Edie. 

‘‘ Well, what an if it were—what does that signify at present?—But I see 
you’re impatient ; so I will waive the letters of four forms, and come to the © 
modern process of diligence. — You suppose, now, a man’s committed tc 
prison because he cannot pay his debt? Quite otherwise: the truth is, the 
king is so good as to interfere at the request of the creditor, and to send the 
debtor his royal command to do him justice within a certain time — fifteen 
days, or six, asthe case may be. Well, the man resists and disobeys: what 
follows? Why, that he be lawfully and rightfully declared a rebel to our 
gracious sovereign, whose command he has disobeyed, and that by three 
blasts of a horn at the market-place of Edinburgh, the metropolks of Scot- 
land. And he is then legally imprisoned, not on account of any civil debt, 
but because of his ungrateful contempt of the royal mandate.’ What say 
you to that, Hector? —there’s something you never knew before.” * 

“No, uncle; but I own, if I wanted money to pay my debts, I would 
rather thank the king to send me some, than to declare me a rebel for not 
doing what I could not do.” 

‘Your education has not led you to consider these things,” replied his 
uncle; ‘you are incapable of estimating the elegance of the legal fiction, 
and the manner in which it reconciles that duress, which, for the protection 
of commerce, it has been found necessary to extend towards refractory debt- 
ors, with the most scrupulous attention to the liberty of the subject.” 

‘TY don’t know, sir,’”’ answered the unenlightened Hector; “ but if a man 
must pay his debt or go to jail, it signifies but little whether he goes as a 
debtor or a rebel, I should think. But you say this command of the king’s 
gives a license of so many days—Now, egad, were I in the scrape, I would 
beat a march and leave the king and the creditor to settle it among them- 
selves before they came to extremities.” 

““So wad I,” said Edie; ‘I wad gie them leg-bail to a certainty.” 

“True,” replied Monkbarns; ‘“ but those whom the law suspects of being 
unwilling to abide her formal visit, she proceeds with by means of a shorter 
and more unceremonious call, as dealing with persons on whom patience 
and favour would be utterly thrown away.” 

“« Ay,” said Ochiltree, ‘‘ that will be what they ca’ the fugie-warrants.—I 
hae some skeel in them. There’s Border-warrants too in the south country, 
unco rash uncanny things ;—I was taen up on ane at Saint James’s Fair, 
and keepit in the auld kirk at Kelso the haill day and night; and a cauld 
goustie place it was, I’se assure ye. — But whatna wife’s this, wi’ her creel 
on her back? It’s puir Maggie hersell, I’m thinking.” . | 

It was so. The poor woman’s sense of her loss, if not diminished, was 
become at least mitigated by the inevitable necessity of attending to the — 
means of supporting her family; and her salutation to Oldbuck was made | 
in wn odd mixture between the usual language of solicitation with which | 
she plied her customers, and the tone of lamentation for her recent 
calamity. | 

“‘How’s a’ wi’ ye the day, Monkbarns? I havena had the grace yet to 
come down to thank your honour for the credit ye did puir Steenie, wi’ 
laying his head in a rath grave, puir fallow.” — Here she whimpered and 
wiped her eyes with the corner of her blue apron—* But the fishing comes 
on no thar ill, though the gudeman hasna had the heart to gang to sea him- © 
sell — Atweel I wad fain tell him it wad do him gude to put hand to wark | 


* The doctrine of Monkbarus on the origin of imprisonment for civil debt in Se-tland, ».ay appear some- 
what whimsical, but was referred to, and admitted to be correct, by the Bench of the Supreme Seottish Comrt, | 
on 5th December 1828 in the case of ‘Thom v. Black. In fact, the Scottish lawis in this partie a neve eatour 
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—but ?’'m maist fear’d to speak to him—and it’s an unco thing to hear ane 
o’ us speak that gate o’ a man—However, I hae some dainty caller haddies, 
and they sall be but three shillings the dozen, for I hae nae pith to drive a 
bargain e’ennow, and maun just tak what ony Christian body will gie, wi 
few words and nae flyting.” 

“What shall we do, Hector?” said Oldbuck, pausing: ‘I got into disgrace 
with my womankind for making a bad bargain with her before. These 
maritime animals, Hector, are unlucky to our family.” ; 

“Pooh, sir, what would you do? —give poor Maggie what she asks, or 
allow me to send a dish of fish up to Monkbarns.” | 

And he held out the money to her; but Maggie drew back her harid. 
‘Na, na, Captain; ye’re ower young and ower free o’ your siller—-ye should 
never tak a fish-wife’s first bode; and troth I think maybe a flyte wi’ the 
auld housekeeper at Monkbarns, or Miss Grizel, would do me some gude-- 
And I want to see what that hellicate quean Jenny Ritherout’s doing—folk 
said she wasna weel— She’ll be vexing hersell about Steenie, the silly taw- 

ie, as if he wad ever hae lookit ower his shouther at the like o’ her! — 
eel, Monkbarns, they’re braw caller haddies, and they’ll bid me unco 
little indeed at the house if ye want crappit-heads the day.” 

And so on she paced with her burden,—grief, gratitude for the sympath 
of her betters, and the habitual love of traffic and of gain, chasing ant 
other through her thoughts. 

“ And now that we are before the door of their hut,” said Ochiltree, “1 
wad fain ken, Monkbarns, what has gar’d ye plague yoursell wi’ me a’ this 
length? I tell ye sincerely I hae nae pleasure in ganging in there. I 
downa bide to think how the young hae fa’en on a’ sides o’ me, and left me 
an useless auld stump wi’ hardly a green leaf on’t.” 

“This old woman,” said Oldbuck, “‘ sent you on a message to the Earl of 
Glenallan, did she not?” 

‘“‘ Ay!” said the surprised mendicant; ‘‘ how ken ye that sae weel ?” 

“Lord Glenallan told me himself,” answered the Antiquary; ‘“ so there 
is no delation—no breach of trust on your part; and as he wishes me to 
take her evidence down on some important family matters, I chose to bring 
you with me, because in her situation, hovering between dotage and con- 
sciousness, it is possible that your voice and appearance may awaken trains 
of recollection which I should otherwise have no means of exciting. The 
human mind what are you about, Hector?” 

“‘T was only whistling for the dog, sir,” replied the Captain; ‘she always 
roves too wide — I knew I should be troublesome to you.” 

“Not at all, not at all,” said-Oldbuck, resuming the subject of his dis- 
quisition — “Ihe human mind is to be treated like a skein of ravelled silk, 


where you must cautiGusly secure one free end before you can make any 
progress in disentgngling it.” 

“I ken naething about that,” said the gaberlunzie; “but an my auld 
acquaintancge be hersell, or onything like hersell, she may come to wind us 
a pirn. ,. [t’s fearsome baith to see and hear her when she wampishes about 
her arms, and gets to her English, and speaks as if she were a prent book, 
let &be an auld fisher’s wife. But, indeed, she had a grand education, and 
way muckle taen out afore she married an unco bit beneath hersell. She’s 
aulder than me by half a score years — but I mind weel eneugh they made 
as muckle wark about her making a half-merk marriage wi’ Simon Muckle- 
backit, this Saunders’s father, as if she had been ane o’ the gentry. But 
she got into favour again, and then she lost it again, as I hae heard her son 
say, when he was a muckle chield; and then they got muckle siller, and 
ceft the Countess’s land, and settled here. But things never throve wi them. 
Howsomever, she’s a weel-educate woman, and an she win to her English, 
as } hae heard her do at an orra time, she may come to fickle us a’.” 
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Chapter the Furtieth. 


life ebbs from such old age, unmarked ani silent, 
As the slow neap-tide leaves yon stranded galley. — 
Late she rocked merrily at'the least impulse 
That wind or wave could give; but now her keel 
Is settling on the sand, her mast has ta’en 
An angle with the sky, from which it shifts not. 
Each wave receding shakes her less and less, 
Till, bedded on the strand, she shall remain 
Useless as motionless. 

OLD PLay. 


As the Antiquary lifted the latch of the hut, he was surprised to hear the 
shrill tremulous voice of Elspeth chanting forth an old ballad in a wild and 
dolefil recitative. 


“The herring loves the merry moonlight, 
The mackerel loves the wind, 
But the oyster loves the dredging sang, 
For they come of a gentle kind.” 
A diligent collector of these legendary scraps of ancient poetry, his foot re- 
fused to cross the threshold when his ear was thus arrested, and his hand 
instinctively took penciland memorandum-book. From time to time the old 
woman spoke as if to the children — ‘‘O ay, hinnies, whisht! whisht! and 
I'll begin a bonnier ane than that — 


“Now haud your tongue, baith wife and carle, “The cronach’s cried on Bennachie, 
And listen, great and sma’, And doun the Don and a’, 
And I will sing of Glenallan’s Earl And hieland and lawland may mournfu bé 
That fought on the red Harlaw. For the sair field of Harlaw.—— 


I dinna mind the neist verse weel— my memory’s failed, and there’s unco 
thoughts come ower me—God keep us frae temptation !” 

Here her voice sunk in indistinct muttering. 

‘“‘Tt’s a historical ballad,” said Oldbuck, eagerly, ‘(a genuine and un- 
doubted fragment of minstrelsy! Percy would admire its simplicity—Ritson 
could not impugn its authenticity.” 

“‘ Ay, but it’s a sad thing,” said Ochiltree, “‘to see human nature sae 
far owertaen as to be skirling at auld sangs on the back of a loss like hers.” 

“Hush! hush!” said the Antiquary—‘‘she has gotten the thread of th 
story again.—And as he spoke, she sung— 

“They saddled a hundred milk-white steeds, 
They hae bridled a hundred black, 
With a chafron of steel on each ligrse’s head, 
And a good knight upon his back.”==—- 

“Chafron !” exclaimed the Antiquary—“ equivalent, perhaps, to cheveron ; 

—the word’s worth a dollar,”—and down it went in his red 00k. 


Be 
“They hadna ridden a mile, a mile, “The great Earl in his stirrups stood 
A mile, but barely ten, That Highland host to see: x. 
When Donald came branking down the brae, Now here a knight that’s stout and good 
Wi’ twenty thousand men. May prove a jeopardie: 


“Their tartans they were waving wide, “* What wouldst thou do, my squire so gay," 
Their glaives were glancing clear, That rides beside my reyne, ; 
Their pidrochs rung frae side to side, Were ye Glenallan’s Earl the day, N 
Would deafen ye to hear And I were Roland Cheyne ? : 
“*To turn the rein were sin and shame, } 
To fight were wondrous perl, i 
What would ye do now, Roland Cheyne, 
Were ye Glenallan’s Earl? t 


Ye maun ken, hinnies, that this Roland Cheyne, for as poor and auld as T } 
sit in the chimney-neuk, was my forbear, and an awfu’ man he was that day 
in the fight, but specially after the Earl had fa’en, for he blamed himsell for — 


the counsel he gave, to fight before Mar came up wi’ Mearns, and Al-erdeen, - 
nnd Angus.” 
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Her voive rose and became more animated as she recited the warlike 
counsel of her anzestor— 


* ‘Were | Glenallan’s Karl this tide, “Tf they hae twenty thousand blades, 
And ye were Roland Cheyne, And we twice ten times ten, 
The spur should be in my horse’s side, Yet they hae but their tartan plaids, 
And the bridle upon his mane. And we are mail-clad men. 
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My horse shall ride through ranks sae rude, 
As through the moorland fern, 

Then ne’er let the gentle Norman blude 

Grow cauld for Highland kerne,’ ” 


“Do you hear that, nephew?” said Oldbuck ;— “you observe your 
Gaelic ancestors were not held in high repute formerly by the Lowland 
warriors.” 

“TI hear,” said Hector, “a silly old woman sing a silly old song. Iam 
surprised, sir, that you, who will not listen to Ossian’s songs of Selma, can 
be pleased with such trash. I vow, I have not seen or heard a worse half- 
penny ballad; I don’t believe you could match it in any pedlar’s pack in 
the country. I should be ashamed to think that the honour of the Highlands 
could be affected by such doggrel.”—And, tossing up his head, he snuffed 
the air indignantly. 

Apparently the old woman beard the sound of their voices ; for, ceasing 
her song, she called out, ‘Come in, sirs, come in—good-will never halted at 
the door-stane.” 

They entered, and found to their surprise Elspeth alone, sitting “ ghastly 
on the hearth,” like the personification of Old Age in the Hunter’s song of 
the Owl,* ‘wrinkled, tattered, vile, dim-eyed, discoloured, torpid.” 

“ They’re a’ out,” she said, as they entered; “ but an ye will sit a blink, 
somebody will be in. If ye hae business wi’ my gude-daughter, or my son, 
they’ll be in belyve, —I never speak on business mysell, Bairns, gie them 
seats—the bairns are a’ gane out, I trow,”’—looking around her ;—‘I was 
crooning to keep them quiet a wee while since; but they hae cruppen out 
some gate. Sit down, sirs, they’ll be in belyve ;” and she dismissed her 
spindle from her hand to twirl upon the floor, and soon seemed exclusively 
occupied in regulating its motion, as unconscious of the presence of the 
strangers as she appeared indifferent to their rank or business there, 

“1 wish,” said Oldbuck, “she would resume that canticle, or legendary 
fragment. I always suspected there was a skirmish of cavalry before the 
main battle of the Harlaw.” + 

“If your honour pleases,” said Edie, “had ye not better proceed to the 
business that brought us a’ here? I’se engage to get ye the sang ony 
time.” 

‘I believe you are right, Edie—Do manus —I submit. But how shall 
we manage? She sits there, the very image of dotage. Speak to her, 
Edie —try if you can make her recollect having sent you to Glenallan. 
House.” 

Edie rose accordingly, and, crossing the floor, placed himself in the same 
position which he had occupied during his former conversation with her. 

“Pm fain to see ye looking sae weel, cummer; the mair, that the black ox 
has tramped on ye since I was aneath your roof-tree.”’ 

“Ay,” said Elspeth; but rather from a general idea of misfortune, than 
any exact recollection of what had happened,—‘“there has been distress 
amang us of late—I wonder how younger folk bide it—I bide it ill. I canna 


oe See Mrs. Grant on the Highland Superstitions, vol. ii. p. 260, for this fine translation from the Gaelic. 


| 
+ The great battle of Harlaw, here and formerly referred to, might be said to determine whether the Gaelic : 
_ a the Saxon race should be predominant in Scotland. Donald, Lord of the Tsles, who had at that period the ~ 
power of an independent sovereign, Jaid claim to the Earldom of Ross during the Regency of Robert, Duke 
of Albany. To enforce his supposed right, he ravaged the north with a large army of Highlanders and Isle- 
amen. He was encountered at Harlaw, in the Garioch. by Alexander, Earl of Mar, at the head of the northern 
nobility and gentry of Saxon and Norman descent. The battle was bloody and indecisive ; but the invader 
vas obliged to retire, in consequence of the loss he sustained, and afierwards was compelled to make subs 
uission to the Regent, and renounce his pretensions to Ross; so that all the advantages of the field we-e 
‘xaiaed by the Saxons. ‘Che battle of Harlaw was fought 21th July, 1411. 
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hear the wind whistl:, and the sea roar, but I think I see the coble whombled 

keel up, and some »’ them struggling in the waves !— Eh, sirs; sic weary 
dreams as folk hae between sleeping and waking, before they win to the 
lang sleep and the sound! I could amaist think whiles my son, or else 
Steenie, my oe, was dead, and that I had seen the burial. Isna that a queer 
dream for a daft auld carline? What for should ony o’ them dee before me? 
—it’s vut 0’ the course o’ nature, ye ken.” 

“YT think you’ll make very little of this stupid old woman,” said Hector, 
——who still nourished, perhaps, some feelings of the dislike excited by the 
disparaging mention of lis countrymen in her lay—‘1 think you’ll make 
but little of her, sir; and it’s wasting our time to sit here and listen to her 
dotage.” 

“Hector,” said the Antiquary indignantly, “if you do not respect her 
misfortunes, respect at least her old age and grey hairs: this is the last 
stage of existence, so finely treated by the Latin poet— 


Omni 
Membrorum damno major dementia, que nec 
Nomina servorum, nec vultus agnoscit amici, 
Cum quies preterita ceenavit nocte, nec illos 
Quos genuit, quos eduxit.” 


“That’s Latin!” said Elspeth, rousing herself as if she attended to the 
lines, which the Antiquary recited with great pomp of diction — “that’s 
Latin” and she cast a wild glance around her— ‘ Has there a priest fund 
me out at last?” 

“You see, nephew, her comprehension is almost equal to your own of 
that fine passage.’ 

“‘T hope you think, sir, that I knew it to be Latin as well as she did?” 

“Why, as to that But stay, she is about to speak.” 

“J will have no priest —none,” said the beldam, with impotent vehe- 
mence; ‘‘as I have lived I will die—none-shall say that 1 betrayed my 
mistress, though it were to save my soul | * 

“That bespoke a foul conscience,” said the mendicant ;— “I wuss she 
wad mak a clean breast, an it were but for her ain sake 2? and he again 
assailed her.” 

“Weel, gudewife, 1 did your errand to the Yerl.” 

“To what Karl? I ken nae Earl ;—I ken’d a Countess ance —I wish to 
Heaven I had never ken’d her! for by that acquaintance, neighbour, there 
cam,’? — and she counted her withered fingers as she spoke — “ first Pride, 
then Malice, then Revenge, then False Witness; and Murder tirl’d at the 
door-pin, if he camna ben. And werena thae pleasant guests, think ye, to 
take up their quarters in ae woman’s heart? I trow there was routh 0’ 
company.” 

‘“ But, cummer,” continued the beggar, “‘it wasna the Countess of Glen- 
allan I meant, but her son, him that was Lord Geraldin.” 

‘I mind it now,” she said ; ‘‘T saw him no that lang syne, and we had a 
heavy speech thegither. —Eh, sirs! the comely young lord is turned as auld 
and frail as lam: it’s muckle that sorrow and heartbreak, and crossing of 
true love, will do wi young blood. But suldna his mither hae lookit to that 
hersell ?-— we were but to do her bidding, ye ken. Iam sure there’s nae- 
body can blame me—- hs wasna my son, and she was my mistress. Ye ken 
how the rhyme says ~-I hae maist for gotten how to sing, or else the tune’s 
left my auld head — 


He tur ne him right and round again, 
Said, Scorn na “at my mither; 

Light loves I m: ay get mony a ane, 
But minnie ne’er anither. 


Then he was but of the half blude, ye ken, and her’s was the right Glen- 
alian after a’. Na, na, I maun never maen doing and suffering for the 
Countess Joscelin — never will [ maen for that.” 
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Then drawing her flax from the distaff, with the dogged air of one who is 
resolved to confess nothing, she resumed her interrupted oecupation. 

“T hae heard,’ said the mendicant, taking his cue from what Oldbuck 
had told him of the family history — “TI hae heard, cummer, that some ill 
tongue suld hae come between the Earl, that’s Lord Geraldin, and his young 
bride.” 

“Til tongue ?” she said, in hasty alarm; ‘“‘and what had she to fear trae 
an ul tongue ?— she was gude and fair enecugh — at least a’ body said sae. 
But had she keepit her ain tongue aff ither folk, she might hae been living 
like a leddy for a’ that’s come and gane yet.” « 

“But I hae heard sae, gudewife,” continued Ochiltree, “‘there was a 
elutter in the country, that her husband and her were ower sibb when they 
married.” 

“Wha durst speak o’ that?” said the old woman hastily; ‘“‘ wha durst 

say they were married { ?—wha kend o’ that? — Not the Countess — not I. 
If they wedded in secret, they were severed in secret — They drank of the 
fountains of their ain deceit.” 

“No, wretched beldam!” exclaimed Oldbuck, who could keep silence no 
longer, ‘ they drank the poison that you and your wicked mistress prepared 
for them.” 

“Ha, ha!” she replied, “I aye thought it would come to this. It’s but 
sitting silent when they examine me — there’s nae torture-in our days; and 
if there is, let them rend me!— It’s ill o’ the vassal’s mouth that betrays 
the bread it eats.” 

*‘ Speak to her, Edie,” said the Antiquary; ‘‘she knows your voice, and 
answers to it most readily.” 

‘We shall mak naething mair out 0’ her,” said Ochiltree. “ When she 
has clinkit hersell down that way, and faulded her arms, she winna speak a 
word, they say, for weeks thegither. And besides, to my thinking, her face 
is sair changed since we cam in. However, I’se try her aince mair to satisfy 
your honour. — So ye canna keep in mind, cummer, that your auld mistress, 
the Countess Joscelin, has been removed ?” 

“ Removed!” she exclaimed; for that name never failed to produce its 
usual effect upon her; ‘‘ then we m i hen she 
is in the saddle. Tell them to let Lord Geraldin ken we’re on before. them. 

. Bring my hood and scarf— ye wadna hae me gang in the carriage wi’ my 
leddy, and my hair in this fashion ?” 

She raised her shrivelled arms, and seemed busied like a woman who 
puts on her cloak to go abroad, then dropped them slowly and stiffly; and 
the same idea of a journey still floating apparently through her head, she 
proceeded, in a hurried and interrupted manner, — ‘‘ Call Miss Neville — 
What do you mean by Lady Geraldin? I said Eveline Neville, not Lady 
Geraldin —there’s no Lady Geraldin ; tell her that, and bid her change her 
wet gown, and no’ look sae pale. Bairn! what should she do wi’ a bairn ? 
— maidens hae nane, I trow. — Teresa Teresa — my lady calls us !— 
Bring a candle ; — the grand staircase is as mirk as We 
are coming my lady!” With these words she sunk back on the ate, and 


gages” ipa 
from thence sideiong to the floor.* 


* The concluding circumstance of Elspeth’s death is taken from an incident said to have happened at the 
funeral of John, Duke of Roxburghe. All who were acquainted with that accomplished nobleman must 
feniember, that he was nut more remarkable for creating and possessing a most curious and splendid library, 
than for his acquaintance with the literary treasures it contained. In arranging his books, fetching and re- 

lacing the voluines which he wanted, and carrying on all the necessary intercourse which a man of letters 
rolds with his libr ary, it was the Duke’s custom to employ, not a secretary or librarian, but a livery servant, 
ealled Archie, whom habit had made so perfectly acquainted with the library, that he knew every book, as a 
shepherd does the mdividuals of his flock, by what is ealled headmark, and could bring his muster whatevet 
volume he wanted. and afford all the mechanical aid the Dake required in his literary researches. ‘l'o secure 
the attendance of Archie, there was a bell hung in his rooin, which was used on no occasion except to call 
Nima individually to the Duke’ s study. 

His Grace died in Saint James’s Square, Tonia, in the year 1804; the body was to be conveyed to Seot 
ont La ie in State at his mansion of Fleurs, and to be removed from thence to the family burial-place at 

owden 

At this time, Archie, who had been long attacked by a liver complaint, was in the very last stuge of tinag 
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Edie ran to support her, but hardly got her in his arms, before he said, 
“It’s a’? ower —she has passed away even with that last word.” 

“ Impossible,” said Oldbuck, hastily advancing, as did his nephew. But 
nothing was more certain. She had expired with the last hurried word 
that left her lips; and all that remained before them were the mortal relics 
of the creature who had so long struggled with an internal sense of con- 
cealed guilt, joined to all the distresses of age and poverty. 

“God grant that she be gane to a better place!’ said Edie, as he looked 
on the lifeless body; ‘‘ but oh! there was something lying hard and heavy 
at her heart. I have seen mony a ane dee, baith in the field o’ battle, and 
a fair-strae death at hame; but I wad rather see them a’ ower again, as si¢ 
a fearfu’ flitting as hers!’ 

‘‘We must call in the neighbours,” said Oldbuck, when he had somewhat 
recovered from his horror and astonishment, ‘‘and give warning of this addi- 
tional calamity. I wish she could have been brought to a confession. And, 
though of far less consequence, I could have wished to transcribe that 
metrical fragment. But Heaven’s will must be done!” 

They left the hut accordingly, and gave the alarm in the hamlet, whose 
matrons instantly assembled to compose the limbs and arrange the body 
of her who might be considered as the mother of their settlement. Old- 
buck promised his assistance for the funeral. 

‘Your honour,” said Alison Breck, who was next in age to the deceased, 
“‘suld send doun something to us for keeping up our hearts at the lyke- 
wake, for a’ Saunders’s gin, puir man, was drucken out at the burial o’ 
Steenie, and we’ll no get mony to sit dry-lipped aside the corpse. Elspeth 
was unco clever in her young days, as I can mind right weel, but there was 
aye a word o’ her no being that chancy. Ane suldna speak ill 0’ the dead 
—mair by token, 0’ ane’s cummer and neighbour — but there was queer 
things said about a leddy and a bairn or she left the Craigburnfoot. And 
sae, In gude troth, it will be a puir lyke-wake, unless your honour sends us 
sometliing to keep us cracking.” 

‘You shall have some whisky,” answered Oldbuck, “the rather that you 
have preserved the proper word for that ancient custom of watching the 
dead. — You observe, Hector, this is genuine Teutonic, from the Gothic 
Leichnam, a corpse. It is quite erroneously called Late-wake, though Brand 
favours that modern corruption and derivation.” 

‘“‘T believe,” said Hector to himself, ‘‘my uncle would give away Monk- 
barns to any one who would come to ask it in genuine Teutonic! Nota 
drop of whisky would the old creatures have got, had their president asked 
it for the use of the Late-wake.” 

While Oldbuck was giving some farther directions, and promising assist- 
ance, a servant of Sir Arthur’s came riding very hard along the sands, and 
stopped his horse when he saw the Antiquary. ‘There had something,” 
he said, ‘very particular happened at the Castle’—/(he could not, or would 
not, explain what)—‘‘ and Miss Wardour had sent him off express to Monk- 
barns, to beg that Mr. Oldbuck would come to them without a moment’s 
delay.” : 

“g i am afraid,” said the Antiquary, ‘‘ his course also is drawing to a close. 
What can I do?” 


disease. Yet he prepared himself to accompany the body of the master whom he had so long and so faith- 
fully waited upon. ‘he medical persons assured him he could not survive the journey. It signified nothing, 
he said, whether he died in England or Scotland ; he was resolved to assist in rendering the last honours to 
the kind master frorm whom he had heen inseparable for so many years, even if he should expire im the at- 
tempt. The poor invalid was permitted to attend the Duke’s body to Scotland; but when they reached 
Fleurs he was totally exhausted, and obliged to keep his bed, in a sort of stupor which announced speedy 
dissolution. On the morning of the day fixed for removing the dead body of the Duke to the place of burial, 
the private bell by which he was wont to summon his attendant to his study, was rang violently. Th’s might 


easily happen in the confusion of sucii a scene, although the people of the neighbourhood prefer | * ‘ving 
that the bell sounded of its own accord. Ring, however, it did; and Archie, roused by the we -kne vu 
summons, rose up in his bed, and faltered, in broken accents, *t Yes, my Lord Duke— yer -i %. want os 


your Grace instantly ;” und with these words on his lips, ie is said to have fallen back and ¢ Kojred 
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‘To, sir?” exclaimed Hector, with his characteristic impatience,—‘ get 
on the horse, and turn his head homeward — you will be at Knockwinnock 
Castle in ten minutes.” 

“He is quite a free goer,” said the servant, dismounting to adjust the 
ey and stirrups, —‘“‘he only pulls a little if he feels a dead weight on 

im.” 

“I should soon be a dead weight of him, my friend,” said the Antiquary 
—“ What the devil, nephew, are you weary of me? or do you suppose m 
weary of my life, that I should get on the back of such a Bucephalus # 
that? No, no, my friend, if Iam to be at Knockwinnock to-day, it mus’ 
be by walking quietly forward on my own feet, which I will do with as 
little delay as possible. Captain M‘Intyre may ride that animal himself, if 
he pleases.” 

“T have little hope I could be of any use, uncle, but I cannot think of 
their distress without wishing to show sympathy at least —so I will ride on 
before, and announce to them that you are coming. —I’ll trouble you for 
your spurs, my friend.” 

“You will scarce need them, sir,” said the man, taking them off at the 
same time, and buckling them upon Captain M‘Intyre’s heels; ‘he’s very 
frank to the road.” 

Oldbuck stood astonished at this last act of temerity. ‘Are you mad, 
Hector?” he cried, “ or have you forgotten what is said by Quintus Curtius, 
with whom, as a soldier, you must needs be familiar,—Nobdilis equus umbra 
quidem virge regitur; ignavus ne calcari quidem excitari potest; which 
plainly shows that spurs are useless in every case, and, I may add, dan 
gerous in most.” 

But Hector, who cared little for the opinion of either Quintus Curtius, 
or of the Antiquary, upon such a topic, only answered with a heedless 
“‘ Never fear—never fear, sir.” 


With that he gave his able horse the head, 
And, bending forward, struck his armed heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade, 
Up to the rowel-head ; and starting so, 
He seemed in running to devour the way, 

: Staying no longer question. 

‘There they go, well matched,” said Oldbuck, looking after them as they 
started—‘‘a mad horse and a wild boy, the two most unruly creatures in 
Christendom! and all to get half an hour sooner to a place where nobody 
wants him; for I doubt Sir Arthur’s griefs are beyond the cure of our 
light horseman. It must be the villany of Dousterswivel, for whom Sir 
Arthur has done so much; for I cannot help observing, that, with some 
natures, Tacitus’s maxim holdeth good: Beneficia eo usque leta sunt dum 
videntur exsolvi posse; ubi multum antevenere, pro gratia odium redditur,— 
from which a wise man might take a caution, not to oblige any man beyond 
the degree in which he may expect to be requited, lest he should make his 
debtor a bankrupt in gratitude.” 

Murmuring to himself such scraps of cynical philosophy, our Antiquary 
paced the sands towards Knockwinnock ; but it is necessary we should out- 
strip him, for the purpose of explaining the reasons of his being s¢ 
anxiously summoned thither. 


v2. 


434 WAVERLFY NOVELS. 


Chapter the Furty- Firat. 


So, while the Goose, of whom the fable told, 
Incumbent, brooded o’er her eggs of gold, 
With hand outstretched, impatient to destroy, 
Stole on her secret nest the cruel Boy, 
Whose gripe rapacious changed her splendid dream, 
—For wings vain fluttering, and for dying scream. 
Tue Loves OF THE SEA-WEEDS. 


From the time that Sir Arthur Wardour had become possessor of the 
treasure found in Misticot’s grave, he had been in a state of mind more 
resembling ecstasy than sober sense. Indeed at one time his daughter had 
become seriously apprehensive for his intellect; for, as he had no doubt 
that he had the secret of possessing himself of wealth to an unbounded ex- 
tent, his language and carriage were those of a man who had acquired the 
philosopher’s stone. He talked of buying contiguous estates, that would 
have led him from one side of the island to the other, as if he were deter- 
mined to brook no neighbour save the sea. He corresponded with an archi- 
tect of eminence, upon a plan of renovating the castle of his forefathers, on 
a style of extended magnificence that might have rivalled that of Windsor, 
and laying out the grounds on a suitable scale. Troops of liveried menials 
were already, in fancy, marshalled in his halls, and—for what may not 
unbounded wealth authorize its possessor to aspire to?—the coronet of a 
marquis, perhaps of a duke, was glittering before his imagination. His 
daughter—-to what matches might she not look forward? Even an alliance 
with the blood-royal was not beyond the sphere of his hopes. His son was 
already a general—and he himself whatever ambition could dream of in its 
wildest visions. 

In this mood, if any one endeavoured to bring Sir Arthur down to the 
regions of common life, his replies were in the vein of Ancient Pistol— 


A fico for the world, and worldlings base! 
I speak of Africa and golden joys! 


The reader may conceive the amazement of Miss Wardour, when, instead 
of undergoing an investigation concerning the addresses of Lovel, as she 
had expected from the long conference of her father with Mr. Oldbuck, upon 
the morning of the fated day when the treasure was discovered, the conver- 
sation of Sir Arthur announced an imagination heated with the hopes of 
possessing the most unbounded wealth. But she was seriously alarmed 
when Dousterswivel was sent for to the Castle, and was closeted with her 
father —his mishap condoled with — his part taken, and his loss compen- 
sated. All the suspicions which she had long entertained respecting this 
man became strengthened, by observing his pains to keep up the golden 
dreams of her father, and to secure for himself, under various pretexts, as 
much as possible out of the windfall which had so strangely fallen to Sir 
Arthur’s share. 

Other evil symptoms began to appear, following close on each other. 
Letters arrived every post, which Sir Arthur, as soon as he had looked at 
the directions, flung into the fire without taking the trouble to open them, 
Miss Wardour could not help suspecting that these epistles, the conter.ts of 
which seemed to be known to her father by a sort of intuition, came from 
pressing creditors. In the meanwhile, the temporary aid which he had re- 
ceived from the treasure, dwindled fast away. By far the greater part had 
been swallowed up by the Pitty of paying the bill of six hundred 
pounds, which had threatened Sir-Arthur with instant distress. Of the 


rest, some part was given to the adept, some wasted upon extravagaLces 
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which seemed to the poor knight fully authorized by his full-blown hopes, 
—and some went to stop for a time the mouths of such claimants as, being 
weary of fair promises, had become of opinion with Harpagon, that it was 
necessary to touch something substantial. At length circumstances an- 
nounced but too plainly, that it was all expended within two or three days 
after its discovery; and there appeared no prospect of asupply. Sir Arthur, 
naturally impatient, now taxed Dousterswivel anew with breach of those 
alae te through which he had hoped to convert all his lead into gold. 

ut that worthy gentleman’s turn was now served; and as he had grace 
enough to wish te avoid witnessing the fall of the house which he had un- 
dermined, he was at the trouble of bestowing a few learned terms of art 
upon Sir Arthur, that at least he might not be tormented before his time 
He took leave of him, with assurances that he would return to Knockwin- 
nock the next morning, with such information as would not fail to relieve 
Sir Arthur from all his distresses. 

“For, since I have consulted in such matters, I ave never,” said Mr. 
Herman Dousterswivel, ‘approached so near de arcanum, what you call de 
great mystery,—de Panchresta—de Polychresta—I do know as much of it 
as Pelaso de Taranta, or Basilius—and either I will bring you in two and 
tree days de No. III. of Mr. Mishdigoat, or you shall call me one knave 
myself, and never look me in de face again no more at all.” 

The adept departed with this assurance, in the firm resolution of making 
good the latter part of the proposition, and never again appearing before his 
injured patron. Sir Arthur remained in a doubtiul and anxious state of 
mind, The positive assurances of the philosopher, with the hard words 
Panchresta, Basilius, and so forth, produced some effect on his mind. But 
he had been too often deluded by such jargon, to be absolutely relieved of 
his doubt, and he retired for the evening into his library, in the fearful 
state of one who, hanging over a precipice, and without the means of re- 
treat, perceives the stone on which he rests gradually parting from the rest 
of the crag, and about to give way with him. 

The visions of hope decayed, and there increased in proportion that fever- 
ish agony of anticipation with which a man, educated in a sense of conse 
quence, and possessed of opulence,—the supporter of an ancient name, and 
the father of two promising children,—foresaw the hour approaching which 
Should deprive him of all the splendour which time had made familiarly 
necessary to him, and send him forth into the world to struggle with poverty, 
with rapacity, and with scorn. Under these dire forebodings, his temper, 
exhausted by the sickness of delayed hope, became peevish and fretful, and 
his words and actions sometimes expressed a reckless desperation, which 
alarmed Miss Wardour extremely. We have seen, on a former occasion, 
that Sir Arthur was a man of passions lively and quick, in proportion to 
the weakness of his character in other respects; he was unused to contra 
diction, and if he had been hitherto, in general, good-humoured and cheer- 
ful, it was probably because the course of his life had afforded no such 
frequent provocation as to render his irritability habitual. 

On the third morning after Dousterswivel’s departure, the servant, as 
usual, laid on the breakfast table the newspaper and letters of the day. 
Miss Wardour took up the former to avoid the continued ill-humour of her 
father, who had wrought himself into a violent passion, because the toast 
was over-browned. 

“I perceive how it is,” was his concluding speech on this interesting 
subject, —‘‘my servants, who have had their share of my fortune, begin 
to think there is little to be made of me in future. But while I am the 
scoundrels’ master I will be so, and permit no neglect—no, nor endure 
; hairs’-breadth diminution of the respect I am entitled to exact from 
them.” 

“I am ready to leave your honour’s service this instant,” said the 
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d»mestic upon whom the fault had been charged, “as soon as you order 
payment of my wages.” 

Sir Arthur, as if stung by a serpent, thrust his hand into his pocket, and 
instantly drew out the money which it contained, but which was short of 
the man’s claim. ‘ What money have you got, Miss Wardour?” he said, 
in a tone of affected calmness, but which concealed violent agitation. 

Miss Wardour gave him her purse; he attempted to count the bank 
notes which it contained, but could not reckon them. After twice imis- 
counting the sum, he threw the whole to his daughter, and saying, in a 
stern voice, ‘“‘ Pay the rascal, and let him leave the house instantly!” he 
strode out of the room. 

The mistress and servant stood alike astonished at the agitation and 
vehemence of his manner. 

‘“‘T am sure, ma’am, if i had thought I was particularly wrang, I wadna 
hae made ony answer when Sir Arthur challenged me. I hae been lang in 
his service, and he has been a kind master, and you a kind mistress, and I 
wad like ill ye should think I wad start for a hasty word. I am sure it was 
very wrang 0’ me to speak about wages to his honour, when maybe he has 
something to vex him. I had nae thoughts o’ leaving the family in this 
way.” 

2 Go down stairs, Robert,”’ said his mistress— “‘ something has happened 
to fret my father—go down stairs, and let Alick answer the bell.” 

When the man left the room, Sir Arthur re-entered, as if he had been 
watching his departure. ‘‘What’s the meaning of this?” he said hastily, 
as he observed the notes lying still on the table—‘‘Is he not gone? Am I 
neither to be obeyed as a master or a father ?” 

‘“‘He has gone to give up his charge to the housekeeper, sir, —I thought 
there was not such instant haste.” 

“There zs haste, Miss Wardour,” answered her father, interrupting her ; 
—‘‘ What I do henceforth in the house of my forefathers, must be done 
speedily, or never.” 

He then sate down, and took up with a trembling hand the basin of tea 
prepared for him, protracting the swallowing of it, as if to delay the neces- 
sity of opening the post-letters which lay on the table, and which he eyed 
from time to time, as if they had been a nest of adders ready to start into 
life and spring upon him. 

“You will be happy to hear,” said Miss Wardour, willing to withdraw 
her father’s mind from the gloomy reflections in which he appeared to be 
plunged, “‘ you will be happy to hear, sir, that Lieutenant Taffril’s gun-brig 
has got safe into Leith Roads—I observe there had been apprehensions for 
his safety—I am glad we did not hear them till they were contradicted.” 

“ And what is Taffril and his gun-brig to me?” | 

“Sir !”’ said Miss Wardour in astonishment; for Sir Arthur, in his ordi- 
nary state of mind, took a fidgety sort of interest in all the gossip of the 
day and country. 

‘“T say,”’ he repeated, in a higher and still more impatient key, “ what 
do I care who is saved or lost? It’s nothing to me, I suppose ?” 

“T did not know you were busy, Sir Arthur; and thought, as Mr. Taffril 
is a brave man, and from our own country, you would be happy to 
hear” 

“O, Iam happy —as happy as possible— and, to make you happy too, 
you shall have some of my good news in return.” And he caught up a 
Uition “It does not signify which I open first—they are all to the same 
tune.” 

He broke the seal hastily, ran the letter over, and then threw it to his 
daughter. “‘ Ay—I could not have lighted more happily !—this places the 
copestone.” 

Miss Wardour, in silent terror, took up the letter. “Read it ~ read i¢ 
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nioud !’” said her father; “it cannot be read too often; it will serve tc 
break you in for other good news of the same kind.” 

She began to read with a faltering voice, “ Dear Sir.” 

“He dears me too, you see, this impudent drudge of a writer’s office, 
who, a twelvemonth since, was not fit company for my second table—I sup 
pose I shall be ‘dear Knight’ with him by and by.” 

“Dear Sir,” resumed Miss Wardour; but, interrupting herself, “I see 
the contents are unpleasant, sir—it will only vex you my reading them 
aloud.” 

“Tf you will allow me to know my own pleasure, Miss Wardour, I entreat 
you to go on —I presume, if it were unnecessary, I should not ask you to 
take the trouble.” 

“Having been of late taken into copartnery,” continued Miss Wardour, 
reading the letter, “by Mr. Gilbert Greenhorn, son of your late correspon- 
dent and man of business, Girnigo Greenhorn, Esq. writer to the signet, 
whose business I conducted as parliament-house clerk for many years, 
which business will in future be carried on under the firm of Greenhorn 
and Grinderson (which I memorandum for the sake of accuracy in address- 
ing your future letters), and having had of late favours of yours, directed 
to my aforesaid partner, Gilbert Greenhorn, in consequence of his absence 
at the Lamberton races, have the honour to reply to your said favours.” 

“You see.my friend is methodical, and commences by explaining the 
causes which have procured me so modest and elegant a correspondent. 
Go on—I can bear it.” 

And he laughed that bitter laugh which is perhaps the most fearful 
expression of mental misery. Trembling to proceed, and yet afraid to dis- 
obey, Miss Wardour continued to read—‘“I am, for myself and partner, 
sorry we cannot oblige you by looking out for the sums you mention, or 
applying for a suspension in the case of Goldiebirds’ bond, which would 
be more inconsistent, as we have been employed to act as the said Goldie- 
birds’ procurators and attorneys, in which capacity we have taken out a 
charge of horning against you, as you must be aware by the schedule left 
by the messenger, for the sum of four thousand seven hundred and fifty-six 
pounds five shillings and sixpence one-fourth of a penny sterling, which, 
with annual-rent and expenses effeiring, we presume will be settled during 
the currency of the charge, to prevent further trouble. Same time, I am 
under the necessity to observe our own account, amounting to seven hun- 
dred and sixty-nine pounds ten shillings and sixpence, is also due, and 
settlement would be agreeable; but as we hold your rights, title-deeds, and 
documents in hypothec, shall have no objection to give reasonable time — 
say till the next money term. Iam, for myself and partner, concerned to 
add, that Messrs. Goldiebirds’ instructions to us are to proceed peremptorie 
and sine mora, of which I have the pleasure to advise you, to prevent future 
mistake, reserving to ourselves otherwise to agé as accords. Iam, for self 
and partner, dear sir, your obliged humble servant, Gabriel Grinderson, 
for Greenhorn and Grinderson.”’ 

“ Ungrateful villain!” said Miss Wardour. 

“Why, no—it’s in the usual rule, I suppose; the blow could not have 
been perfect if dealt by another hand —it’s all just as it should be,” 
answered the poor Baronet, his affected composure sorely belied by his 
quivering lip and rolling eye —‘ But here’s a postscript I did not notice — 
come, finish the epistle.” 

“T have to add (not for self but partner), that Mr. Greenhorn will ac- 
eommeodate you by taking your service of plate, or the bay horses, if sound 
ui wind and limb, at a fair appreciation, in part payment of your ac- 
sompt.” 

*“*G--d confound him!” said Sir Arthur, losing all command of himself 
at this sondescending proposal: “his grandfather shod my father’s horses, 
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and this descendant of a scoundrelly blacksmith proposes to swindle me 
out of mine! But I will write him a proper answer.” 

‘And he sate down and began to write with great vehemence, then stopped 
and read aloud: —“ Mr. Gilbert Greenhorn,—in answer to two letters 
of a late date, I received a letter from a person calling himself Grinderson, 
and designing himself as your partner. When I address any one, I do not 
usually expect to be answered by deputy —I think I have been useful to 
your father, and friendly and civil to yourself, and therefore am now sur- 
prised — And yet,” said he, stopping short, “ why should I be surprised at 
that or anything else? or why should I take up my time in writing to 
such a scoundrel? —I shan’t be always kept in prison, I suppose; and 
to break that puppy’s bones when I get out, shall be my first employ- 
ment.” 

‘In prison, sir?” said Miss Wardour, faintly. 

“Ay, in prison, to be sure. Do you make any question about that? 
Why, Mr. what’s his name’s fine letter for self and partner seems to be 
thrown away on you, or else you have got four thousand so many hundred 
pounds, with the due proportion of shillings, pence, and half-pence, to pay 
that aforesaid demand, as he calls it.” 

“T sir? O if I had the means!—But where’s my brother? — why 
does he not come, and so long in Scotland? He might do something to 
assist us.” 

“Who, Reginald? —I suppose he’s gone with Mr. Gilbert Greenhorn, or 
some such respectable person, to the Lamberton races—I have expected 
him this week past; but I cannot wonder that my children should neglect 
me as well as every other person. But I should beg your pardon, my love, 
who never either neglected or offended me in your life.” : 

And kissing her cheek as she threw her arms round his neck, he ex- 
perienced that consolation which a parent feels, even in the most distressed 
state, in the assurance that he possesses the affection of a child. 

Miss Wardour took the advantage of this revulsion of feeling, to endea- 
your to soothe her father’s mind to composure. She reminded him that he 
had many friends. : 

‘“‘T had many once,” said Sir Arthur; “but of some I have exhausted 
their kindness with my frantic projects; others are unable to assist me— 
others are unwilling. It is all over with me. I only hope Reginald will 
take example by my folly.” 

‘Should I not send to Monkbarns, sir?” said his daughter. 

“To what purpose? He cannot lend me such a sum, and would not if 
he could, for he knows I am otherwise drowned in debt; and he would 
only give me scraps of misanthropy and quaint ends of Latin.” 

“But he is shrewd and sensible, and was bred to business, and, I am 
sure, always loved this family.” 

‘“Yes, I believe he did. It is a fine pass we are come to, when the 
affection of an Oldbuck is of consequence to a Wardour! But when 
matters come to extremity, as I suppose they presently will—it may be as 
well to send for him. And now go take your walk, my dear—my mind is 
more composed than when I had this cursed disclosure to make. You 
know the worst, and may daily or hourly expect it. Go take your walk-—~ 
I would willingly be alone for a little while.” 

When Miss Wardour left the apartment, her first occupation was to avail 
herself of the half permission granted by her father, by despatching to 
Monkbarns the messenger, who, as we have already seen, met the Anti- 
quary and his nephew on the sea-beach. . f 

Little recking, and indeed scarce knowing, where she was wandering, 
chance directed her into the walk beneath the Briery Bank, as it was 
called. A brook, which in former days had supplied the castle-m at with 
water, here descended through a narrow dell, up which Miss Wardour’s 
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taste had directed a natural path, which was rendered neat and easy of 


ascent, without the air of being formally made and preserved. It suited 


well the character of the little glen, which was overhung with thickets and 
underwood, chiefly of larch and hazel, intermixed with the usual varieties 
of the thorn and brier. In this walk had passed that scene of explanation 
between Miss Wardour and Lovel which was overheard by old Edie Ochil- 
tree. With a heart softened by the distress which approached her family, 


Miss Wardour now recalled every word and argument which Level had 


urged in support of his suit, and could not help confessing to herself, it 
was no small subject of pride to have inspired a young man of his talents 
with a passion so strong and disinterested. That he should have left the 
apeore of a profession in which he was said to be rapidly rising, to bury 
imself in a disagreeable place like Fairport, and brood over an unrequited 
passion, might be ridiculed by others as romantic, but was naturally for- 
siven as an excess of affection by the person who was the object of his 
ittachment. Had he possessed an independence, however moderate, or 
ascertained a clear and undisputed claim to the rank in society he was 


well qualified to adorn, she might now have had it in her power to offer 


her father, during his misfortunes, an asylum in an establishment of her 
own. These thoughts, so favourable to the absent lover, crowded in, one. 
after the other, with such a minute recapitulation of his words, looks, and 
actions, as plainly intimated that his former repulse had been dictated 
rather by duty than inclination. Isabella was musing alternately upon 
this subject, and upon that of her father’s misfortunes, when, as the path 
winded round a little hillock covered with brushwood, the old Blue-Gown 


suddenly met her. 


With an air as if he had something important and mysterious to com- 
municate, he doffed his bonnet, and assumed the cautious step and voice of 
one who would not willingly be overheard. “I hae been wishing muckle 
to meet wi’ your leddyship — for ye ken I darena come to the house for 
Dousterswivel.” 

“‘T heard indeed,” said Miss Wardour, dropping an alms into the bonne¢ 
—‘‘] heard that you had done a very foolish, if not a very bad thing, Edie 
—and I was sorry to hear it.” 

“Hout, my bonny leddy—fulish? A’ the warld’s fules—and how 
should auld Edie Ochiltree be aye wise?— And for the evil — let them 


wha deal wi’ Dousterswivel tell’ whether he gat a grain mair than his 
deserts.” 


“That may be true, Edie, and yet,” said Miss Wardour, “ you may have 
been very wrong.” 
“Weel, weel, we’se no dispute that e’ennow — it’s about yoursell I’m 


gaun to speak. Div ye ken what’s hanging ower the house of Knockwin- 
nock ?”” 


“Great distress, I fear, Edie,” answered Miss Wardour; ‘but I am sur- 
prised it is already so public.” 

“ Public ! — Sweepclean, the messenger, will be there the day wi’ a’ his 
tackle. I ken it frae ane o’ his concurrents, as they ca’ them, that’s warned 
to meet him; and they’ll be about their wark belyve; whare they clip, 
there needs nae kame—they sheer close eneugh.” 

“Are you sure this bad hour Edie, is so very near ?— come, I know, it 
will.” 

“It’s e’en as I tell you, leddy. But dinna be cast down —there’s a 
heaven ower your head here, as weel as in that fearful night atween the 
Ballyburghness and the Halkethead. D’ye think He, wha rebuked the 
waters, canna protect you against the wrath of men, though they be armed 
with human authority ?” 

“Tt is, indeed, all we have to trust to.” 

~“¥e dinna ken—ye dinna ken: when the night’s darkest, the dawn’s 
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aearest. If I had a gude horse, or could ride him when I had him, I reckon 
there wad be help yet. I trusted to hae gotten a cast wi’ the Royal Char- 
lotte, but she’s coupit yonder, it’s like, at Kittlebrig. There was a youn 
gentleman on the box, and he behuved to drive; and Tam Sang, that auld 
hae mair sense, he behuved to let him, and the daft callant couldna tak the 
turr at the corner o’ the brig; and od! he took the curbstane, and he’s 
whoemiled her as I wad whomle a toom bicker—it was a luck I hadna gotten 
on the tap o’ her. Sae I came down atween hope and despair, to see if ye 
wad send me on.” 

“And, Edie—where would ye go?” said the young lady. | 

‘To Tannonburgh, my leddy” (which was the first stage from Fairport, 
but a good deal nearer to Knockwinnock), “and that without delay—it’s a’ 
on your ain business.” 

‘Our business, Edie? Alas! I give you all credit for your good meaning ; 
but” 

“There’s nae buts about it, my leddy, for gang I maun,” said the perse- 
vering Blue-Gown. 

“But what is it that you would do at Tannonburgh?—or how can your 
going there benefit my father’s affairs ?” 

“Indeed, my sweet leddy,” said the gaberlunzie, “ ye maun just trust that 
bit secret to auld Edie’s grey pow, and ask nae questions about it. Certainly 
if I wad hae wared my life for you yon night, I can hae nae reason to play 
an ill pliskie t’ye in the day o’ your distress.” 

“Well, Edie, follow me then,” said Miss Wardour, “and I will try to get 
you sent to Tannonburgh.” 

‘Mak haste then, my bonny leddy—mak haste, for the love 0” good- 
ness !”—and he continued to exhort her to expedition until they reached the 
Castle. 


Chapter the Forty-second. 


Let those go see who will—I like it not— 
For, say he was a slave to rank and pomp, 
And all the nothings he is now divorced from 
By the hard doom of stern necessity ; 
Yet it is sad to mark his altered brow, 
Where Vanity adjusts her flimsy veil 
O’er the deep wrinkles of repentant anguish. 
Otp Pray. 


Wuen Miss Wardour arrived in the court of the Castle, she was apprized 
by the first glance, that the visit of the officers of the law had already taken 
place. There was confusion, and gloom, and sorrow, and curiosity among 
the domestics, while the retainers of the law went from place to place, makin g 
an inventory of the goods and chattels falling under their warrant of dis- 
tress, or poinding, as it is called in the law of Scotland. Captain M‘Intyre 
flew to her, as, struck dumb with the melancholy conviction of her father’s 
ruin, she paused upon the threshold of the gateway. 

‘Dear Miss Wardour,” he said, “do not make yourself uneasy; my uncle 
is coming immediately, and Iam sure he will find some way to clear the 
house of these rascals.” 

‘Alas! Captain M‘Intyre, I fear it will be too late.” 

“No,” answered Edie, impatiently —“ could I but get to Tannonburgh. 
In the name of Heaven, Captain, contrive some way to get me on, and ye’ll 
do this poor ruined family the best day’s doing that has been done them 
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since Redhand’s days—for as sure as e’er an auld saw came true, Knock: 
winnock house and land will be lost and won this day.” 

“Way, what good can you do, old man?” said Hector. - 

But Robert, the domestic with whom Sir Arthur had been so much dis- 
pleased in the morning, as if he had been watching for an opportunity to 
display his zeal, stepped hastily forward, and said to his mistress, “If you 
please, ma’am, this auld man, Ochiltree, is very skeely and auld-farrant 
about mony things, as the diseases of cows and horse, and sic like, and I am 
sure he disna want to be at Tannonburgh the day for naething, since he 
insists on’t this gate ; and, if your leddyship pleases, I’ll drive him there in 
the taxed cart in an hour’s time. I wad fain be of some use—I could bite 
my very tongue out when I think on this morning.” 

“Tam obliged to you, Robert,” said Miss Wardour; “and if you really 
think it has the least chance of being useful’’?—— 

“In the name of God,” said the old man, “ yoke the cart, Robie, and if 
I am no 0’ some use, less or mair, I’ll gie ye leave to fling me ower Kittle- 
brig as ye come back again. But O man, haste ye, for time’s precious this 
day.” 

Robert looked at his mistress as she retired into the house, and seeing he 
was not prohibited, flew to the stable-yard, which was adjacent to the court, 
in order to yoke the carriage; for, though an old beggar was the personage 
least likely to render effectual assistance in a case of pecuniary distress, yet 
there was among the common people of Edie’s circle, a general idea of his 
prudence and sagacity, which authorized Robert’s conclusion that he would 
not so earnestly have urged the necessity of this expedition had he not been 
convinced of its utility. But so soon as the servant took hold of a horse to 
harness him for the taxed-cart, an officer: touched him on the shoulder— 
“My friend, you must let that beast alone—he’s down in the schedule.” 

“What!” said Robert, “am I not to take my master’s horse to go my 
young leddy’s errand ?” 

“You must remove nothing here,” said the man of office, “or you will be 
liable for all consequences.” 

“What the devil, sir,” said Hector, who having followed to examine 
Ochiltree more closely on the nature of his hopes and expectations, already 
began to bristle like one of the terriers of his own native mountains, and 
sought but a decent pretext for venting his displeasure, “have you the 
impudence to prevent the young lady’s servant from obeying her orders?” 

There was something in the air and tone of the young soldier, which 
seemed to argue that his interference was not likely to be confined to mere 
expostulation ; and which, if it promised finally the advantages of a process 
of battery and deforcement, would certainly commence with the unpleasant 
circumstances necessary for founding such a complaint. The legal officer, 
confronted with him of the military, grasped with one doubtful hand the 
greasy bludgeon which was to enforce his authority, and with the other 
produced his short official baton, tipped with silver, and having a movable 
ring upon it—‘ Captain M‘Intyre,—Sir, I have no quarrel with you,—but 
if you interrupt me in my duty, I will break the wand of peace, and de:zlare 
myself deforced.” 

‘And who the devil cares,” said Hector, totally ignorant of the words of 
judicial action, “whether you declare yourself divorced or married? And 
as to breaking your wand, or breaking the peace, or whatever you call it, 
all I know is, that I will break your bones if you prevent the lad from 
harnessing the horses to obey his mistress’s orders.” 

_“T take all who stand here to witness,” said the messenger, “that I 
showed him my blazon, and explained my character. He that will to Cu- 
par maun to Cupar,” —and he slid his enigmatical ring from one end of 
the baton to the other, being the appropriate symbol of his having teen 
“orcibly interrupted in the discharge of his duty. 

~ Voz. IT.—16 v 
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Ifonest Hector, ketter accustomed to the artillery of the field than to that 
vf the law, saw this mystical ceremony with great indifference; and with 
like unconcern beheld the messenger sit down to write out an execution of 
deforcement. But at this moment, to prevent the well-meaning hot-headed 
Highlander from running the risk of a severe penalty, the Antiquary 
arrived puffing and blowing, with his handkerchief crammed under his hat, 
and his wig upon the end of his stick. 

‘‘What the deuce is the matter here?” he exclaimed, hastily adjusting 
his head-gear ; ‘I have been following you in fear of finding your idle log- 
eerhead knocked against one rock or other, and here I find you parted with 
your Bucephalus, and quarrelling with Sweepclean. A messenger, Hector, 
is a worse foe than a phoca, whether it be the phoca barbata, or the phoca 
vitulina of your late conflict.” 

‘‘D—n the phoca, sir,’”’ said Hector, ‘ whether it be the one or the other 
-—I say d—n them both particularly! I think you would not have me stand 
quietly by and see a scoundrel like this, because he calls himself a king’s 
messenger, forsooth — (I hope the king has many better for his meanest 
errands)—insult a young lady of family and fashion like Miss Wardour?” 

“Rightly argued, Hector,” said the Antiquary ; ‘‘ but the king, like other 
people, has now and then shabby errands, and, in your ear, must have 
shabby fellows to do them. But even supposing you unacquainted with 
the statutes of William the Lion, in which capite quarto versu quinto, this 
erime of deforcement is termed despectus Domini Regis—a contempt, to wit, 
ef the king himself, in whose name all legal diligence issues,—could you 
not have inferred, from the information I took so much pains to give you 
to-day, that those who interrupt officers who come to execute letters of cap- 
tion, are danquam participes criminis rebellionis ? seeing that he who aids a 
rebel, is himself, guodammodo, an accessory to rebellion—But VP’ll bring you 
out of the scrape.” : 

He then spoke to the messenger, who, upon his arrival, had laid aside all 
thoughts of making a good by-job out of the deforcement, and accepted Mr. 
Oldbuck’s assurances that the horse and taxed-cart should be safely returned 
in the course of two or three hours. 

“Very well, sir,” said the Antiquary, ‘‘since you are disposed to be so 
civil, you shall have another job in your own best way—a little cast of state 
politics —a crime punishable per Legem Juliam, Mr. Sweepclean — Hark 
thee hither.” 

And, after a whisper of five minutes, he gave him a slip of paper, on 
receiving which, the messenger mounted his horse, and, with one of his 
assistants, rode away pretty sharply. The fellow who remained seemed to 
delay his operations purposely, proceeded in the rest of his duty very slowly, 
and with the caution and precision of one who feels himself overlooked by 
a skilful and severe inspector. 

In the meantime, Oldbuck, taking his nephew by the arm, led him inte 
the house, and they were ushered into the presence of Sir Arthur Wardour, 
who, in a flutter between wounded pride, agonized apprehension, and vain 
attempts to disguise both under a show of indifference, exhibited a spectacle 
of painful interest. 

“Happy to see you, Mr. Oldbuck—always happy to see my friends in 
fair weather or foul,’ said the poor baronet, struggling, not for composure, 
but for gaiety—an affectation which was strongly contrasted by the ner- 
vous and protracted grasp of his hand, and the agitation of his whole de- 
meanour—‘I am happy to see you. You are riding, | see—I hope in this 
confusion your horses are taken good care of —I always like to have my 
friends’ horses looked after—Hgad! they will have all my care now, for you 
see they are like to leave me none of my own—-hy! he! he! eh, Mr. 
Oldbuck ?” 
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This attempt at a jest was attended by a hysterical giggle, which Voor 
Sir Arthur intended should sound as an indifferent laugh. 

“You know I never ride, Sir Arthur,” said the Antiquary, 

“I beg your pardon; but sure I saw your nephew arrive on horschack 
a short time since. We must look after officers’ horses, and his was as 

handsome a grey charger as I have seen.” 

Sir Arthur was about to ring the bell, when Mr. Oldbuck said, “ My 
nephew came on your own grey horse, Sir Arthur.” 

“Mine!” said the poor Baronet; “mine was it? then the sun had been 
mmy eyes. Well, I’m not worthy having a horse any longer, since I don’t 
cow my own when I see him,” 

“Good Heaven !” thought Oldbuck, “how is this man altered from the 
ormal stolidity of his usual manner !—he grows wanton under adversity — 
Sed pereunti mille figure.” — He then proceeded aloud — “Sir Arthur, we 
nust necessarily speak a little on business ” 

“To be sure,” said .Sir Arthur; “but it was so good that I should not 
now the horse I have ridden these five years—ha! ha! ha!” 

“Sir Arthur,” said the Antiquary, “don’t let us waste time which is 
recious ; we shall have, I hope, many better seasons for jesting —desipere 
n loco is the maxim of Horace. I more than suspect this has been brought 
n by the villany of Dousterswivel.” 

“Don’t mention his name, sir!’ said Sir Arthur ; and his manner entirely 
hanged from a fluttered affectation of gaiety to all the agitation of fury ;— 
is eyes sparkled, his mouth foamed, his hands were clenched —“ don’t 
aention his name, sir,” he vociferated, “ unless you would see me go mad 
a your presence! That I should have been such a miserable dolt —— such 
n infatuated idiot —such a beast, endowed with thrice a beast’s stupidity, 
) be led and driven and spur-galled by such a rascal, and under such 
idiculous pretences! — Mr. Oldbuck, I could tear myself when I think 
Boat? 

“TI only meant to say,” answered the Antiquary, “that this fellow is like 
» meet his reward; and J cannot but think we shall frighten something 
at of him that may be of service to you. He has certainly had some un- 
vwwful correspondence on the other side of the water.” 

“Has he?—has he ?—has he, indeed ?—then d—n the household-goods, 
orses, and so forth—I will go to prison a happy man, Mr. Oldbuck. I hope 
t Heaven there’s a reasonable chance of his being hanged ?” 

“Why, pretty fair,” said Oldbuck, willing to encourage this diversion, in 
apes it might mitigate the feelings which seemed like to overset the poor 
an’s understanding ; “ honester men have stretched a rope, or the law has 
sen sadly cheated — But this unhappy business of yours —can nothing be 
me? Let me see the charge.” 

He took the papers; and, as he read them, his countenance grew hope- 
ssly dark and disconsolate. Miss Wardour had by this time entered the 
vartment, and fixing her eyes on Mr. Oldbuck, as if she meant to read her 
te in his looks, easily perceived, from the change in his eye and the drop- 
ng of his nether-jaw, how little was to be hoped. 

“We are then irremediably ruined, Mr. Oldbuck?” said the young lady. 
“‘ Irremediably ?—I hope not—but the instant demand is very large, and 
hers will, doubtless, pour in,” 

“Ay, never doubt that, Monkbarns,” said Sir Arthur; ‘where the 
wughter is, the eagles will be gathered together. I am like a sheep which 
aave seen fall down a precipice, or drop down from sickness——if you had 
t seen a single raven or hooded crow for a fortnight before, he will not 
on the heather ten minutes before half-a-dozen will be picking out his 
es” (and he drew his hand over his own), ‘and tearing at his heartstrings 
fore the poor devil has time to die. But that d—d long-scented vulture- 
xt dogged me so long—you have got him fast, I hope?” 
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“Fast enough,” said the Antiquary; “the gentleman wished to take the 
wings of the morning, and bolt in the what d’ye call it,—the coach and fous 
there. But he would have found twigs limed for him at Edinburgh. As it 
is, he never got so far, for the coach being overturned —as how could it go 
safe with such a Jonah ?—he has had an infernal tumble, is carried into a 
cottage near Kittlebrig, and to prevent all possibility of escape, I have sent 
your friend Sweepclean to bring him back to Fairport in nomine regis, or ta 
act as his sick-nurse at Kittlebrig, as is most fitting. And now, Sir Arthur, 
permit me to have some conversation with you on the present unpleasant 
state of your affairs, that we may see what can be done for their extrication ;” 
and the Antiquary led the way into the library, followed by the unfortunate 
gentleman. 

They had been shut uy together for about two hours, when Miss Wardour 
interrupted them with her cloak on, as if prepared fora journey. Her coun: 
tenance was very pale, yet expressive of the composure which characterised 
her disposition. . 

“The messenger is returned, Mr. Oldbuck.” 

“Returned ?—What the devil! he has not let the fellow go?” 

“No—I understand he has carried him to confinement; and now he it 
returned to attend my father, and says he can wait no longer.” 

A loud wrangling was now heard on the staircase, in which the voice of 
Hector predominated. ‘‘ You an officer, sir, and these ragamufiins a party 
a parcel of beggarly tailor fellows—tell yourselves off by nine, and we shal 
know your effective strength.” 

The grumbling voice of the man of law was then heard indistinctly mut 
tering a reply, to which Hector retorted—‘‘ Come, come, sir, this won’t do 
—march your party, as you call them, out of this house directly, or I'll senc 
you and them to the right about presently.” 

“The devil take Hector,” said the Antiquary, hastening to the scene o: 
action ; “his Highland blood is up again, and we shall have him fighting : 
duel with the bailiff. Come, Mr. Sweepclean, you must give us a little tim 
—I know you would not wish to hurry Sir Arthur.” 

“By no means, sir,’ said the messenger, putting his hat off, which h 
kad thrown on to testify defiance of Captain M‘Intyre’s threats ; “ but you 
nephew, sir, holds very uncivil language, and [ have borne too much of 1 
already ; and I am not justified in leaving my prisoner any longer after th 
instructions I received, unless I am to get payment of the sums containet 
in my diligence.” And he held out the caption, pointing with the awfu 
truncheon which he held in his right hand, to the formidable line of figure 
jotted upon the back thereof. 

Hector, on the other hand, though silent from respect to his uncle 
answered this gesture by shaking his clenched fist at the messenger with | 
frown of Highland wrath. 

“Foolish boy, be quiet,” said Oldbuck, “and come with me into the roon 
—the man is doing his miserable duty, and you will only make matter 
worse by opposing him.—I fear, Sir Arthur, you must accompany this mau 
to Fairport; there is no help for it in the first instance —I will accompan 
ie to consult what further can be done — My nephew will escort Mis 

ardour to Monkbarns, which I hope she will make her residence unti 
these unpleasant matters are settled.” , 

“T go with my father, Mr. Oldbuck,” said Miss Wardour, firmly—‘“ I hav 
prepared his clothes and my own—lI suppose we shall have the use of th 
barriage ?” ’ 

“ Anything in reason, madam,” said the messenger; “I have ordere 
it out, and it’s at the door —I will go on the box with the coachman — 
have no desire to intrude— but two of the concurrents must attend o 
horseback.” | 

“7 will attend too,” said Hector, and he ran down to secure a horse fe 
himself. 
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“We must go then,” said the Antiquary. | 
“To jail,” said the Baronet, sighing involuntarily. “ And what of that?” 
he resumed, in a tone affectedly cheerful — “it is only a house we can’t get 

put of, after all—Suppose a fit of the gout, and Knockwinnock would be 
the same—Ay, ay, Monkbarns—we’'ll call is a fit of the gout without the 
d—d pain.” 

: But his eyes swelled with tears as he spoke, and his faltering accent 
marked how much this assumed gaiety cost him. The Antiquary wrung 
his hand, and, like the Indian Banians, who drive the real terms of an im. 
portant bargain by signs, while they are apparently talking of indifferent 
matters, the hand of Sir Arthur, by its convulsive return of the grasp, ex 
pressed his sense of gratitude to his friend, and the real state of his internal 
agony. — They stepped slowly down the magnificent staircase —every well 
known object seeming to the unfortunate father and daughter to assume a 
more prominent and distinct appearance than usual, as if to press themselves 
on their notice for the last time. 

At the first landing-place, Sir Arthur made an agonized pause; and as he 
observed the Antiquary look at him anxiously, he said with assumed dignity 
—“ Yes, Mr. Oldbuck, the descendant of an’ ancient line — the representa- 
tive of Richard Redhand and Gamelyn de Guardover, may be pardoned a 
sigh when he leaves the castle of his fathers thus poorly escorted. When I 
was sent to the Tower with my late father, in the year 1745, it was upon a 
charge becoming our birth ~~ upon an accusation of high treason, Mr. Old- 
buck;—wwe were escorted from Highgate by a troop of life-euards, and 
committed upon a secretary of state’s warrant; and now, here I am, in m 
old age, dragged from my household by a miserable creature like that” 
(pointing to the messenger), ‘“‘and for a paltry concern of pounds, shillings, 
and pence.” 

“At least,” said Oldbuck, “ you have now the company of a dutiful 
laughter, and a sincere friend, if you will permit me to say so, and that 
may be some consolation, even without the certainty that there can be no 
langing, drawing, or quartering, on the present occasion. But I hear that 
sholeric boy as loud as ever. I hope to God he has got into no new broil! 
— it was an accursed chance that brought him here at all.” 

In fact, a sudden clamour, in which the loud voice and somewhat north- 
rn accent of Hector was again pre-eminently distinguished, broke off this 
onversation. The cause we must refer to the next chapter. 
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Chapter the Forty-Chird. 


Fortune, you say, flies from us—She but circles, 
Like the fleet sea-bird round the fowler’s skiff, — 
Lost in the mist one moment, and the next 
Brushing the white sail with her whiter wing, 
As if to court the aim. — Experience watches, 
And has her on the wheel. —-— 


OLD Pray. 


Tue shout of triumph in Hector’s warlikg tones was not easily distin- 
wished from that of battle. But as he rushed up stairs with a packet in 
is hand, exclaiming, “ Long life to an old soldier! here comes Edie with a 
hole budget of good news!” it became obvious that his present cause of 
amour was of an agreeable nature. He delivered the letter to Oldbuck, 
ook Sir Arthur heartily by the hand, and wished Miss Wardour joy, with 
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all the frankness of Highland congratulation. The messenger, who had «_ 
kind of instinctive terror for Captain M‘Intyre, drew towards his prisoner, 
keeping an eye of caution on the soldier’s motions. : 

“Don’t suppose I shall trouble myself about you, you dirty fellow,” said 
the soldier; ‘“‘there’s a guinea for the fright I have given you; and here 
comes an old forty-two man, who is a fitter match for you than I am.” 

The messenger (one of those dogs who are not too scornful to eat dirty 
puddings) caught in his hand the guinea which Hector chucked at his face; 
and abode warily and carefully the turn which matters were now to take. 
All voices meanwhile were loud in inquiries, which no one was in a hurry 
to answer. 

“What is the matter, Captain M‘Intyre?” said Sir Arthur. 

“ Ask old Edie,” said Hector; — ‘I only know all’s safe and well.” 

“What is all this, Edie?” said Miss Wardour to the mendicant. 

“Your leddyship maun ask Monkbarns, for he has gotten the yepistolary 
correspondensh.’ 

“God save the king!” exclaimed the Antiquary, at the first glance of the 
contents of his packet, and, surprised at once out of decorum, philosophy, 
and phlegm, he skimmed his cocked-hat in the air, from which it descended 
not again, being caught in its fall by a branch of the chandelier. He next, 
looking joyously round, laid a grasp on his wig, which he perhaps would 
have sent after the beaver, had not Edie stopped his hand, exclaiming, 
“‘ Lordsake! he’s gaun gyte !—mind Caxon’s no here to repair the damage.” 

Every person now assailed the Antiquary, clamouring to know the cause 
of so sudden a transport, when, somewhat ashamed of his rapture, he fairly 
turned tail, like a fox at the cry of a pack of hounds, and ascending the 
stair by two steps at a time, gained the upper landing-place, where, turn- 
ing round, he addressed the astonished audience as follows :— 

\“ My good friends, favete linguis—'To give you information, I must first, 
according to logicians, be possessed of it myself; and, therefore, with your 
leaves, I will retire into the library to examine these papers — Sir Arthur 
and Miss Wardour will have the goodness to step into the parlour — Mr. 
Sweepclean, secede paulisper, or, in your own language, grant us a super- 
sedere of diligence for five minutes— Hector, draw off your forces, and 
make your bear-garden flourish elsewhere —and, finally, be all of good 
cheer till my return, which will be instanter.” 

The contents of the packet were indeed so little expected, that the Anti- 
quary might be pardoned, first his ecstasy, and next his desire of delayin 
to communicate the intelligence they conveyed, until it was arranged an 
digested in his own mind. 

Within the envelope was a letter addressed to Jonathan Oldbuck, Esq. 
of Monkbarns, of the following purport :—- 


“Dear Srr,—To you, as my father’s proved and valued friend, I venture 
to address myself, being detained here by military duty of a very pressing 
nature. You must by this time be acquainted with the entangled state of — 
our affairs; and I know it will give you great pleasure to learn, that I am | 
as fortunately as unexpectedly placed in a situation to give effectual assist- 
ance for extricating them. I understand Sir Arthur is threatened with 
severe measures by persons who acted formerly as his agents; and, by 
advice of a creditable man of business here, I have procured the enclosed 
writing, which I understand will stop their proceedings until their claim 
shall be legally discussed, and brought down to its proper amount. I also 
enclose bills te the amount of one thousand pounds to pay any other press- 
ing demands, and request of your friendship to apply them according to 
your discretion. You will be surprised if I give you this trouble, when it 
would seem more natural to address my father directly in his own affairs 
But I have yet had no assurance that his eyes are opened to the character 
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of a person against whom you have often, I know, warned him, and whosa 
baneful. influence has been the occasion of these distresses. And as I owe 
the means of relieving Sir Arthur to the generosity of a matchless friend, 
it is my duty to take the most certain measures for the supplies being 
devoted to the purpose for which they were destined, -—and I know your 
wisdom and kindness will see that itis done. My friend, as he claims an 
interest in your regard, will explain some views of his own in the enclosed 
letter. The state of the. post-office at Fairport being rather notorious, I 
must send this letter to Tannonburgh; but the old man Ochiltree, whom 
particular circumstances have recommended as trustworthy, has informa- 
tion when the packet is likely to reach that place, and will take care to 
forward it. I expect to have soon an opportunity to apologize in person 
for the trouble I now give, and have the honour to be your very faithful 
servant, REGINALD GAMELYN WarpDowr. 


“ Edinburgh, 6th August, 179—.” 


The Antiquary hastily broke the seal of the enclosure, the contents of 
which gave him equal surprise and pleasure. When he had in some mea- 
sure composed himself after such unexpected tidings, he inspected the 
other papers carefully, which all related to business—put the bills into 
his pocket-book, and wrote a short acknowledgment to be despatched by 
that day’s post, for he was extremely methodical in money matters—and 
lastly, fraught with all the importance of disclosure, he descended to the 
parlour. 

‘“‘Sweepclean,” said he, as he entered, to the officer who stood respect- 
fully at the door, “‘you must sweep yourself clean out of Knockwinnock 
Castle with all your followers, tag-rag and bob-tail. See’st thou this paper, 
man ?” 

“A sist on a bill o’ suspension,” said the messenger, with a disappointed 
look; — ‘‘ I thought it would be a queer thing if ultimate diligence was to 
be done against sic a gentleman as Sir Arthur—Weel, sir, I’se go my ways 
with my party—And who’s to pay my charges ?” F 

‘“‘They who employed thee,” replied Oldbuck, ‘‘as thou full well dost 
know.—But here comes another express; this is a day of news, I think.” 

This was Mr. Mailsetter on his mare from Fairport, with a letter for Sir 
Arthur, another to the messenger, both of which, he said, he was directed 
to forward instantly. The messenger opened his, observing that Greenhorn 
and Grinderson were good enough men for his expenses, and here was a 
letter from them desiring him to stop the diligence. Accordingly, he imme- 
diately left the apartment, and staying no longer than to gather his posse 
together, he did then, in the phrase of Hector, who watched his departur« 
as a jealous mastiff eyes the retreat of a repulsed beggar, evacuasce 
Flanders. 

Sir Arthur’s letter was from Mr. Greenhorn, and a curiosity in its way. 
We give it, with the worthy Baronet’s comments. 


“‘Sir—[Oh! I am dear sir no longer; folks are only dear to Messrs. 
Greenhorn and Grinderson when they are in adversity |—Sir, | am much 
concerned to learn, on my return from the country, where I was called on 
particular business [a bet on the sweepstakes, I suppose], that my partner 
had the impropriety, in my absence, to undertake the concerns of Messrs. 
Goldiebirds in preference to yours, and had written to you in an unbecoming 
manner. I beg to make my most humble apology, as well as Mr. Grinder- 
son’s—[come, I see he can write for himself and partner too], and trust it 
is impossible you can think me forgetful of, or ungrateful for, the constant 
patronage which my family [Ais family! curse him for a puppy !] have unt- 
formly experienced from that of Knockwinnock. Iam sorry to find, from 
gn interview I had this day with Mr. Wardour, that he is mucb irritated, 
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and, I must own, with apparent reason. But, in order to remedy as much 
as in me lies the mistake of which he complains [pretty mistake, indeed! — 
to clap his patron into jail], I have sent this express to discharge all pro- 
ceedings against your person or property ; and at the same time to transmit 
my respectful apology. I have only to add, that Mr. Grinderson is of 
opinion, that, if restored to your confidence, he could point out circum- 
stances connected with Messrs. Goldiebirds’ present claim which would 
greatly reduce its amount [so, so, will.ng to play the rogue on either side ;| 
and that there is not the slightest hurry in settling the balance of your 
accompt with us; and that I am, for Mr. G. as well as myself, Dear Sir [O 
ay, he has written himself into an approach to familiarity], your much 
obliged, and most humble servant, GILBERT GREENHORN.” 


“Well said, Mr. Gilbert Greenhorn,” said Monkbarns; ‘‘I see now there 
is some use in having two attorneys in one firm. Their movements resemble 
those of the man and woman in a Dutch baby-house. When it is fair 
weather with the client, out comes the gentleman partner to fawn like a 
spaniel; when it is foul, forth bolts the operative brother to pin like a bull- 
dog. Well, I thank God that my man of business still wears an equilateral © 
cocked hat, has a house in the Old Town, is as much afraid of a horse as I 
am myself, plays at golf of a Saturday, goes to the kirk of a Sunday, and, — 
in respect he has no partner, hath only his own folly to apologize for.” 

‘“‘There are some writers very honest fellows,” said Hector; ‘‘I should 
like to hear any one say that my cousin, Donald M‘Intyre, Strathtudlem’s 
seventh son (the other six are in the army), is not as honest a fellow” 

“No doubt, no doubt, Hector, all the M‘Intyres are so; they have it by 
patent, man—But I was going to say, that in a profession where unbounded 
trust is necessarily reposed, there is nothing surprising that fools should 
neglect it in their idleness, and tricksters abuse it in their knavery. But 
it is the more to the honour of those (and I will vouch for many) who unite 
integrity with skill and attention, and walk honourably upright where 
there are so many pitfalls and stumbling blocks for those of a different 
character. ‘lo such men their fellow-citizens may safely entrust the care 
of protecting their patrimonial rights, and their country the more sacred 
charge of her laws and privileges.” 

“They are best aff, however, that hae least to do with them,” said 
Ochiltree, who had stretched his neck into the parlour door ; for the general 
confusion of the family not having yet subsided, the domestics, like waves 
after the fall of a hurricane, had not yet exactly regained their due limits, 
but were roaming wildly through the house. 

‘Aha, old Truepenny, art thou there?” said the Antiquary. ‘Sir 
Arthur, let me bring in the messenger of good luck, though he is but a 
lame one. You talked of the raven that scented out the slaughter from 
afar; but here’s a blue pigeon (somewhat of the oldest and toughest, | 
grant) who smelled the good news six or seven miles off, flew thither in the 
taxed-cart, and returned with the olive branch.” 

‘Ye owe it a’ to puir Robie that drave me;— puir fallow,” said the 
beggar, ‘he doubts he’s in disgrace wi’ my leddy and Sir Arthur.” 

Robert’s repentant and bashful face was seen over the mendicant’s 
shoulder. 

“In disgrace with me ?” said Sir Arthur — ‘ how so?’ — for the irrita- 
tion into which he had worked himself on occasion of the toast had been 
long forgotten. ‘‘O, I recollect — Robert, I was angry, and you were 
wrong ;— go about your work, and never answer a master that speaks to 
you in a passion.” 

‘Nor any one else,” said the Antiquary; “for a soft answer turneth 
zway wrath.” heer 

“* And tell your mother, who is so ill with the rheumatism, to ecme down 
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to the housekeeper to-morrow,” said Miss Wardour, “and we will see whay 
ean be of service to her.” 

““God bless your leddyship,” said poor Robert, “and his honour Sir 
Arthur, and the young laird, and the house of Knockwinnock in a’ its 
branches, far and near ! — it’s been a kind and gude house to the puir this 
mony hundred years.” 

“'There’—said the Antiquary to Sir Arthur— ‘“ we won’t dispute — but 
there you see the gratitude of the poor people naturally turns to the vivi 
virtues of your family. You don’t hear them talk of Redhand, or Hell-in- 
Harness. For me, I must say, Odi accipitrem qui semper vivit in armis = 
so let us eat and drink in peace, and be joyful, Sir Knight.” : 

A table was quickly covered in the parlour, where the party sat joyously 
down to some refreshment. At the request of Oldbuck, Edie Ochiltree was 
permitted to sit by the sideboard in a great leathern chair, which was 
placed in some measure behind a screen. 

*‘T accede to this the more readily,” said Sir Arthur, ‘‘ because I remem- 
ber in my father’s days that chair was occupied by Ailshie Gourlay, who, 
for aught I know, was the last privileged fool, or jester, maintained by any 
family of distinction in Scotland.” 

“ Aweel, Sir Arthur,” replied the beggar, who never hesitated an instant 
between his friend and his jest, ‘‘mony a wise man sits in a fule’s seat, 
and mony a fule in a wise man’s, especially in families o’ distinction.” 

Miss Wardour, fearing the effect of this speech (however worthy of 
Ailshie Gourlay, or any other privileged jester) upon the nerves of her 
father, hastened to inquire whether ale and beef should not be distributed 
to the servants and people whom the news had assembled around the 
Castle. 7 

“Surely, my love,” said her father ; ‘‘ when was it ever otherwise in our 
families when a siege had been raised ?” 

“ Ay, a siege laid by Saunders Sweepclean the bailiff, and raised by Edie 
Ochiltree the gaberlunzie, par nobile fratrum,” said Oldbuck, “and well 
pitted against each other in respectability. But never mind, Sir Arthur— 
these are such sieges and such reliefs as our time of day admits of — and 
our escape is not léss worth commemorating in a glass of this excellent 
wine—Upon my credit, it is Burgundy, I think.” 

“Were there anything better in the cellar,” said Miss Wardour, ‘it 
would be all too little to regale you after your friendly exertions.” 

“Say you so?” said the Antiquary: “why, then, a cup of thanks to you, 
my fair enemy, and soon may you be besieged as ladies love best to be, and 
sign terms of capitulation in the chapel of Saint Winnox !”’ 

Miss Wardour blushed—Heetor coloured, and then grew pale. 

Sir Arthur answered, “My daughter is much obliged to you, Monk- 
barns; but unless you’ll accept of her yourself, I really do not know 
where a poor knight’s daughter is to seek for an alliance in these mercenary 
times.” 

‘Me, mean ye, Sir Arthur? No, not I; I will claim the privilege of the 
duello, and, as being unable to encounter my fair enemy myself, I will 
appear by my champion—But of this matter hereafter. What do you find 
in the papers there, Hector, that you hold your head down over them as if 

our nose were bleeding ?” : 

“Nothing particular, sir; but only that, as my arm is now almost quite 
well, I think I shall relieve you of my company in a day or two, and go 
to Edinburgh. I see Major Neville is arrived there. I should like to see 
him.” 

** Major whom ?” said his uncle. 

“ Major Neville, sir,’ answered the young soldier. 

“ And who the devil is Major Neville?” demanded the Antiquary. 

“OQ, Mr, Oldbuck.” said Sir Arthur, “ you must remember his name fre 
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quently in the newspapers—a very distinguished young officer indeed 
But I am happy to say that Mr. M‘Intyre need not leave Monkbarns to 
see him, for my son writes that the Major is to come with him to Knock- 
winnock, and I need not say how happy | shall be to make the young 
gentlemen acquainted, — unless, indeed, they are known to each other 
already.” 7 

“No, not personally,” answered Hector, “but I have had occasion to 
bear a good deal of him, and we have several mutual friends — your son 
being one of them. But I must go to Edinburgh; for I see my uncle is 
beginning to grow tired of me, and I am afraid”’ 

“That you will grow tired of him?” interrupted Oldbuck,—“ I fear that’s 
past praying for. But you have forgotten that the ecstatic twelfth of 
August approaches, and that you are engaged to meet one of Lord Glen- 
allan’s gamekeepers, God knows where, to persecute the peaceful feathered 
creation.” 

“frue, true, uncle—TI had forgot that,” exclaimed the volatile Hector ; 
‘but you said something just now that put everything out of my head.” 

“An it like your honours,” said old Kdie, thrusting his white head from 
behind the screen, where he had been plentifully regaling himself with ale 
and cold meat— ‘‘an it like your honours, I can tell ye something that 
will keep the Captain wi’ us amaist as weel as the pouting— Hear ye na 
the French are coming?” 

“The French, you blockhead?” answered Oldbuck—*“ Bah !” 

“T have not had time,” said Sir Arthur Wardour, ‘to look over my 
lieutenancy correspondence for the week—indeed, I generally make a rule 
to read it only on Wednesdays, except in pressing cases,—for I do every 
thing by method; but from the glance I took of my letters, I observed 
some alarm was entertained.” 

** Alarm?” said Edie, —‘‘troth there’s alarm, for the provost’s gar’d the 
beacon light on the Halket-head be sorted up (that suld hae been sorted 
half a year syne) in an unco hurry, and the council hae named nae less a 
man than auld Caxon himsell to watch the light. Some say it was out 0’ 
compliment to Lieutenant Taffril,—for it’s neist to certain that he’ll marry 
Jenny Caxon —some say it’s to please your honour and Monkbarns that 
wear wigs—and some say there’s some auld story about a periwig that ane 
0’ the bailies got and ne’er paid for —Onyway, there he is, sitting cockit 
up like a skart upon the tap o’ the craig, to skirl when foul weather 
comes.” 

‘‘On mine honour, a pretty warder,” said Monkbarns; “and what’s my 
wig to do all the while ?” i 

“T asked Caxon that very question,” answered Ochiltree, ‘and he said 
he could look in ilka morning, and gie’t a touch afore he gaed to his bed, — 
for there’s another man to watch in the day-time, and Caxon says he’ll friz 
your honour’s wig as weel sleeping as wauking.” 

This news gave a different turn to the conversation, which ran upon na- 
tional defence, and the duty of fighting for the land we live in, until it was 
time to part. The Antiquary and his nephew resumed their walk home 
ward, after parting from Knockwinnock with the warmest expressions of 
mutual regard, and an agreement to meet again ag soon as possible. 
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Chapter the Furty-Fourth. 


Nay, if she love me not, I care not for her: 
Shall I look pale because the maiden blooms? 
Or sigh because she smiles, and smiles on others? 
Not I, by Heaven!—I hold my peace too dear, 
To let it, like the plume upon her cap, 
Shake at each nod that her caprice shall dictate. 
OLD PLAY.. 


“ Hector,” said his uncle to Captain M‘Intyre, in the course of their walk 
nomeward, “I am sometimes inclined to suspect that, in one respect, you 
are a fool.” . 

“Tf you only think me so in one respect, sir, I am sure you do me more 
grace than I expected or deserve.” 

‘“‘T mean in one particular par excellence,” answered the Antiquary. “I 
have sometimes thought that you have cast your eyes upon Miss Wardour.” 

“Well, sir,” said M‘Intyre, with much composure. 

“Well, sir,” echoed his uncle — “‘ Deuce take the fellow! he answers me 
as if it were the most reasonable thing in the world, that he, a captain in 
the army, and notbing at all besides, should marry the daughter of a 
baronet.” 

“‘T presume to think, sir,” said the young Highlander, “ there would be 
no degradation on Miss Wardour’s part in point of family.” 

‘‘OQ, Heaven forbid we should come on that topic! — No, no, equal both 
— both on the table-land of gentility, and qualified to look down on every 
roturier in Scotland.” 

“ And in point of fortune we are pretty even, since neither of us have 
got any,’”’ continued Hector. ‘‘ There may be an error, but I cannot plead | 
guilty to presumption.” 

‘“‘ But here lies the error, then, if you call it so,”’ replied his uncle: “she 
won't have you, Hector.” 

‘““ Indeed, sir?” 

“It is very sure, Hector; and to make it double sure, I must inform you 
that she likes another man. She misunderstood some words I once said to 
her, and I have since been able to guess at the interpretation she put on 
them. At the time I was unable to account for her hesitation and blushing ; 
but, my poor Hector, I now understand them as a death-signal to your 
hopes and pretensions. So I advise you to beat your retreat, and draw off 
your forces as well as you can, for the fort is too well garrisoned for you to 
storm it.” 

‘“‘T have no occasion to beat any retreat, uncle,” said Hector holding 
himself very upright, and marching with a sort of dogged and offended 
solemnity; ‘(no man needs to retreat that has never advanced. ‘there are 
women in Scotland besides Miss Wardour, of as good family’”—— 

“And better taste,’ said his uncle; ‘‘ doubtless there are, Hector; and 
though I cannot say but that she is one of the most accomplished as well 
as sensible girls I have seen, yet I doubt much of her merit would be cast 
away on you. A showy figure, now, with two cross feathers above her 
noddle — one green, one blue; who would wear a riding-habit of the regi- 
mental complexion, drive a gig one day, and the next review the regiment 
on the grey trotting pony which dragged that vehicle, hoc crat in votis ; — 
these are the qualities that would subdue you, especially if she had a taste 
wor natural history, and loved a specimen of a phoca.” 

“It’s a ttle hard, sir,”’ said Hector, ‘I must have that cursed seal thrown 
mito my face on all occasions — but I care little about it-—and I shall not 
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break mv heart for Miss Wardour. She is free to choose for herself, and I 
wish her all happiness.” 

‘““Magnanimously resolved, thou prop of Troy! Why, Hector, I was 
afraid of a scene: Your sister told me you were desperately in love with 
Miss Wardour.” 

“Sir,” answered the young man, ‘‘ you would not have me desperately in 
love with a woman that does not care about me ?” 

‘Well, nephew,” said the Antiquary, more seriously, ‘‘ there is doubtless 
much sense in what you say; yet I would have given a great deal, some 
twenty or twenty-five years since, to have been able to think as you do.” 

‘“‘ Anybody, I suppose, may think as they please on such subjects,” said 
Mector. 

‘“* Not according to the old school,” said Oldbuck ; “‘ but, as I said before, 
the practice of the modern seems in this case the most prudential, though, 
I think, scarcely the most interesting. But tell me your ideas now on this 
prevailing subject of an invasion. The cry is still, They come.” 

Hector, swallowing his mortification, which he was peculiarly anxious te 
conceal from his uncle’s satirical observation, readily entered into a con- 
versation which was to turn the Antiquary’s thoughts from Miss Wardour 
and the seal. When they reached Monkbarns, the communicating to the 
ladies the events which had taken place at the Castle, with the counter-in- 
formation of how long dinner had waited before the womankind had ven- 
tured to eat it in the Antiquary’s absence, averted these delicate topics of 
discussion. 

The next morning the Antiquary arose early, and, as Caxon had not yet 
made his appearance, he began mentally to feel the absence of the petty 
news and small talk of which the ex-peruquier was a faithful reporter, and 
which habit had made as necessary to the Antiquary as his occasional pinch 
of snuff, although he held, or affected to hold, both to be of the same in- 
trinsic value. The feeling of vacuity peculiar to such a deprivation, was 
alleviated by the appearance of old Ochiltree, sauntering beside the clipped 
yew and holly hedges, with the air of a person quite at home. Indeed, so 
familiar had he been of late, that even Juno did not bark at him, but con- 
tented herself with watching him with a close and vigilant eye. Our Anti- 
quary stepped out in his night-gown, and instantly received and returned 
his greeting. : 

‘They are coming now, in good earnest, Monkbarns. I just cam frae 
Fairport to bring ye the news, and then I’ll step away back again. The 
Search has just come into the bay, and they say she’s been chased by a 
French fleet.” 

“The Search?” said Oldbuck, reflecting a moment. ‘‘ Oho!” 

‘Ay, ay, Captain Taffril’s gun-brig, the Search.” . 

‘What! any relation to Search, No. II. ?” said Oldbuck, catching at the 
light which the name of the vessel seemed to throw on the mysterious chest 
of treasure. 

The mendicant, like a man detected in a frolic, put his bonnet before his 
face, yet could not help laughing heartily.—‘‘ The deil’s in you, Monkbarns, 
for garring odds and evens meet. Wha thought ye wad hae laid that and 
that thegither? Od, Iam clean catch’d now.” 

“T see it all,” said Oldbuck, ‘as plain as the legend on a medal of high 
preservation —the box in which the bullion was found belonged to the gun- 
hrig, and the treasure to my phoenix ?”’—(Hdie nodded assent.)—“ and was 
buried there that Sir Arthur might receive relief in his difficulties ?” 

‘“‘ By me,” said Edie, ‘and twa o’ the brig’s men—- but they didna ken 
its contents, and thought it some bit smuggling concern o’ the Captain’s. I 
watched day and night till I saw it in the right hand; arid then, when that 
German deevil was glowering a; the lid o’ the kist (they liked mutton weel 
that licket where the yowe lay), I think some Scottish deevil put it inte wy 
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head to play him yon ither cantrip. Now, ye see, if I had said metr or iss 
to Baihe Littlejohn, I behoved till hae come out wi’ a’ this story; and vexed 
would Mr. Lovel hae been to have it brought to light—-sae I th ughé I 
would stand to onything rather than that.” 

‘“‘T must say he has chosen his confidant well,” said Oldbuck, “ though 
somewhat strangely.” 

“Tl say this for mysell, Monkbarns,” answered the mendicant, ‘“ that I 
am the fittest man in the haill country to trust wi’ siller, for I neither want 
it, nor wish for it, nor could use it if I had it. But the lad hadna muckle 
choice in the matter, for he thought he was leaving the country for ever (I 
trust he’s mistaen in that though;) and the night was set in when we 
learned, by a strange chance, Sir Arthur’s sair distress, and Lovel was 
obliged to be on board as the day dawned. But five nights afterwards the 
brig stood into the bay, and I met the boat by appointment, and we buried 
the treasure where ye fand it.” 3 

“This was a very romantic, foolish exploit,” said Oldbuck: ‘why not 
trust me, or any other friend ?” 

‘““The blood o’ your sister’s son,’’ replied Edie, ‘“‘ was on his hands, and 
him maybe dead outright— what time had he to take counsel? — or how 
could he ask it of you, by onybody ?” 

“You are right. But what if Dousterswivel had come before you ?” 

‘““There was little fear o’ his coming there without Sir Arthur: he had 
gotten a sair gliff the night afore, and never intended to look near the place 
again, unless he had been brought there sting and ling. He ken’d weel the 
first pose was 0’ his ain hiding, and how could he expect a second? He just 
havered on about it to make the mair o’ Sir Arthur.” ial 

“Then how,” said Oldbuck, ‘‘should Sir Arthur have come there unless 
the German had brought him ?” ; : 

“‘Umph!” answered Edie dryly. ‘I had a story about Misticot wad hae 
brought him forty miles, or you either. Besides, it was to be thought he 
would be for visiting the place he fand the first siller in — he ken’d na the 
secret o’ that job. In short, the siller being in this shape, Sir Arthur in 
utter difficulties, and Lovel determined he should never ken the hand that 
helped him,— for that was what he insisted maist upon,—we couldna think 
o’ a better way to fling the gear in his gate, though we simmered it and 
wintered it e’er sae lang. And if by ony queer mischance Doustercivil had 
got his claws on’t, I was instantly to hae informed you or the Sheriff o’ the 
haill story.” 

“Well, notwithstanding all these wise precautions, I think your contri- 
vance succeeded better than such a clumsy one deserved, Edie. But how 
the deuce came Lovel by such a mass of silver ingots?” | 

“That’s just what I canna tell ye— But they were put on board wi’ his 
things at Fairport, it’s like, and we stowed them into ane o’ the ammuni- 
tion-boxes o’ the brig, baith for concealment and convenience of carriage.” 

“Lord!” said Oldbuck, his recollection recurring to the earlier part of 
his acquaintance with Lovel; “and this young fellow, who was putting 
hundreds on so strange a hazard, I must be recommending a subscription 
to him, and paying his bill at the Ferry! I never will pay any person’s 
bill again, that’s certain.—And you kept up a constant correspondence with 
Lovel, I suppose ?” : 

““T just gat ae bit scrape o’ a pen frae him, to say there wad, as yester- 
- day fell, be a packet at Tannonburgh, wi’ letters o’ great consequence to 
the Knockwinnock folk; for they jaloused the opening of our letters at 
Fairport—And that’s as true; I hear Mrs. Mailsetter is to lose her office 
for looking after other folk’s business and neglecting her ain.” 

‘And what do you expect now, Edie, for being the adviser, and messen- 
ger, and guard, and confidential person in all these matters ?” : 

‘“ Deil haet do I expect — excepting that a’ the gentles will come to the 

Ww 
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gaberlunzie’s burial; and maybe ye’ll carry the head yoursell, as ye did 
puir Steenie Mucklebackit’s.—What trouble was’t to me? I was ganging 
about at ony rate—O but I was blythe when I got out of prison, though ; 
for I thought, what if that weary letter should come when I am closed up 
here like an oyster, and a’ should gang wrany for want o’t? and whiles I 
thought I maun make a clean breast and tell you a’ about it; but then I 
couldna weel do that without contravening Mr. Lovel’s positive orders; and 
I reckon he had to see somebody at Edinburgh afore he could do what he 
wussed to do for Sir Arthur and his family.” 

“Well, and to your public news, Edie—So they are still coming, are 
they ?” 

© Troth they say sae, sir; and there’s come down strict orders for the 
forces and volunteers to be alert; and there’s a clever young officer to come 
here forthwith, to look at our means o’ defence —I saw the Bailie’s lass 
cleaning his belts and white breeks — I gae her a hand, for ye maun think 
she wasna ower clever at it, and sae I gat a’ the news for my pains.” 

“ And what think you, as an old soldier ?” 

‘“‘Troth, I kenna—an they come so mony as they speak 0’, they’ll be odds 
against us. But there’s mony yauld chields amang thae volunteers; and 
I maunna say muckle about them that’s no weel and no very able, because 
I am something that gate mysell—But we’se do our best.” 

‘‘What! so your martial spirit is rising again, Edie? 


Even in our ashes glow their wonted fires! 


{ would not have thought you, Edie, had so much to fight for ?” 

“ Me no muckle to fight for, sir ?—isna there the country to fight for, and 
the burnsides that I gang daundering beside, and the hearths o’ the gude- 
wives that gie me my bit bread, and the bits 0’ weans that come toddling 
to play wi’ me when I come about a landward town?—Deil!” he continued, 
grasping his pikestaff with great emphasis, ‘‘an I had as gude pith as I hae 
gude-will, and a gude cause, I should gie some o’ them a day’s kemping.” 

‘‘ Bravo, bravo, Edie! The country’s in little ultimate danger, when the 
beggar’s as ready to fight for his dish as the laird for his land.” 

Their further conversation reverted to the particulars of the night passed 
by the mendicant and Lovel in the ruins of St. Ruth; by the details of 
which the Antiquary was highly amused. 

‘“‘T would have given a guinea,” he said, ‘‘to have seen the scoundrelly 
German under the agonies of those terrors, which it is part of his own 
quackery to inspire into others; and trembling alternately for the fury of 
his patron, and the apparition of some hobgoblin.” 

‘“'Troth,” said the beggar, ‘there was time for him to be cowed; for ye 
wad hae thought the very spirit of Hell-in-Harness had taken possession 0’ 
the body o’ Sir Arthur. But what will come o’ the land-louper ?” : 

“Y have had a letter this morning, from which I understand he has ae- 
quitted you of the charge he brought against you, and offers to make such 
discoveries as will render the settlement of Sir Arthur’s affairs a more easy 
task than we apprehended — So writes the Sheriff; and adds, that he has 
given some private information of importance to Government, in considera- 
tion of which, I understand he will be sent back to play the knave in his 
own country.” 

‘“And a’ the bonny engines, and wheels, and the coves, and. sheughs, 
doun at Glen-Withershins yonder, what’s to come o’ them?” said Edie. . 

‘“‘T hope the men, before they are dispersed, will make a bonfire of their 
gimecracks, as an army destroy their artillery when forced to raise a siege. 
And as for the holes, Edie, I abandon them as rat-traps, for the benefit of 
the next wise men who may choose to drop the substance to snatch at a 
shadow.” 

“ech, sirs! guide us a’! tc burn the engines? that’s a greet waste ~ 
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Had ye na better try to get back part o’ your hundred pounds wi’ the sale 
vy’ the materials?” he continued, with a tone of affected condolence. 

“Not a farthing,” said the Antiquary, peevishly, taking a turn from him, 
and making a step or two away. Then returning, half-smiling at his own 
pettishness, he said, ‘Get thee into the house, Edie, and remember mv 
counsel: never speak to me about a mine, nor to my nephew Hector about 
a phoca, that is a sealgh, as you call it.” 

‘“‘T maun be ganging my ways back to Fairport,” said the wanderer; “T 
want to see what they’re saying there about the invasion ; — but T’l] mind 
what your honour says, no to speak to you about a sealgh, or to the Captain 
about the hundred pounds that you gied to Douster”’ 

*Confound thee !—I desired thee not to mention that to me.” 

“Dear me!” said Edie, with affected surprise; “weel, I thought there 
was naething but what your honour could hae studden in the way 0’ agree- 
able conversation, unless it was about the Praetorian yonder, or the bodle 
that the packman sauld to ye for an auld coin.” 

‘“Pshaw! pshaw!” said the Antiquary, turning from him hastily, and 
retreating into the house. 

The mendicant looked after him a moment, and with a chuckling laugh, 
such as that with which a magpie or parrot applauds a successful exploit 
of mischief, he resumed once more the road to Fairport. His habits had 
given him a sort of restlessness, much increased by the pleasure he took in 
gathering news; and in a short time he had regained the town which he 
left in the morning, for no reason that he knew himself, unless just to “hae 
a bit crack wi’ Monkbarns.” 


Chapter the Forty-Fiith. 


Red glared the beacon on Pownell, 
On Skiddaw there were three ; 
The bugle horn on moor and fell 
Was heard continually. 
JAMES Hoaa. 


Tur watch who kept his watch on the hill, and looked towards Birnam, 
probably conceived himself dreaming when he first beheld the fated grove 
put itself into motion for its march to Dunsinane. Even so old Caxon, as, 
perchea in his hut, he qualified his thoughts upon the approaching mar- 
riage of his daughter, and the dignity of being father-in-law to Lieutenant 
Taffril, with an oceasional peep towards the signal-post with which his own 
corresponded, was nota little surprised by observing a light in that direction. 
He rubbed his eyes, looked again, adjusting his observation by a cross-staff 
which had been placed so as to bear upon the point. And behold, the light 
increased, like a comet to the eye of the astronomer, “ with fear of change 
perplexing nations.” 

“The Lord preserve us!’ said Caxon, “‘what’s to be done now? But 
there will be wiser heads than mine to look to that, sae I’se e’en fire the 
deacon.” 

And he lighted the beacon accordingly, which threw up to the sky a long 
wavering train of light, startling the sea-fow! from their nests, and reflected 
lar beneath by the reddening billows of the sea. The brother warders of 
axon being equally diligent, caught and repeated his signal. The lights 
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glanced on headlands and capes and inland hills, and the whole district was 
alarmed by the signal of invasion.* 

Our Antiquary, his head wrapped warm in two double night-caps, was 
quietly enjoying his repose, when it was suddenly broken by the screama 
of his sister, his niece, and two maid-servants. 

‘What the devil is the matter?” said he, starting up in his bed—‘“ woman- 
kind in my room at this hour of night !—are ye all mad?” 

“The beacon, uncle!” said Miss M‘Intyre. 

“The French coming to murder us!’ screamed Miss Griselda. 

“The beacon! the beacon !—the French ! the French !—murder! murder! 
and waur than murder !’’? —cried the two handmaaidens, like the chorus of 
an opera. 

“The French?” said Oldbuck, starting up;— ‘get out of the room, 
womankind that ye are, till I get my things on— And hark ye, bring me 
my sword.” 


* The story of the false alarm at Fairport, and the consequences, are taken from a real incident. Those 
who witnessed the state of Britain, and of Scotland in particular, from the period that succeeded the war which 
commenced in 1803 to the battle of ‘l'rafalgar, must recollect those times with feelings which we can hardly 
hope to make the rising generation comprehend. Almost every individual was enrolled either in a military 
or civil capacity, for the purpose of contributing to resist the long suspended threats of invasion, which were 
echoed from every quarter. Beacons were erected along the coast, and all through the country, to give the 
signal for every one to repair to the post where his peculiar duty called him, and men of every description fit 
to serve held themselves in readiness on the shortest summons During this agitating period, and on the 
evening of the 2d February, 1804, the person who kept watch on the commanding station of Home Castle, being 
deceived by some accidental fire in the county of Northumberland, which he took for the corresponding 
signal-light in that county with which his orders were to communicate, lighted up his own beacon. The 
signal was immediately repeated through all the valleys on the English Border. If the beacon at Saint 
Abb’s head had been fired, the alarm would have run northward, and roused a!l Sectland. But the watch 
at this important point judiciously considered, that if there had been actual or threatened descent on 
our eastern sea-coast, the alarm would have come along the coast, and not from the interior of the 
country. 

Through the Border counties the alarm spread with rapidity. and on no occasion when that country was 
the scene of perpetual and unceasing war, was the summons to arms more readily obeyed. In Berwickshire 
Roxburghshire, and Selkirkshire, the volunteers and militia got under arms with a degree of rapidity and 
alacrity which, considering the distance individuals lived from each other, had something in it very surprising 
—they poured to the alarm-posts on the sea-coast in a state so well armed and so completely appointed, with 
baggage, provisions, &c., aS was accounted by the best military judges to render them fit for instant and 
effectual service. 

There were some particulars in the general alarm which are curious and interesting. The men of Liddes- 
dale, the most remote point to the westward which the alarm reached, were so much afraid of being late in 
the field, that they put in requisition all the horses they could tind, and when they had thus made a forced 
march out of their own country. they turned their borrowed steeds loose to find their way back throngh the 
hills, and they all got back safe to their own stables. Another remarkable circumstance was, the general cry 
of the inhabitants of the smaller towns for arms, that they might go along with their companions ‘The Sel- 
kirkshire Yeomanry made a remarkable march, for although some of the individuals lived at twenty and 
thirty miles distance from the place where they mustered, they were nevertheless embodied and in order 
in so short a period, that they were at Dalkeith, which was their alarm-post, about one 0’clock on the day 
succeeding the first signal, with men and horses in good order, though the roads were in a bad state, and 
many of the troopers must have ridden forty or fifty miles without drawing bridle. Two members of the 
corps chanced to be absent from their homes, and in Edinburgh on private business. ‘he lately married 
wife of one of these gentlemen, and the widowed mother of the other, sent the arms, uniforms, and chargers 
of the two troopers, that they might join their companions at Dalkeith. The author was very much struck 
by the answer made to him by the last-mentioned lady, when he paid her some compliment on the readiness 
which she showed in equipping her son with the means of meeting danger, when she might have left him 
a fair excuse for remaining absent. “ Sir,’ she replied, with the spirit of a Roman matron, “none can know 
better than you that my son is the only prop by which, since his father’s death, our family is supported. But 
I would rather see him dead on that. hearth, than hear that he had been a horse’s length behind his compa- 
nions in the defence of his king and country.” ‘he author mentions what was immediately under his own 
eye, and within his own knowledge; but the spirit was universal, wherever the alarm reached, both in Scot- 
land and Eneland. 2 

‘he account of the ready patriotism displayed by the country on this occasion, warmed the hearts of Scot- 
tishmen in every corner of the world. It reached the ears of the well-known Dr. Leyden, whose enthusiastic 
leve of Scotland, and of his own district of Teviotdale, formed a distinguished part of his character. ‘he 
account, which was read to him when on a sick-bed, stated (very truly) that the different corps on arriving at 
‘heir alarm-posts, announced themselves by their music playing the tunes peculiar to their own districts, 
many of which have been gathering-signals for centuries. It was particularly remembered, that the Liddes 
dale men, before mentioned, entered Kelso plaving the lively tune— 


O wha dare meddle wi’ me. 
And wha dare meddle wi’ me! 
My name it is little Jock Elhot, 
And wha dare meddle wi’ me! 


The patient was so delighted with this display of ancient Border spirit, that he sprung up in his bed, and began 
to sing the old song with such vehemence of action and voice, that his attendants, ignorant of the cause of 
excitation, concluded that the fever had taken possession of his brain; and it was only the entry of another 
Borderer, Sir John Malcolm, and the explanation which he was well qualified to give, that prevented them 
from resorting to means of medical coercion. 

The circumstances of this false alarm, and its consequences, may be now held of too little importance even © 
for a note upon a work of fiction; but, at the period when it happened, it was hailed by the country as a pr 
pitious omen, that the national force, to which much must naturally have been trusted, had the spirit to took 
wn the face the danger which they had taken arms to repel; and every one was convinced, that on whicheve> 
aide Gid ynight bestow the victory, the invaders would meet with the most determined oppositica. fom the 
suidren c. the soil, 
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* Whilk 0’ them, Monkbarns ?” cried his sister, offering a Roman falchion 
of brass with the one hand, and with the other an Andrea Ferrara without 
a handle. 

“The langest, the langest,” cried Jenny Rintherout, dragging in a two- 
handed sword of the twelfth century. 

‘“Womankind!” said Oldbuck, in great agitation, ‘be composed, and do 
not give way to vain terror — Are you sure they are come ?” 

“Sure, sure !’”’ exclaimed Jenny—‘“ ower sure !—a’ the sea fencibles, and 
the land fencibles, and the volunteers and yeomanry, are on fit, and driving 
to Fairport as hard as horse and man can gang — and auld Mucklebackit’s 
gane wi’ the lave—muckle gude he’ll do! Hech, sirs !—he’ll be missed the 
morn wha wad hae served king and country weel !” 

‘Give me,” said Oldbuck, ‘‘the sword which my father wore in the year 
forty-five —it hath no belt or baldrick — but we’ll make shift.” 

So saying, he thrust the weapon through the cover of his breeches pocket. 
At this moment Hector entered, who had been to a neighbouring height to 
ascertain whether the alarm was actual. 

“Where are your arms, nephew?” exclaimed Oldbuck — “‘ where is your 
double-barrelled gun that was never out of your hand when there was no 
occasion for snch vanities ?” 

‘Pooh! pooh! sir,” said Hector, ‘who ever took a fowling-piece on 
action? I have got my uniform on, you see—I hope I shall be of more use 
if they will give me a command, than I] could be with ten double-barrels. 
And you, sir, must get to Fairport, to give directions for quartering and 
maintaining the men and horses, and preventing confusion.” 

“You are right, Hector, —-I believe I shall do as much with my head as 
my hand too. But here comes Sir Arthur Wardour, who, between our- 
selves, is not fit to accomplish much either one way or the other.” 

Sir Arthur was probably of a different opinion; for, dressed in his licu- 
tenancy uniform, he was also on the road to Fairport, and called in his way 
to take Mr. Oldbuck with him, having had his original opinion of his 
sagacity much confirmed by late events. And in spite of all the entreaties 
of the womankind that the Antiquary would stay to garrison Monkbarns, 
Mr. Oldbuck, with his nephew, instantly accepted Sir Arthur’s offer. 

Those who have witnessed such a scene can alone cenceive the state of 
bustle in Fairport. The windows were glancing with a hundred lights, 
which, appearing and disappearing rapidly, indicated the confusion within 
doors. The women of lower rank assembled and clamoured in the market- 
place. The yeomanry, pouring from their different glens, galloped through 
the streets, some individually, some in parties of five or six, as they had 
met on the road. The drums and fifes of the volunteers beating to arms, 
were blended with the voice of the officers, the sound of the bugles, and 
the tolling of the bells from the steeple. The ships in the harbour were lit 
up, and boats from the armed vessels added to the bustle, by landing men 
and guns destined to assist in the defence of the place. This part of the 
preparations was superintended by Taffril with much activity. Two or 
three light vessels had already slipped their cables and stood out to sea, in 
order to discover the supposed enemy. 

Such was the scene of general confusion, when Sir Arthur Wardour, Old- 
buck, and Hector, made their way with difficulty into the principal square, 
where the town-house is situated. It was lighted up, and the magistracy, 
with many of the neighbouring gentlemen, were assembled. And here, as 
upon other occasions of the like kind in Scotland, it was remarkable how 
_ the good sense and firmness of the people supplied almost all the deficien- 
_ cies of inexperience. 

The magistrates were beset by the quarter-masters of the different Hoe os 
fur billets for men and horses. ‘‘ Let us,” said Bailie Littlejohn, “take the 
-orses into our warehouses, and the men into our parlours share our 
Vou. I 17 w2 - 
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supper with the one, and our forage with the other. We have made our 
selves wealthy under a free and paternal government, and now is the time 
to show we know its value.” 

A loud and cheerful acquiescence was given by all present, and the sub- 
stance of the wealthy, with the persons of those of all ranks, were unani- 
mously devoted to the defence of the country. 

Captain M‘Intyre acted on this occasion as military adviser and aid-de- 
eamp to the principal magistrate, and displayed a degree of presence of 
mind, and knowledge of his profession, totally unexpected by his uncle, 
who, recollecting his usual insouciance and impetuosity, gazed at him with 

stonishment from time to time, as he remarked the calm and steady manner 
n which he explained the various measures of precaution that his expe- 
rience suggested, and gave directions for executing them. He found the 
different corps in good order, considering the irregular materials of which 
they were composed, in great force of numbers, and high confidence and 
spirits. And so much did military experience at that moment over- 
balance all other claims to consequence, that even old Edie, instead of being 
left, like Diogenes at Sinope, to roll his tub when all around were preparin 
for defence, had the duty assigned him of superintending the serving out of 
the ammunition, which he executed with much discretion. 

Two things were still anxiously expected—the presence of the Glenallan 
volunteers, who, in consideration of the importance of that family, had been 
formed into a separate corps, and the arrival of the officer before announced, 
to whom the measures of defence on that coast had been committed by the 
commander-in-chief, and whose commission would entitle him to take upon 
himself the full disposal of the military force. 

At length the bugles of the Glenallan yeomanry were heard, and the 
Ear] himself, to the surprise of all who knew his habits and state of health, 
appeared at their head in uniform. They formed a very handsome and 
well-mounted squadron, formed entirely out of the Harl’s Lowland tenants, 
and were followed by a regiment of five hundred men, completely equipped 
in the Highland dress, whom he had brought down from the upland glens, 
with their pipes playing in the van. The clean and serviceable appearance 
of this band of feudal dependants called forth the admiration of Captain 
M‘Intyre; but his uncle was still more struck by the manner in which, 
upon this crisis, the ancient military spirit of his house seemed to animate 
and invigorate the decayed frame of the Earl, their leader. He claimed, 
and obtained for himself and his followers, the post most likely to be that 
of danger, displayed great alacrity in making the necessary dispositions, 
and showed equal acuteness in discussing their propriety. Morning broke 
in upon the military councils of Fairport, while all concerned were still 
eagerly engaged in taking precautions for their defence. 

At length a cry among the people announced, ‘“‘ There’s the brave Major 
Neville come at last, with another officer ;” and their post-chaise and fou: 
drove into the square, amidst the huzzas of the volunteers and inhabitants. 
The magistrates, with their assessors of the lieutenancy, hastened to the 
door of their town-house to receive him; but what was the surprise of all 
present, but most especially that of the Antiquary, when they became 
aware, that the handsome uniform and military cap disclosed the person 
and features of the pacific Lovel! A warm embrace, and a hearty shake 
of the hand, were necessary to assure him that his eyes were doing him 
ane Sur Arthur was no less surprised to recognise his son, Captain 

ardour, in Lovel’s, or rather Major Neville’s company. The first words 
of the young officers were a positive assurance to all present, that the cour- 
age and zeal which they had displayed were entirely thrown away, unless 
tm so far as they afforded an acceptable proof of their spirit and prompt 
.tude. 

‘The watchman at Halket-head,” said Major Neville, ‘as we discovered 
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by an ahi tion which we made in our route hither, was most naturally 
misled by a bonfire which some idle people had made on the hill above 
Glen-Withershins, just in the line of the beacon with which his corre- 
sponded.” 

Oldbuck gave a conscious look to Sir Arthur, who returned it with one 
equally sheepish, and a shrug of the shoulders. 

“It must have been the machinery which we condemned to the flames in 
our wrath,” said the Antiquary, plucking up heart, though not a little 
ashamed of having been the cause of so much disturbance — “The devil 
take Dousterswivel with all my heart!—TI think he has bequeathed us a 
legacy of blunders and mischief, as if he had lighted some train of fire- 
works at his departure. I wonder what cracker will go off next among our 
shins. But yonder comes the prudent Caxon.— Hold up your head, you 
ass—your betters must bear the blame for you— And here, take this what- 
d’ye-call-it””—( giving him his sword) —‘‘ I wonder what I would have said 
yesterday to any man that would have told me I was to stick such an 
appendage to my tail.” 

ere he found his arm gently pressed by Lord Glenallan, who dragged 
him into a separate apartment. ‘‘ For God’s sake, who is that young gen- 
tleman who is so strikingly like” 

“‘ Like the unfortunate Kveline,” interrupted Oldbuck. “I felt my heart 
warm to him from the first, and your lordship has suggested the very 
cause.” 

“But who— who is he?” continued Lord Glenallan, holding the Anti- 
quary with a convulsive grasp. 

“Formerly I would have called him Lovel, but now he turns out to be 
Major Neville.” 

“Whom my brother brought up as his natural son —whom he made his 
heir—Gracious Heaven! the child of my Eveline!” 

“‘ Hold, my lord — hold!” said Oldbuck, “‘do not give too hasty way to 
such a presumption ;—what probability is there ?” 

“‘ Probability? none! There is certainty! absolute certainty! The agent 
I mentioned to you wrote me the whole story—I received it yesterday, not 
sooner. Bring him, for God’s sake, that a father’s eyes may bless him 
before he departs.” 

“J will; but, for your own sake and his, give him a few moments for 
preparation.” 

And, determined to make still farther investigation before yielding his 
entire conviction to so strange a tale, he sought out Major Neville, and 
found him expediting the necessary measures for dispersing the force which 
had been assembled. 

“Pray, Major Neville, leave this business for a moment to Captain 
Wardour and to Hector, with whom, I hope, you are thoroughly recon- 
ciled,” (Neville laughed, and shook hands with Hector across the table, ) 
“and grant me a moment’s audience.” 

“ You have a claim on me, Mr. Oldbuck, were my business more urgent,” 
said Neville, ‘‘ for having passed myself upon you under a false name, and 
rewarding your hospitality by i injuring your nephew.” 

“You served him as he deserved,” said Oldbuck—‘ though, by the way, 
he showed as much good sense as spirit to-day —Hgad! if he would rub 
up his learning, and read Cesar and Polybius, and the Stratagemata 
Polyceni, 1 think he would rise in the army —and I will certainly lend him 
a lift.” 

‘“‘Ffe is heartily deserving of it,” said Neville; ‘and I am glad you 
excuse me, which you may do the more frankly, when you know that I am 
so unfortunate as to have no better right to the name of Neville, by which 
J 4ave been generally distinguished, than to that of Lovel. under whish 
y u knew me.” 
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“Indeed! then, I trust, we shall find out one for you to which you shall 
have a firm and legal title.” 

“Sir!—TI trust you do not think the misfortune of my birth a fit sub- 
ject” 
J By no means, young man,” answered the Antiquary, interrupting 
him ; — ‘‘I believe I know more of your birth than you do yourself— and, 
to convince you of it, you were educated and known as a natural son of 
Geraldin Neville of Neville’s-burgh, in Yorkshire, and, I presume, as kis 
destined heir ?” 

“Pardon me—no such views were held out to me. I was liberally 
educated, and pushed forward in the army by money and interest; but ] 
Yelieve my supposed father long entertained some ideas of marriage 
though he never carried them into effect.” 

‘You say your supposed father? —What leads you to suppose Mr. 
Geraldin Neville was not your real father?” 

“JT know, Mr. Oldbuck, that you would not ask these questions on a 
point of such delicacy for the gratification of idle curiosity. I will, there- 
fore, tell you candidly, that last year, while we occupied a small town in 
French Flanders, I found in a convent, near which I was quartered, a 
woman who spoke remarkably good English — She was a Spaniard —her 
name Teresa D’Acunha. In the process of our acquaintance, she dis- 
covered who I was, and made herself known to me as the person who had 
charge of my infancy. She dropped more than one hint of rank to which 
I was entitled, and of injustice done to me, promising a more full disclo- 
sure in case of the death of a lady in Scotland, during whose lifetime she 
was determined to keep the secret. She also intimated that Mr. Geraldin 
Neville was not my father. We were attacked by the enemy, and driven 
irom the town, which was pillaged with savage ferocity by the republicans. 
The religious orders were the particular objects of their hate and cruelty. 
The convent was burned, and several nuns perished—among others Teresa ; 
and with her all chance of knowing the story of my birth: tragic by all 
accounts it must have been.” 

“‘ Raro antecedentem scelestum, or, as I may here say, scelestam,” said 
Oldbuck, “‘ deseruit poena—even Epicureans admitted that. And what did 
you do upon this?” 

‘“‘T remonstrated with Mr. Neville by letter, and to no purpose. I then 
obtained leave of absence, and threw myself at his feet, conjuring him to 
complete the disclosure which Teresa had begun. He refused, and, on my 
importunity, indignantly upbraided me with the favours he had already 
conferred. I thought he abused the power of a benefactor, as he was com- 
pelled to admit he had no title to that of a father, and we parted in mutual 
displeasure. I renounced the name of Neville, and assumed that under 
which you knew me. It was at this time, when residing with a friend in 
the north of England who favoured my disguise, that I became acquainted 
with Miss Wardour, and was romantic enough to follow her to Scotland. 
My mind wavered on various plans of life, when I resolved to apply once 
more to Mr. Neville for an explanation of the mystery of my birth. It 
was long ere I received an answer; you were present when it was put inte 
my hands. He informed me of his bad state of health, and conjured me, 
for my own sake, to inquire no farther into the nature of his connexion 
with me, but to rest satisfied with his declaring it to be such and so inti- 
mate, that he designed to constitute me his heir. When I was preparing 
to leave Fairport to join him, a second express brought me word that he 
was nomcre. The possession of great wealth was unable to suppress the 
remorseful feelings with which I now regarded my conduct to my bene- 
factor, and some hints in his letter appearing to intimate there was on my 
birth a deeper stain than that of ordinary illegitimacy, I remembered 
sertain prejudices of Sir Arthur.” 
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“And you brooded over these melancholy ideas until you were ill, 
instead of coming to me for advice, and telling me the whole story?” said 
Oldbuck. 

“Exactly ; then came my quarrel with Captain M‘Intyre, and my con» 
yelled departure from Fairport and its vicinity.” 

“From love and from poetry — Miss Wardour and the Caledoniad ?”” 

“* Most true.” 

“And since that time you have been occupied, I suppose, with plans fo 
Sir Arthur’s relief?” 

“Yes, sir; with the assistance of Captain Wardour at Edinburgh.” 

** And Edie Ochiltree here — you see I know the whole story. But how 
came you by the treasure ?”’ ! 

“It was a quantity of plate which had belonged to my uncle, and was 
left in the custody of a person at Fairport. Some time before his death he 
had sent orders that it should be melted down. He perhaps did not wish 
me to see the Glenallan arms upon it.” 

“Well, Major Neville — or let me say, Lovel, being the name in which I 
rather delight — you must, I believe, exchange both of your alias’s for the 
style and title of the Honourable William Geraldin, commonly called Lord 
Geraldin.” 

The Antiquary then went through the strange and melancholy circum- 
stances concerning his mother’s death. 

“‘T have no doubt,” he said, ‘‘ that your uncle wished the report to be be- 
lieved, that the child of this unhappy marriage was no more — perhaps he 
might himself have an eye to the inheritance of his brother — he was then 
a gay wild young man — But of all intentions against your person, how- 
ever much the evil conscience of Elspeth might lead her to suspect him 
from the agitation in whi_h he appeared, Teresa’s story and your own fully 
acquit him. And now, my dear sir. let me have the pleasure of introducing 
a son to a father.” ; 

We will not attempt to descrine such a meeting. The proofs on all sides 
were found to be complete, for Mr. Neville had left a distinct account of the 
whole transaction with his confidential steward in a sealed packet, which 
was not to be opened until the death of the old Countess; his motive for 
preserving secrecy so long appearing to have been an apprehension of the 
effect which the discovery, fraught with so much disgrace, must necessarily 
produce upon her haughty and violent temper. 

In the evening of that day, the yeomanry and volunteers of Glenallan 
drank prosperity to their young master. In a month afterwards Lord 
Geraldin was married to Miss Wardour, the Antiquary making the lady a 
present of the wedding ring—a massy circle of antique chasing, bearing 
the motto of Aldobrand Oldenbuck, Kunst macht gunst. 

Old Edie, the most important man that ever wore a blue-gown, bowls 
away easily from one friend’s house to another, and boasts that he never 
travels unless on a sunny day. Latterly, indeed, he has given some symp- 
toms of becoming stationary, being frequently found in the corner of a 
snug cottage between Monkbarns and Knockwinnock, to which Caxon re- 
treated upon his daughter’s marriage, in order to be in the neighbourhood 
of the three parochial wigs, which he continues to keep in repair though 
only for amusement. Hdie has been heard to say, “This is a gey bein 
place. and it’s a comfort to hae sic a corner to sit in in a bad day.” It is 
thought, as he grows stiffer in the joints, he will finally settle there. 

The bounty of such wealthy patrons as Lord and Lady Geraldin flowed 
copiously upon Mrs. Hadoway and upon the Mucklebackits. By the former 
it was well employed, by the‘latter wasted. They continue, however, to 
receive it, but under the administration of Edie Ochiltree; and they do not 
accept it without grumbling at the channel through which it is conveyed. 

Hector is rising rapidly in the army, and has been more than once men- 
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tioned in the Gazette, and rises proportionally high in his uncle’s favour; 
and what scarcely pleases the young soldier less, he has also shot two seals, 
and thus put an end to the Antiquary’s perpetual harping upon the story 
of the phoca. People talk of a marriage between Miss M‘Intyre and Cap- 
tain Wardour; but this wants confirmation. - 

The Antiquary is a frequent visitor at Knockwinnock and Glenallan- 
House, ostensibly for the sake of completing two essays, one on the mail 
shirt of the Great Earl, and the other on the left-hand gauntlet of Hell-in 
Harness. He regularly inquires whether Lord Geraldin has commenced the 
Maledoniad, and shakes his head at the answers he receives. Hn attendant, 
however, he has completed his notes, which, we believe, will be at the ser- 
vice of any one who chooses to make them public without risk or expense 
to THe ANTIQUARY. 


SED OF THE ANTIOUARY. 


Gules of my Landlord, 


COLLECTED AND ARRANGED 


BY JEDEDIAH CURISHBOTHAM, 


@0800' MASTER AND PARISH OCOLERE OF GANT BRULEUOK 


FIRST SERI®8 


Hear, Land o’Cakes and brither Scots. 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groats’, 
If there’s a hole in a’ your coats, 
I rede ye tent it; 
A chiel’s amang you takin’ notes, 
An’ faith he’ll prent it! +Borra 


Che Black Dwart. 


Ahora bien, dixo il Cura; traedme, senor hu€ésped, aquesos livros, que los quiero ver. 
Que me place, respondié el; y entrando en su aposento, sacé dél una malletilla vieja 
cerrada con una cadenilla, y abriéndola, hallé en elia tres libros yrandes y unos papeles 
de muy buena letra escritos de mano.—Don Qurxote, Parte I. Capitulo 32. 


It is mighty well, said the priest; pray, landlord, bring me those books, for I have 
a mind to scé them. With all my heart, answered the host; and going to his cham- 
ber, he brought out a little old cloke-bag, with a padlock and chain to it, and opening 
it, he took out three large volumes, and some manuscript papers written in a fine 
character.—Jarvis’s Translation. 


ad 
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As I may, without vanity, presume that the name and official description 
prefixed to this Proem will secure it, from the sedate and reflecting part of 
mankind, to whom only I would be understood to address myself, such 
attention as is due to the sedulous instructor of youth, and the careful per- 
former of my Sabbath duties, I will forbear to hold up a candle to the day- 
light, or to point out to the judicious those recommendations of my labours 
which they must necessarily anticipate from the perusal of the title-page. 
Nevertheless, I am not unaware, that, as Envy always dogs Merit at the 
heels, there may be those who will whisper, that albeit my learning and 
good principles cannot (lauded be the heavens!) be denied by any one, yet 
that my situation at Gandercleuch hath been more favourable to my acqui- 
sitions in learning than to the enlargement of my views of the ways and 
works of the present generation. To the which objection, if, peradventure, 
any such shall be started, my answer shall be threefold: 

First, Gandercleuch is, as it were, the central part—the navel (si fas sit 
dicere) of this our native realm of Scotland; so that men, from every corner 
thereof, when travelling on their concernments of business, either towards 
our metropolis of law, by which I mean Edinburgh, or towards our metro- 
polis and mart of gain, whereby I insinuate Glasgow, are frequently led to 
make Gandercleuch their abiding stage and place of rest for the night. 
And it must be acknowledged by the most sceptical, that I, who have sat 
in the leathern arm-chair, on the left-hand side of the fire, in the common 
room of the Wallace Inn, winter and summer, for every evening in my life, 
during forty years by past (the Christian Sabbaths only excepted), must 
have seen more of the manners and customs of various tribes and people, 
than if I had sought them out by my own painful travel and bodily labour. 
Even so doth the tollman at the well-frequented turnpike on the Well-brae- 
head, sitting at his ease in his own dwelling, gather more receipt of custom, 
than if, moving forth upon the road, he were to require a contribution from 
each person whom he chanced to meet in his journey, when, according to 
the vulgar adage, he might possibly be greeted with more kicks than half- 

ence. 

: But, secondly, supposing it again urged, that Ithacus, the most wise of 
the Greeks, acquired his renown, as the Roman poet hath assured us, by 
visiting states and men, I reply to the Zoilus who shall adhere to this 
objection, that, de facto, I have seen states and men also; for I have visited 
the famous cities of Edinburgh and Glasgow, the former twice, and the 
latter three times, in the course of my earthly pilgrimage. And, moreover, 
I had the honour to sit in the General Assembly (meaning as an auditor, in 
the galleries thereof), and have heard as much goodly speaking on the law 
of patronage, as, with the fructification thereof in mine own undersitand- 
ing, hath made me be considered as an oracle upon that doctrine ever since 
my safe and happy return to Gandercleuch. 

Again——and thirdly, If it be nevertheless pretended that my informa: 
tion and knewledge of mankind however extensive, and Rae 
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acquired, by constant domestic inquiry, and by foreign travel, 1s, natheless, 
incompetent to the task of recording the pleasant narratives of my Land- 
lord, 1 will let these critics know, to their own eternal shame and confusion, 
as well as to the abashment and discomfiture of all who shall rashly take 
up a song against me, that I am nor the writer, redactor, or compiler, of 
the Tales of my Landlord; nor am JI, in one single iota, answerable for 
their contents, more or less. And now, ye generation of critics, who raise © 
yourselves up as it were brazen serpents, to hiss with your tongues, and to 
smite with your stings, bow yourselves down to your native dust, and 
acknowledge that yours have been the thoughts of ignorance, and the words 
of vain foolishness. Lo! ye are caught in your own snare, and your own 
ptiath yawned for you. Turn, then, aside from the task that is too heavy 
for you; destroy not your teeth by gnawing a file; waste not your strength 
by spurning against a castle wall; nor spend your breath in contending in 
swiftness with a fleet steed; and let those weigh the Tales of my Landlord, 
who shall bring with them the scales of candour, cleansed from the rust of 
prejudice by the hands of intelligent modesty. For these alone they were 
compiled, as will appear from a brief narrative which my zeal for truth 
compelled me to make supplementary to the present Proem. 

It is well known that my Landlord was a pleasing and a facetious man, 
acceptable unto all the parish of Gandercleuch, excepting only the Laird, 
the Exciseman, and those for whom he refused to draw liquor upon trust. 
Their causes of dislike I will touch separately, adding my own refutation 
thereof. 

His honour, the Laird, accused our Landlord, deceased, of having encou- 
raged, in various times and places, the destruction of hares, rabbits, fowls 
black and grey, partridges, moor-pouts, roe-deer, and other birds and quad- 
rupeds, at unlawful seasons, and contrary to the laws of this realm, which 
have secured, in their wisdom, the slaughter of such animals for the great 
of the earth, whom I have remarked to take an uncommon (though to me, 
an unintelligible) pleasure therein. Now, in humble deference to his 
honour, and in justifiable defence of my friend deceased, I reply to this 
charge, that howsoever the form of such animals might appear to be similar 
to those so protected by the law, yet it was a mere deceptio visus; for what 
resembled hares were, in fact, Aall-kids, and those partaking of the appear- 
ance of moor-fowl, were truly wood-pigeons, and consumed and eaten eo 
nomine, and not otherwise. 

Again, the Exciseman pretended, that my deceased Landlord did encou- 
rage that species of manufacture called distillation, without having an 
especial permission from the Great, technically called a licence, for doing 
so. Now, I stand up to confront this falsehood; and in defiance of him, 
his gauging-stick, and pen and inkhorn, I tell him, that I never saw, or 
tasted, a glass of unlawful aqua vite: in the house of my Landlord; nay, 
that, on the contrary, we needed not such devices, in respect of a pleasing 
and somewhat seductive liquor, which was vended and consumed at the 
Wallace Inn, under the name of mountain dew. If there is a penalty 

against manufacturing such a liquor, let him show me the statute; and 
_ when he does, Pll tell him if I will obey it or no. | 

Concerning those who came to my Landlord for liquor, and went thirsty 
away, for lack of present coin, or future credit, I cannot but say it has 
grieved my bowels as if the case had been mine own. Nevertheless, m 
Landlord considered the necessities of a thirsty soul, and would permit 
them, in extreme need, and when their soul was impoverished for lack of 
moisture, to drink to the full value of their watches and wearing apparel, 
exclusively of their inferior habiliments, which he was uniformly inexorable 
in obliging them to retain, for the credit of the house. As to mine own 
part, | may well say that he never refused me that modicum of refreshment 
with which I am wont to recruit nature after the fatigues of my school. Ut 
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ts true, I taught his five sons English and Latin, writing, book-keeping, with 
x tincture of mathematics, and that I instructed his daughter in psalmody. 
Nor do I remember me of any fee or honorarium received from him ou 
account of these my labours, except the compotations aforesaid ;—never- 
theless, this compensation suited my humour well, since it is a hard sen- 
tence to bid a dry throat wait till quarter-day. 

But, truly, were I to speak my simple conceit and belief, I think my 
Landlord was chiefly moved to waive in my behalf the usual requisition of 
a symbol, or reckoning, from the pleasure he was wont to take in my con- 
versation, which, though solid and edifying in the main, was, like a well 
built palace, decorated with facetious narratives and devices, tending much 
to the enhancement and ornament thereof. And so pleased was my Land- 
lord of the Wallace in his replies during such colloquies, that there was no 
district in Scotland, yea, and no peculiar, and, as it were, distinctive custom 
therein practised, but was discussed betwixt us; insomuch, that those who 
stood by were wont to say, it was worth a bottle of ale to hear us commu- 
nicate with each other. And not a few travellers, from distant parts, as 
well as from the remote districts of our kingdom, were wont to mingle in 
the conversation, and to tell news that had been gathered in foreign lands, 
or preserved from oblivion in this our own. 

Now, I chanced to have contracted for teaching the lower classes with a 
young person called Peter, or Patrick, Pattieson, who had been educated 
for our Holy Kirk,—yea, had, by the licence of presbytery, his voice opened 
therein as a preacher,—who delighted in the collection of olden tales and 
legends, and in garnishing them with the flowers of poesy, whereof he was 
a vain and frivolous professor; for he followed not the example of those 
strong poets whom I proposed to him as a pattern, but formed versification 
of a flimsy and modern texture, to the compounding whereof was necessary 
‘small pains and less thought. And hence I have chid him as being one of 
those who bring forward the fatal revolution prophesied by Mr. Robert 
Carey, in his Vaticination on the Death of the celebrated Dr. John Donne: 


Now thou art gone, and thy strict laws will be 

Too hard for libertines in poetry ; 

Till verse (by thee refined) in this last age 

Turn ballad rhyme. 
I had also disputations with him touching his indulging rather a flowing 
and redundant than a concise and stately diction in his prose exercitations. 
But notwithstanding these symptoms of inferior taste, and a humour of 
contradicting his betters upon passages of dubious construction in Latin 
authors, I did grievously lament when Peter Pattieson was removed from 
me by death, even as if he had been the offspring of my own loins. And 
in respect his papers had been left iu iny care (to answer funeral and death- 
bed expenses), I conceived myself entitled to dispose of one parcel thereof, 
entitled, ‘Tales of my Landlord,” to one cunning in the trade (as it is 
called) of bookselling. He was a mirthful man, of small stature, cunning 
in counterfeiting of voices, and in making facetious tales and responses, 
and whom [ have to laud for the truth of his dealings towards me. 

Now, therefore, the world may see the injustice that charges me with in- 
capacity to write these narratives, seeing, that though I have proved that I 
could have written them if I would, yet, not having done so, the censure 
will deservedly fall, if at all due, upon the memory of Mr. Peter Pattieson ; 
whereas I must be justly entitled to the praise, when any is due, seeing 
that, as the Dean of St. Patrick’s wittily and logically expresseth it,—-. 


That without which a thing is not, 
Is Causa sine qua non. 
The work, therefore, is unto me as a child is to a parent; in the which 
child, if it proveth worthy, the parent hath honour and praise; but, if other 
wise, the disgrace will deservedly attach to itself alone. 
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I have only further to intimate, that Mr. Peter Pattieson, in arranging 
these Tales for the press, hath more consulted his own fancy than the accu 
racy of the narrative; nay, that he hath sometimes blended two or three 
stories together for the mere grace of his plots;—of which infidelity, 
although I disapprove and enter my testimony against it, yet I have not 
taken upon me to correct the same, in respect it was the will of the deceased 
that his manuscript should be submitted to the press without diminution or 
alteration. A fanciful nicety it was on the part of my deceased friend, 
who, if thinking wisely, ought rather to have conjured me, by all the tender 
ties of our friendship and common pursuits, to have carefully revised, altered, 
and augmented, at my judgment and discretion. But the will of the dead 
must be scrupulously obeyed, even when we weep over their pertinacity and 
self-delusion. So, gentle reader, I bid you farewell, recommending you to 
such fare as the mountains of your own country produce; and I will only 
farther premise, that each tale is preceded by a short introduction, men- 
tioning the persons by whom, and the circumstances under which, the 
materials there»f were collected. 

JEDEDIAH CLEISHBOTHAM. 


TO 
HIS LOVING COUNTRYMEN, 
WHETHER THEY ARE DENOMINATED 
WEN OF THE SOUTH, GENTLEMEN OF THE NORTH, 


PEOPLE OF THE WEST, OR FOLK OF FIFE; 


THESE TALES, 
ILLUSTRATIVE OF ANCIENT SCOTTISH MANNERS, 
AND OF THE 
TRADITIONS OF THEIR RESPECTIVE DISTRICTS, 
ARE RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED 


BY THEIR FRIEND AND LIEGE FELLOW-SUBJECT, 


JEDEDIAH CLEISHBOTHAM. 
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INTRODUCTION — (1829.) 


TuE ideal being who is here presented as residing in solitude, and 
haunted by a consciousness of his own deformity, and a suspicion of his 
being generally subjected to the scorn of his fellow-men, is not altogether 
imaginary. An individual existed many years since, under the author’s 
observation, which suggested such a character. This poor unfortunate 
man’s name was David Ritchie, a native of Tweeddale. He was the son 
of a labourer in the slate-quarries of Stobo, and must have been born in 
the mis-shapen form which he exhibited, though he sometimes imputed it 
to ill-usage when in infancy. He was bred a brush-maker at Edinburgh, 
and had wandered to several places, working at his trade, from all which 
he was chased by the disagreeable attention which his hideous singularity 
of form and face attracted wherever he came. The author understood him 
to say he had even been in Dublin. 

Tired at length of being the object of shouts, laughter, and derision, David 
Ritchie resolved, like a deer hunted from the herd, to retreat to some wilder- 
ness, where he might have the least possible communication with the world 
which scoffed at him. He settled himself, with this view, upon a patch of 
wild moorland at the bottom of a bank on the farm of Woodhouse, in the 
sequestered vale of the small river Manor, in Peebles-shire. The few people 
who had occasion to pass that way were much surprised, and some super- 
stitious persons a little alarmed, to see so strange a figure as Bow’d Davie 
(7. e. Crooked David) employed in a task, for which he seemed so totally 
unfit, as that of erecting a house. The cottage which he built was ex- 
tremely small, but the walls, as well as those of a little garden that sur- 
rounded it, were constructed with an ambitious degree of’ solidity, being 
composed of layers of large stones and turf; and some of the corner stones 
were so weighty, as to puzzle the spectators how such a person as the archi- 
tect could possibly have raised them. In fact, David received from passen- 
gers, or those who came attracted by curiosity, a good deal of assistance ; 
and as no one knew how much aid had been given by others, the wonder - 
of each individual remained undiminished. 

The proprietor of the ground, the late Sir James Naesmith, Baronet, 
chanced to pass this singular dwelling, which, having been placed there 
without right or leave asked or given, formed an exact parallel with Fal- 
staff’s simile of a “fair house built on another’s ground;” so that poor 
David might have lost his edifice by mistaking the property where he had 
erected it. Of course, the proprietor entertained no idea of exacting such 
a forfeiture, but readily sanctioned the harmless encroachment. 

The personal description of Elshender of Mucklestane-Moor has been 
venerally allowed to be a tolerably exact and unexaggerated portrait of 
David of Manor Water. He was not quite three feet and a half high, since 
be could stand upright in the door of bis mansion, which was just that 
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height. ‘Lhe following particulars concerning his figure and temper occur 
in the Scots Magazine for 1817, and are now understood to have been com- 
municated by the ingenious Mr. Robert Chambers of Edinburgh, who has 
recorded with much spirit the traditions of the Good Town, and, in other 
publications, largely and agreeably added to the stock of our popular anu- 
quities. He is the countryman of David Ritchie, and had the best access 
to collect anecdotes of him. 

‘His skull,” says this authority, ‘‘which was of an oblong and rather 
unusual shape, was said to be of such strength, that he could strike it with 
ease through the panel of a door, or the end of a barrel. His laugh is said 
to have been quite horrible; and his screech-owl voice, shrill, uncouth, and 
dissonant, corresponded well with his other peculiarities. 

“There was nothing very uncommon about his dress. He usually wore 
an old slouched hat when he went abroad; and when at home, a sort of 
cowl, or night-cap. He never wore shoes, being unable to adapt them to 
his mis-shapen finlike feet, but always had both feet and legs quite con- 
cealed, and wrapped up with pieces of cloth. He always walked with a 
sort of pole or pike-staff, considerably taller than himself. His habits were, 
in many respects, singular, and indicated a mind congenial to its uncouth 
tabernacle. A jealous, misanthropical, and irritable temper, was his promi- 
nent characteristic. The sense of his deformity haunted him like a phan- 
tom. And the insults and scorn to which this exposed him, had poisoned 
his heart with fierce and bitter feelings, which, from other points in his 
character, do not appear to have been more largely infused into his original 
temperament than that of his fellow-men. 

‘He detested children on account of their propensity to insult and per- 
secute him. ‘To strangers he was generally reseryed, crabbed, and surly ; 
and though he by no means refused assistance or charity, he seldom either 
expressed or exhibited much gratitude. Even towards persons who had 
been his greatest benefactors, and who possessed the greatest share of his 
good-will, he frequently displayed much caprice and jealousy. A lady who 
had known him from his infancy, and who has furnished us in the most 
obliging manner with some particulars respecting him, says, that although 
Davie showed as much respect and attachment to her father’s family, as it 
was in his nature to show to any, yet they were always obliged to be very 
cautious in their deportment towards him. One day, having gone to visit 
him with another lady, he took them through his garden, and was showing 
them, with much pride and good-humour, all his rich and tastefully assorted 
borders, when they happened to stop near a plot of cabbages which had been 
somewhat injured by the caterpillars. Davie observing one of the ladies 
smile, instantly assumed his savage, scowling aspect, rushed among the 
cabbages, and dashed them to pieces with his sent, exclaiming, ‘I hate the 
worms, for they mock me!’ 

‘¢ Another lady, likewise a friend and old acquaintance of his, very unin- 
tentionally gave Dav'd mortal offence on a similar occasion. Throwing 
back his jealous glance. xs he was ushering her into his garden, he fancies 
he observed her spit, and exclaimed with great ferocity, ‘Am I a toad, 
woman! that ye spit at me—that ye spit at me?’ and without listening to 
any answer or excuse, drove her out of his garden with imprecations and 
insult. When irritated by persons for whom he entertained little respect, 
his misanthropy displayed itself in words, and sometimes in actions, of still 
greater rudeness; and he used on such occasions the most unusual and 
singularly savage imprecations and threats.”’* 

Nature maintains a certain balance of good and evil in all her works; 
and there is no state perhaps so utterly desolate, which does not possess 
some source of gratification peculiar to itself. This poo: man, whose mis- 
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anthropy was founded .in a sense of his own preternatural deformity, haa 
yet his own particular enjoyments. Driven into solitude, he became ua 
admirer of the beauties of nature. His garden, which he sedulously culti- 
vated, and from a piece of wild moorland made a very productive spot, was 
his pride and his delight; but he was also an admirer of more natural 
beauty: the soft sweep of the green hill, the bubbling of a clear fountain, 
or the complexities of a wild thicket, were scenes on which he often gazed 
for hours, and, as he said, with inexpressible delight. It was perhaps for 
this reason that he was fond of Shenstone’s pastorals, and some parts of 
Paradise Lost. The author has heard his most unmusical voice repeat the 
celebrated description of Paradise, which he seemed fully to appreciate. 
His other studies were of a different cast, chiefly polemical. e never 
went to the parish church, and was therefore suspected of entertaining hete- 
rodox opinions, though his objection was probably to the concourse of spe> 
tators, to whom he must have exposed his unseemly deformity. He spoke 
of a future state with intense feeling, and even with tears. He expressed 
disgust at the idea of his remains being mixed with the common rubbish, 
as he called it, of the churchyard, and selected with his usual taste a beau- 
tiful and wild spot in the glen where he had his hermitage, in which to take 
his last repose. He changed his mind, however, and was finally interred 
in the common burial-ground of Manor parish. The author has invested 
Wise Elshie with some qualities which made him appear, in the eyes of 
the vulgar, a man possessed of supernatural power. Common fame paid 
David Ritchie a similar compliment, for some of the poor and ignorant, as 
well as all the children, in the neighbourhood, held him to be what is called 
uncanny. He himself did not altogether discourage the idea; it enlarged 
his very limited circle of power, and in so far gratified his conceit; and it 
soothed his misanthropy, by increasing his means of giving terror or pain. 
But even in a rude Scottish glen thirty years back, the fear of sorcery was 
very much out of date. 

David Ritchie affected to frequent solitary scenes, especially such as were 
supposed to be haunted, and valued himself upon his courage in doing so. 
To be sure he had little chance of meeting any thing more ugly than him- 
self. At heart, he was superstitious, and planted many rowans (mountain 
ashes) around his hut, as a certain defence against necromancy. For the 
same reason, doubtless, he desired to have rowan-trees set about his grave. 

We have stated that David Ritchie loved objects of natural beauty. His 
only living favourites were a dog and a cat, to which he was particularly 
attached, and his bees, which he treated with great care. He took a sister, 
latterly, to live in a hut adjacent to his own, but he did not permit her to 
enter it. She was weak in intellect, but not deformed in person; simple, 
or rather silly, but not, like her brother, sullen or bizarre. David was never 
affectionate to her; it was not in his nature; but he endured her. He 
maintained himself and her by the sale of the produce of their garden and 
bee-hives; and, latterly, they had a small allowance from the parish. In- 
deed, in the simple and patriarchal state in which the country then was, 
persons in the situation of David and his sister were sure to be supported. 
They had only to apply to the next gentleman or respectable farmer, and 
were sure to find them equally ready and willing to supply their very 
‘moderate wants. David often received gratuities from strangers, which he 
never asked, never refused, and never seemed to consider as an obligation. 
He had a right, indeed, to regard himself as one of Nature’s paupers, to 
whom she gave a title to be maintained by his kind, even by that deformity 
which closed against him all ordinary ways of supporting himself by his 
own labour. Besides, a bag was suspended in the mill for David Ritchie’s 
benefit ; and those who were carrying home a melder of meal, seldom failed 
to add a gowpen,* to the alms-bag of the deformed cripple. In short, David 
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had no occasion for money, save to purchase snuff, his only luxury, in which 
he indulged himself liberally. When he died, in the beginning of the pre- 
sent century, he was found to have hoarded about twenty pounds, a habit 
very consistent with his disposition; for wealth is power, and power was 
what David Ritchie desired to possess, as a compensation for his exclusion 
from human society. 

His sister survived till the publication of the tale to which this brief 
notice forms the introduction ; and the author is sorry to learn that a sort 
of “local sympathy,” and the curiosity then expressed concerning the 
Author of Waverley and the subjects of his Novels, exposed the poor woman 
to inquiries which gave her pain. When pressed about her brother’s pecu- 
liarities, she asked, in her turn, why they would not permit the dead to rest? 
To others who pressed for some account of her parents, she answered in the 
same tone of feeling. 

The author saw this poor, and, it may be said, unhappy man, in autumn 
1797. Being then, as he has the happiness still to remain, connected by 
ties of intimate friendship with the family of the venerable Dr. Adam Fer- 
gusson, the philosopher and historian, who then resided at the mansion- 
house of Halyards, in the vale of Manor, about a mile from Ritchie’s 
hermitage, the author was upon a visit at Halyards, which lasted for several 
days, and was made acquainted with this singular anchorite, whom Dr. 
Fergusson considered as an extraordinary character, and whom he assisted 
in various ways, particularly by the occasional loan of books. Though the 
taste of the philosopher and the poor peasant did not, it may be supposed, 
always correspond,* Dr. Fergusson considered him as a man of a powerful 
capacity and original ideas, but whose mind was thrown off its just bias by 
a predominant degree of self-love and self-opinion, galled by the sense of. 
ridicule and contempt, and avenging itself upon society, in idea at least, 
by a gloomy misanthropy. 

David Ritchie, besides the utter obscurity of his life while in existence, 
had been dead for many years, when it occurred to the author that such a 
character might be made a powerful agent in fictitious narrative. He, ac- 
cordingly, sketched that of Elshie of the Mucklestane-Moor. The story 
was intended to be longer, and the catastrophe more artificially brought 
out; but a friendly critic, to whose opinion I subjected the work in its pro- 
gress, was of opinion, that the idea of the Solitary was of a kind too 
revolting, and more likely to disgust than to interest the reader. As I had 
good right to consider my adviser as an excellent judge of public opinion, 
I got off my subject by hastening the story to an end, as fast as it was 
possible; and, by huddling into one volume, a tale which was designed to 
occupy two, have perhaps produced a narrative as much disproportioned 
and distorted, as the Black Dwarf, who is its subject. 


+1 remember David was particularly anxious to see a book, which he called, 1 think, Letters tothe élact 
Ladies, and which, he said, was the best composition he had ever read; but Dr. Fergusson’s library 034 not 
supply the volume. 
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Chapter the Firat. 


PRELIMINARY. 


Hast any philosophy in thee, Shepherd? 
; As You LIke 11. 


Ir was a fine April morning (excepting that it had snowed hard the night 
before, and the ground remained covered with a dazzling mantle of six 
mehes in depth) when two horsemen rode up to the Wallace Inn. The first 
was a strong, tall, powerful man, in a grey riding-coat, having a hat covered 
with wax-cloth, a huge silver-mounted horse-whip, boots, and dreadnought 
overalls. Ee was mounted on a large strong brown mare, rough in coat, 
but well in condition, with a saddle of the yeomanry cut, and a double-bitted 
military bridle. The man who accompanied him was apparently his ser- 
vant; he rode a shaggy little grey pony, had a blue bonnet on his head, and 
a large check napkin folded about his neck, wore a pair of long blue worsted 
hose instead of boots, had his gloveless hands much stained with tar, and 
observed an air of deference and respect towards his companion, but without 
any of those indications of precedence and punctilio which are preserved 
between the gentry and their domestics. On the contrary, the two travel- 
lers entered the court-yard abreast, and the concluding sentence of the con- 
versation which had been carrying on betwixt them was a joint ejaculation, 
‘Lord guide us, an this weather last, what will come o’ the lambs!” The 
hint was sufficient for my Landlord, who, advancing to take the horse of the 
principal person, and holding him by the reins as he dismounted, while his 
ostler rendered the same service to the attendant, welcomed the stranger to 
Gandercleuch, and, in the same breath, inquired, “‘What news from the 
south hielands?” 2 

‘“‘ News?” said the farmer, “bad eneugh news, I think ;—an we can carry 
through the yowes, it will be a’ we can do; we maun e’en leave the lambs 
to the Black Dwarf’s care.” : = 

“Ay. ay,” subjoined the old shepherd, (for such he was,) shaking his 
head, ‘‘ he’ll be unco busy amang the morts this season.” 

“The Black Dwarf!” said my learned friend and patron,* Mr. Jedediah | 
Cleishbotham, ‘and what sort of a personage may he be?” 

“Hout awa’ man,” answered the farmer, “ ye’ll hae heard o’ Canny Elshie 
the Black Dwarf, or | am muckle mistaen— A’ the warld tells tales about 
him, but it’s but daft nonsense after a’—I dinna believe a word o’t frae 
beginning to end.” 


¥ We have, in this and other instances, printed in italics some few words which the worthy editor, Mr, 

Jedediah Cleishhotham seems to have interpolated upon the text of his deceased friend, Mr. Pattieson, We 

must observe. once for all, that such liberties seem only to have been taken by the learned ge utleman where 

his own character and conduct are concerned; and surely he must be the best iudge of the style in which 
us own character and conduct should be treated of. (2 5. 
79; 
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“Your father believed it unco stievely, though,” said the old man, te 
whom the scepticism of his master gave obvious displeasure. 

“Ay, very true, Bauldie, but that was in the time o’ the black-faces— they 
believed a hantle queer things in thae days, that naebody heeds since the 
lang sheep cam in.” 

“The mair’s the pity, the mair’s the pity,” said the old man. “Your 
father, —and sae I have aften tell’d ye, maister,— wad hae been sair vexed 
‘to hae seen the auld peel-house wa’s pu’d down to make park-dykes; and 
the bonny broomy knowe where he liked sae weel to sit at e’en, wi his plaid 
about him, and look at the kye as they cam down the loaning, ill wad he 
hae liked to hae seen that braw sunny knowe a’ riven out wi’ the pleugh in 
the fashion it is at this day.” | 

‘‘ Hout, Bauldie,” replied the principal, “tak ye that dram the landlord’s 
offering ye, and never fash your head about the changes o’ the warld, sae 
lang as ye’re blithe and bien yoursell.” ) 

‘“Wussing your health, sirs,”’ said the shepherd ; and having taken off his 
olass, and observed the whisky was the right thing, he continued, ‘It’s no 
for the like o’ us to be judging, to be sure; but it was a bonny knowe that 
broomy knowe, and an unco braw shelter for the lambs in a severe morning 
like this.” 

“‘ Ay,” said his patron, ‘‘but ye ken we maun hae turnips for the lang 
sheep, billie, and muckle hard wark to get them, baith wi’ the pleugh and 
the howe ; and that wad sort ill wi’ sitting on the broomy knowe, and crack- 
ing about Black Dwarfs, and siccan clavers, as was the gate lang syne, when 
the short sheep were in the fashion.” 

‘“‘ Aweel, aweel, maister,” said the attendant, ‘‘short sheep had short 
rents, I’m thinking.” 

Here my worthy and learned patron again interposed, and observed, “ that 
ke could never perceive any material difference, in point of longitude, 
between one sheep and another.” 

This occasioned a loud horse laugh on the part of the farmer, and an 
astonished stare on the part of the shepherd. ‘It’s the woo’, man,—it’s the 
woo’, and no the beasts themsells, that makes them be ca’d lang or short. 
I believe if ye were to measure their backs, the short sheep wad be rather 
the langer-bodied 0’ the twa; but it’s the woo’ that pays the rent in thae 
days, and it had muckle need.” 

“Odd, Bauldie says very true, —short sheep did make short rents—my 
father paid for our steading just threescore punds, and it stands me in three 
hundred, plack and bawbee.—And that’s very true—I hae nae time to be 
standing here clavering—Landlord, get us our breakfast, and see an’ get the 
yauds fed—I am for doun to Christy Wilson’s, to see if him and me can gree 
about the luckpenny I am to gie him for his year-aulds. We had drank sax 
mutchkins to the making the bargain at St. Boswell’s fair, and some gate 
we canna gree upon the particulars preceesely, for as muckle time as we 
took about it—I doubt we draw to a plea— But hear ye, neighbour,” 
addressing my worthy and learned patron, “if ye want to hear ony thing 
about lang or short sheep, I will be back here to my kail against ane o’clock; . 
or, if ye want ony auld warld stories about the Black Dwarf, and sic-like, 
if ye’ll ware a half mutchkin upon Bauldie there, he’ll crack t’ye like a 
pen-gun. And I’se gie ye a mutchkin mysell, man, if I can settle weel wi’. 
Christy Wilson.” 

The farmer returned at the hour appointed, and with him came Christy. 
Wilson, their difference having been fortunately settled without an appeal - 
t» the gentlemen of the long robe. My learned and worthy patron failed” 
not to attend, both on account of the refreshment promised to the mind and 
to the body, although he is known to partake of the latter in a very moderate © 
legree; and the party, with which my Landlord was associated, eentinued 
to sit late in the evening, seasoning their liquor with many choice tales and 
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songs. The last incident which I recollect, was my learned and wortny 

patron falling from his chair, just as he concluded a long lecture upon tem- 

Ronee by reciting, from the Gentle Shepherd, a couplet, which he righ? 
appuy transferred from the vice of avarice to that of ebriety 


He that has just eneugh may soundly sleep, 
The owercome only fashes folk to keep. 


In the course of the evening the Black Dwarf* had not been forgotten, 
and the old shepherd, Bauldie, told so many stories of him, that they excited 
a good deal of interest. It also appeared, though not till the third punch- 
bowl was emptied, that much of the farmer’s scepticism on the subject was 
affected, as evincing a liberality of thinking, and a freedom from ancient 
prejudices, becoming a man who paid three hundred pounds a-year of rent, 
while, in fact, he had a lurking belief in the traditions of his forefathers. 
After my usual manner, I made further i inquiries of other persons connected. 
with the wild and pastoral district in which the scene of the following nar- 
rative is placed, and i was fortunate enough to recover many links of the 
story, not generally known, and which account, at least in’ some degree, 
for the circumstances of exaggerated marvel with which superstition has 
attired it in the more vulgar traditions. 3 


Chapter the Seraut. 


_ Will none but Hearne the hunter serve your turn? 
MERRY WIVES oF WINDSOR. 


In one of the most remote districts of the south of Scotland, where an 
ideal line, drawn along the tops of lofty and bleak mountains, separates that 
land from her sister kingdom, a young man, called Halbert, or Hobbie 
Kiliot, a substantial farmer, who boasted his descent from old Martin Elliot 
of the Preakin-tower, noted in Border story and song, was on his return 
from deer-stalking. The deer, once so numerous among these solitary 


* The Black Dwarf, now almost forgotten, was once held a formidable personage by the dalesmen of the 
Border, where he got ‘the blame of whatever mischief befel the sheep or cattle. ‘“ He was,” says Dr. Leyden, 
who makes considerable use of him in the ballad called the Cowt of Keeldar, “a fairy of the most malignant 
order—the genuine Northern Duergar.” ‘The best and most authentic account of this dangerous and myste- 
rious being occurs in a tale communicated to the author by that eminent antiquary, Richard Surtees, Esq., of 
Mainsforth, author of the History of the Bishopric of Durham 

According to this well attested legend, two young Northumbrians were out on a shooting party, and. had 
plunged deep among the mountainous moorlands which border on Cumberland. They stopped for refresh- 
ment ina little secluded dell by the side of a rivulet. There, after they had partaken of such food as they 
brought with them, one of the party fell asleep; the other, unwilling to disturb his friend’s repose, stole 
silently out of the dell with the purpose of looking around him, when he was astonished to find himself close 
to a being who seemed not to belong to this world, as he was the most hideous dwarf that the sun had ever 
shone on. His head was of full human size, forming a frightful contrast with his height, which was consider- 
ably under four feet. It was thatched with no other covering than long matted red hair, like that of the felt 
of a badger in consistence, and in colour a reddish brown, like the hue of the heather-blossom. His limbs 
seemed of great strength; nor was he otherwise deformed than from their undue proportion in thickness ta 
bis diminutive height. The terrified sportsman stood gazing on this horrible apparition, until, with an angry ° 
countenan’e, the being demanded by what right he intruded himself on those hills, and destroyed their harm- 
less inhabitants. The perplexed stranger endeavoured to propitiate the incensed dwarf, by offering to sur- 
render his game, as he would to an earthly Lord of the Manor. ‘The proposal only redoubled the offence * 
already taken by the dwarf, who alleged that he was the lord of those mountains, and the protector of the 
wild creatures who found a retreat in their solitary recesses; and that all spoils derived from their death, or 
misery, were abhorrent to him. ‘lhe hunter humbled hims elf before the angry goblin, and by protestations ; 
of his ignorance, and of his resolution to abstain from sach iwtrusion in future, ‘at last succeeded in pacifying 
him. ‘The gnome now became more communicative, and speke of himself as belonging to a species of bemgs 

something between the angelic race and humanity. He added, moreover, which could hardly have been 
auticipated, that he had hopes of sharing in the redemption of the race of Adam. He pressed the sports- 
man to visit his dwelling, which he said was hard by, and plighted his faith for his safe return, But at this 
moment, the shouts of the ee. $s companion was heard calling for his friend, and the dwarf, as if un- 
villing that more than one z3on should be cognizant. of his presence, disappeared as the young mar 
emerged from the dell to join is comrade. 

it was the universal opinion of those most experienced in such matters, that if the shooter had accom 

yinied the spirit, he would, notwithstanding the dwart’s fair pretences, have been either tor: to pieces of 
in nured for years in the recesses of some fairy hill. 

Such is the last and most wuthentic account of the apparition of the Black Dwarf. 


Y 
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waster were row reduced to a very few herds, which, sheltering themse:ve- 
in the inost remote and inaccessible recesses, rendered the task of pursuing 
them equally toilsome and precarious. There were, however, found many 
youth of the country ardently attached to this sport, with all its dangers 
and fatigues. The sword had been sheathed upon the Borders for more 
than a hundred years, by the peaceful union of the crowns in the reign of 
James the First of Great Britain. Still the country retained traces of what 
it had been in former days; the inhabitants, their more peaceful avocations 
having been repeatedly interrupted by the civil wars of the preceding cen- 
tury, were scarce yet broken in to the habits of regular industry, sh>ep- 
farming had not been introduced upon any considerable scale, and the 
feeding of black cattle was the chief purpose to which the hills and valleys 
were applied. Near to the farmer’s house, the tenant usually contrived to 
raise such a crop of oats or barley, as afforded meal for his family; and 
the whole of this slovenly and imperfect mode of cultivation left much time 
upon his own hands, and those of his domestics. This was usually em- 
ployed by the young men in hunting and fishing; and the spirit of adven- 
ture, which formerly led to raids and forays in the same districts, was still 
to be discovered in the eagerness with which they pursued those rural 
sports. 

Pthe more high-spirited among the youth were, about the time that our 
narrative begins, expecting, rather with hope than apprehension, an oppor- 
tunity of emulating their fathers in their military achievements, the recital 
of which formed the chief part of their amusement within doors. The 
passing of the Scottish act of security had given the alarm to England, as 
it seemed to point at a separation of the two British kingdoms, after the 
decease of Queen Anne, the reigning sovereign. Godolphin, then at the 
head of the English administration, foresaw that there was no other mode 
of avoiding the probable extremity of a civil war, but by carrying through 
an incorporating union. How that treaty was managed, and how little it 
seemed for some time to promise the beneficial results which have since 
taken place to such an extent, may be learned from the history of the 
period. It is enough for our purpose to say, that all Scotland was indig- 
nant at the terms on which their legislature had surrendered their national 
independence. The general resentment led to the strangest leagues and to 
the wildest plans. The Cameronians were about to take arms for the resto- 
ration of the house of Stuart, whom they regarded, with justice, as their 
oppressors ; and the intrigues of the period presented the strange picture 
of papists, prelatists, and presbyterians, caballing among themselves against 
the English government, out of a common feeling that their country had 
been treated with injustice. The fermentation was universal; and, as the 
population of Scotland had been generally trained to arms, under the act 
of security, they were not indifferently prepared for war, and waited but 
the declaration of some of the nobility to break out into open hostility. It 
was at this period of public confusion that our story opens. 

The cleugh, or wild ravine, into which Hobbie Elhot had followed the 
game, was already far behind him, and he was considerably advanced on 
his return homeward, when the night began to close upon him. This would 
have been a circumstance of great indifference to the experienced sports- 
man, who could have walked blindfold over every inch of his native heaths, 
had it not happened near a spot, which, according to the traditions of the 
country, was in extremely bad fame, as haunted by supernatural appear- 
ances. ‘To tales of this kind Hobbie had, from his childhood, lent an atten- 
tive ear; and as no part of the country afforded such a variety of legends, 
so nO man was more deeply read in their fearful lore than Hobbie of the 
Heugh-foot; for so our gallant was called, to distinguish him from a round 
dozen of Elliots who bore the same Christian name. It cost him no efforts, 
cicrefore, to call to memory the terrific incidents connected with the exten- 
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rive waste upon which he was now entering. In fact, they presented them- 
selves with a readiness which he felt to be somewhat dismaying. 

This dreary common was called Mucklestane-Moor, from a huge corumn 
of unhewn granite, which raised its massy head on a knoll near the centre 
of the heath, perhaps to tell of the mighty dead who slept beneath, or to 
preserve the memory of some bloody skirmish. The veal cause of its exis 
tence had, however, passed away; and tradition, which is as frequently an 
inventor of fiction as a preserver of truth, had supplied its place with a 
supplementary legend of her own, which now came full upon Hobbie’s 
memory. ‘The ground about the pillar was strewed, or rather encumbered, 
with many large fragments of stone of the same consistence with the 
column, which, from their appearance as they lay scattered on the waste, 
were popularly called the Grey Geese of Mucklestane-Moor. The legend 
accounted for this name and appearance by the catastrophe of a noted and 
most formidable witch who frequented these hills in former days, causing 
the ewes to keb, and the kine to cast their calves, and performing all the 
feats of mischief ascribed to these evil beings. On this moor she used to 
hold her revels with her sister hags; and rings were still pointed out on 
which no grass nor heath ever grew, the turf being, as it were, calcined by 
the scorching hoofs of their diabolical partners. 

Once upon a time this old hag is said to have crossed the moor, driving 
before her a flock of geese, which she proposed to sell to advantage at a 
neighbouring fair; for it is well known that the Fiend, however liberal in 
imparting his powers of doing mischief, ungenerously leaves his allies 
under the necessity of performing the meanest rustic labours for subsis- 
tence. The day was far advanced, and her chance of obtaining a good 
price depended on her being first at the market. But the geese, which had 
hitherto preceded her in a pretty orderly manner, when they came to this 
wide common, interspersed with marshes and pools of water, scattered in 
every direction, to plunge into the element in which they delighted. 
Incensed at the obstinacy with which they defied all her efforts to collect 
them, and not remembering the precise terms of the contract by which the 
Fiend was bound to obey her commands for a certain space, the sorceress 
exclaimed, ‘ Deevil, that neither I nor they ever stir from this spot more !” 
The words were hardly uttered, when, by a metamorphosis, as sudden as 
any in Ovid, the hag and her refractory flock were converted into stone, 
the angel whom she served, being a strict formalist, grasping eagerly at an 
opportunity of completing the ruin of her body and soul by a literal obe-. 
dience to her orders. It is said, that when she perceived and felt the 
transformation which was about to take place, she exclaimed to the treache- 
rou; Fiend, ‘‘ Ah, thou false thief! lang hast thou promised me a grey 
govn, and now I am getting ane that will last for ever.” ‘The dimen- 
sio) 3 of the pillar, and of the stones, were often appealed to, as a proof of 
the wperior stature and size of old women and geese in the days of other 
yea! ', by those praisers of the past who held the comfortable opinion of the 
gra ial degeneracy of mankind. 

# | particulars of this legend Hobbie called to mind as he passed along 
the noor. He also remembered, that, since the catastrophe had taken 
pla: , the scene of it had been avoided, at least after night-fall, by all 
hun an beings, as being the ordinary resort of kelpies, spunkies, and other 
demons, once the companions of the witch’s diabolical revels, and now con- 
tinuing to rendezvous upon the same spot, as if still in attendance on their 
transformed mistress. Hobbie’s natural hardihood, however, manfully 
combated with these intrusive sensations of awe. He summoned to his 
side the brace of large greyhounds, who were the companions of his sports, 
and who were wont, in his own phrase, to fear neither dog nor devil; he 
looked et the priming of his piece, and, like the clown in Hallowe’sn, 
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whistled ap the warlike ditty of Jock of the Side, as a general causes his 
drums to beat to inspirit the doubtful courage of his soldiers. 

In this state of mind, he was very glad to hear a friendly voice shout im 
his rear, and propose to him a partner on the road. He slackened his pace, 
and was quickly joined by a youth well known to him, a gentleman of 
some fortune in that remote country, and who had been abroad on the same 
errand with himself. Young Earnscliff, ‘of that ilk,’ had lately come of 
age, and succeeded to a moderate fortune, a good deal dilapidated, from the 
share his family had taken in the disturbances of the period. They were 
much and generally respected in the country; a reputation which this 
young gentleman seemed likely to sustain, as he was well educated, and of 
excellent dispositions. 

“Now, Earnscliff,” exclaimed Hobbie, ‘“‘I am glad to meet your honour 
ony gate, and company’s blithe on a bare moor like this— it’s an unco 
bogilly bit—Where hae ye been sporting?” 

“Up the Carla Cleugh, Hobbie,” answered Earnscliff, returned his greet- 
ing. ‘* But will our dogs keep the peace, think you?” 

‘‘Deil a fear o’ mine,”’ said Hobbie, ‘‘ they hae scarce a leg to stand on. 
Odd! the deer’s fled the country, I think! I have been as far as Ingerfell- 
foot, and deil a horn has Hobbie seen, excepting three red-wud raes, that 
never let me within shot of them, though I gaed a mile round to. get up the 
wind to them, an’ a’. Deil o’ me wad care muckle, only I wanted some 
venison to our auld gude-dame. The carline, she sits in the neuk yonder, 
upbye, and cracks about the grand shooters and hunters lang syne—Odd, I 
think they hae killed a’ the deer in the country, for my part.” 

‘‘ Well, Hobbie, I have shot a fat buck, and sent him to EKarnscliff this 
morning—you shall have half of him for your grandmother.” 

‘‘Mony thanks to ye, Mr. Patrick, ye’re kend to a’ the country for a kind 
heart. It will do the auld wife’s heart gude—mair by token, when she 
kens it comes frae you—and maist of a’, gin ye’ll come up and take your 
share, for I reckon ye are lonesome now in the auld tower, and a’ your folk 
at that weary Edinburgh. I wonder what they can find to do amang a 
wheen ranks 0’ stane houses wi’ slate on the tap o’ them, that might live on 
their ain bonny green hills.” 

‘My education and my sisters’ has kept my mother much in Edinburgh 
for several years,” said Karnscliff, ‘but I promise you I propose to make 
up for lost time.” 

_ “And ye’ll rig out the auld tower a bit,’”’ said Hobbie, “‘and live hearty 

and neighbourlike wi’ the auld family friends, as the Laird o’ Harnscliff 

should? I can tell ye, my mother— my grandmother I mean — but, since 

we lost our ain mother, we ca’ her sometimes the tane, and sometimes the 

tother — but, ony gate, she conceits hersell no that distant connected wi’ 
ou.” 

‘Very true, Hobbie, and I will come to the Heugh-foot to dinner te-mor- - 
row with all my heart.” 

“Weel, that’s kindly said! We are auld neighbours, an we were uae 
"kin — and my gude-dame’s fain to see you — she clavers about your father 
that was killed lang syne.” 

“Hush, hush, Hobbie — not a word about that—it’s a story better for. 
gotten.” 

“7 dinna ken—if it had chanced amang our folk, we wad hae keepit it 
in mind mony a day till we got some mends for’t— but ye ken your ain 
ways best, you lairds—I have heard that Ellieslaw’s friend stickit your sire 
after the laird himsell had mastered his sword.” 

“Fie, fie, Hobbie; it was a foolish brawl, occasioned by wine and poli 
Seer Ay swords were drawn — it 1s impossible to say who struck the 
blow.” oct - 

“ At ony rate, auld Kllieslaw was aiding and abetting; and I am sure if 
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ye were sae dispused as to take amends on him, naebody could say it was 
wrang, for your father’s blood is beneath his nails —and_ besides, there’s 
naebody else left that was concerned to take amends upon, and he’s a pre- 
latist and a jacobite into the bargain—1I can tell ye the country folk look 
for something atween ye.” 

“Q, for shame, Hobbie!” replied the young Laird; ‘‘ you, that profess 
religion, to stir your friend up to break the law, and take vengeance at his 
own hand, and in such a bogilly bit too, where we know not what beings 
may be listening to us!” 

‘Hush, hush!” said Hobbie, drawing nearer to his companion, ‘I wasna 
thinking o’ the like o’ them—But I can guess a wee bit what keeps your 
hand up, Mr. Patrick; we a’ ken it’s no lack o’ courage, but the twa grey 
een of a bonny lass, Miss Isabel Vere, that keeps you.sae sober.” 

‘“‘] assure you, Hobbie,” said his companion, rather angrily, “‘I assure 
you you are mistaken; and it is extremely wrong of you, either to think of, 
or utter, such an idea; I have no idea of permitting freedoms to be carried 
so far as to connect my name with that of any young lady.” 

“Why, there now—there now!” retorted Elliot; “did I not say it wasna 
want o’ spunk that made ye sae mim ?—Weel, weel, I meant nae offence ; 
but there’s just ae thing ye may notice fra a friend. The auld Laird of 
Ellieslaw has the auld riding blood far hetter at his heart than ye hae— 
troth, he kens naething about thae newfangled notions o’ peace and quiet- 
ness—he’s a’ for the auld-warld doings o’ lifting and laying on, and he has 
a wheen stout lads at his back too, and keeps them weel up in heart, and 
as fu’ o’ mischief as young colts. Where he gets the gear to do’t, nane can 
say; he lives high, and far abune his rents here; however, he pays his 
way —Sae, if there’s ony out-break in the country, he’s likely to break out 
wi’ the first—and weel does he mind the auld quarrels between ye. I am 
surmising he’ll be for a touch at the auld tower at Earnscliff.” 

** Well, Hobbie,” answered the young gentleman, “if he should be so ill 
advised, I shall try to make the old tower good against him, as it has been 
made good by my betters against his betters many a day ago.” 

“Very right— very right— that’s speaking like a man now,” said the 
stout yeoman; ‘‘and, if sae should be that this be sae, if ye’ll just gar your 
servant jow out the great bell in the tower, there’s me, and my twa bro- 
thers, and little Davie of the Stenhouse, will be wi’ you, wi’ a’ the power 
we can make, in the snapping of a flint.” 

“Many thanks, Hobbie,”’ answered EHarnscliff; ‘but I hope we shall have 
no war of so unnatural and unchristian a kind in our time.” 

‘¢ Hout, sir, hout,” replied Elliot; ‘it wad be but a wee bit neighbour 
war, and Heaven and earth would make allowances for it in this unculti- 
vated place — it’s just the nature o’ the folk and the land — we canna live 
quiet like London folk—we haena sae muckle to do. It’s impossible.” 

“Well, Hobbie,” said the Laird, ‘‘ for one who believes so deeply as you 
do in supernatural appearances, I must own you take Heaven in your own 
hand rather audaciously, considering where we are walking.” | 

‘What needs I care for the Mucklestane-Moor ony mair than ye do your. 
sell, Harnscliff?”’ said Hobbie, somewhat offended. ‘To be sure, they do 
say there’s a sort o’ worricows and lang-nebbit things about the land, but 
what need I care for them? I hae a good conscience, and little to answer 
for, unless it be about a rant among the lasses, or a oe at a fair, and 
that’s no muckle to speak of. Though I say it mysell, 1 am as quiet a lad 
and as peaceable——’” 

‘And Dick Turnbull’s head that you broke, and Willie of Winton whom 
you shot at?”’ said his travelling companion. . 

“‘ Hout, Karnscliff, ye keep a record of a’ men’s misdoings—Dick’s head’s 
healed again, and we’re to fight out the quarrel at Jeddart, on the Rood-day, 
60 that’s like a thing settled in a Pesgeable way; and then I am friends w? 
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Willie again, puir chield —it was but twa or three hail drops after #. I 
wad let ony body do the like o’t to me for a pint o’ brandy. But Willie’s 
lowland bred, poor fallow, and soon frighted for himsell — And, for the 
worricows, were we to meet ane on this very bit——” 

“As is not unlikely,” said young Harnscliff, ‘‘ for there stands yeur old 
witch, Hobbie.” 

“T say,” continued Elliot, as if indignant at this hint — “‘I say, if the 
suld carline hersell was to get up out o’ the grund just before us here, I 
would think nae mair—But, gude preserve us, Karnscliff, what can yon be?” 


Chapter the Chirk. 


Brown Dwarf, that o’er the moorland strays, 
Thy name to Keeldar tell! 
“The Brown Man of-the Moor, that stays 
Beneath the heather-bell.” 
JOHN LEYDEN. 


Tue object which alarmed the young farmer in the middle of his valorous 
protestations, startled for a moment even his less prejudiced companion. 

he moon, which had risen during their conversation, was, in the phrase 
of that country, wading or struggling with clouds, and shed only a doubtful 
and occasional light. By one of her beams, which streamed upon the great 
granite column to which they now approached, they discovered a form, 
apparently human, but of a size much less than ordinary, which moved 


slowly among the large grey stones, not like a person intending to journey . 


onward, but with the slow, irregular, flitting movement of a being who 
hovers around some spot of melancholy recollection, uttering also, from 
time to time, a sort of indistinct muttering sound. This so much resembled 
his idea of the notions of an apparition, that Hobbie Elliot, making a dead 
pause, while his hair erected itself upon its scalp, whispered to his com- 
peck “Tt’s Auld Alie hersell! Shall I gie her a shot, in the name of 
God ! 

‘“‘For Heaven’s sake, no,” said his companion, holding down the weapon 
which he was about to raise to the aim—‘‘for Heaven’s sake, no; it’s some 
poor distracted creature.” 

‘“‘Ye’re distracted yoursell, for thinking of going so near to her,” said 
Elliot, holding his companion in his turn, as he prepared to advance. 
“We'll aye hae time to pit ower a bit prayer (an 1 could but mind ane) 
afore she comes this length—God! she’s in nae hurry,” continued he, grow- 
ing bolder from his companion’s confidence, and the little notice the appa- 
rition seemed to take of them. ‘She hirples like a hen on a het girdle. 
I redd ye, Karnscliff,” (this he added in a gentle whisper,) “let us take a 
cast about, as if to draw the wind on a buck —the bog is no abune knee- 
deep, and better a saft road as bad company.” * : 

Earnscliff, however, in spite of his companion’s resistance and remon- 
strances, continued to advance on the path they had originally pursued, 
and soon confronted the object of their investigation. 

The height of the figure, which appeared even to decrease as they ap- 
proached it, seemed to be under four feet, and its form, as far as the imper- 
fect light afforded them the means of discerning, was very nearly as broad 


* The Scots use the epithet soft, in malam partem, in two cases at least. A soft road, is a road tnrough 
quagmire and bogs ; and soft weather, signifies that which is very rainy. 
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as long, or rather of a spherical shape, which cculd only be occasioned bv 
sonie strange personal deformity. The young sportsman hailed this extra- 
ordinary appéaranee twice, without receiving any answer, or attending to 
the pinches by which his companion endeavoured to intimate that their 
best course was to walk on, without giving farther disturbance to a being 
of such singular and preternatural exterior. To the third repeated demand 
of “Who are you? What do you here at this hour of night?” — a voice 
replied, whose shrill, uncouth, and dissonant tones made Elliot step twe 
paces back, and startled even his companion, “‘ Pass on your way, and ask 
nought at them that ask nought at you.” 

‘* What do you do here so far from shelter? Are you benighted on your 
journey? Will you follow us home, (‘God forbid!’ ejaculated Hobbie 

lliot, involuntarily,) and I will give you a lodging?” 

“‘T would sooner lodge by mysell in the deepest of the Tarras-flow,” 
again whispered Hobbie. 

‘Pass on your way,” rejoined the figure, the harsh tones of his voice 
still more exalted by passion. “I want not your guidance —I want not 

our lodging — it is five years since my head was under a human roof, and 
trust it was for the last time.” 

‘“‘He is mad,” said Earnscliff. 

““He has a look of auld Humphrey Ettercap, the tinkler, that perished 
in this very moss about five years syne,” answered his superstitious com- 
panion; ‘but Humphrey wasna that awfw’ big in the bouk.” 

‘“‘ Pass on your way,” reiterated the object of their curiosity, “‘ the breath 
of your human bodies poisons the air around me—the sound of your human 
voices goes through my ears like sharp bodkins.” 

“Lord save us!” whispered Hobbie, “that the dead should bear sic 
fearfu’ ill-will to the living !—his saul maun be in a puir way, ’m jealous.” 

“Come, my friend,” said Earnscliff, ‘you seem to suffer under some 
strong affliction; common humanity will not allow us to leave you here.” 

“Common humanity!” exclaimed the being, with a scornful laugh that 
sounded like a shriek, “‘where got ye that catch-word—that noose for 
woodcocks — that common disguise for man-traps—that bait which the 
wretched idiot who swallows, will soon find covers a hook with barbs ten 
times sharper than those you lay for the animals which you murder for 

our luxury!” 

“T tell you, my friend,” again replied Earnscliff, “ you are incapable of 
judging of your own situation— you will perish in this wilderness, and we 
must, in compassion, force you along with us.” 

“ll hae neither hand nor foot in’t,” said Hobbie; “let the ghaist take 
his ain way, for God’s sake!” 

‘My blood be on my own head, if I perish here,” said the figure; and, 
observing Karnscliff meditating to lay hold on him, he added, ‘‘ And your 
blood be upon yours, if you touch but the skirt of my garments, to infect 
‘ne with the taint of mortality !” 

The moon shone more brightly as he spoke thus, and Earnscliff observed 
that he held out his right hand armed with some weapon of offence, which 
glittered in the cold ray like the blade of a long knife, or the barrel of a 
pistol. It would have been madness to persevere in his attempt upon a 
being thus armed, and holding such desperate language, especially as it was 
plain he would have little aid from his companion, who had fairly left him 
to settle matters with the apparition as he could, and had proceeded a few | 
paces on his way homeward. LEarnscliff, therefore, turned and followed 
Hobbie after l-oking back towards the supposed maniac, who, as if raised 
to frenzy by the interview, roamed wildly around the great stone, exhaust- 
ing his voice in shrieks and imprecations, that thrilled wildly along the 
waste heath. 

The two sportsmen moved on some time in silence, until they were out 
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of hearing of these uncouth sounds, which was not ere they had gained a 
considerable distance from the pillar that gave name to the moor. Hach 
made his private comments on the scene they had witnessed, until Hobbie 
Elliot suddenly exclaimed, ‘‘ Weel, I’ll uphaud that yon ghaist, if it be a 
ghaist, has baith done and suffered muckle evil in the flesh, that gars him 
rampauge in that way after he is dead and gane.” 

‘Tt seems to me the very madness of misanthropy,” said Karnscliff, fol- 
lowing his own current of thought. 

“‘And ye didna think it was a spiritual creature, then?” asked Hobbie 
nt his companion. ; 

“Who, 1? — No, surely.” 

‘Weel, I am partly of the mind mysell that it may be a live thing — and 

et I dinna ken, I wadna wish to see ony thing look liker a bogle.”’ 
' “ At any rate,” said Earnscliff, ‘‘I will ride over to-morrow, and see what 
has become of the unhappy being.” 

“In fair daylight?” queried the yeoman; ‘then, grace 0’ God, I’se be 
wi’ ye. But here we are nearer to Heugh-foot than to your house by twa 
mile,—hadna ye better e’en gae hame wi’ me, and we’ll send the callant on ~ 
the powny to tell them that you are wi’ us, though I believe there’s naebody 
at hame to wait for you but the servants and the cat.” 

‘“¢ Have with you then, friend Hobbie,” said the young hunter; “and as 
I would not willingly have either the servants be anxious, or puss forfeit 
her supper, in my absence, I’ll be obliged to you to send the boy as you 
propose.” 

“‘ Aweel, that 7s kind, I must say. And ye’ll gae hame to Heugh-foot? 
They’ll be right blithe to see you, that will they.” 

This affair settled, they walked briskly on a little farther, when, coming 
to the ridge of a pretty steep hill, Hobbie Elliot exclaimed, ‘‘ Now, Earns- 
cliff, I am aye glad when I come to this very bit— Ye see the light below, 
that’s in the ha’ window, where grannie, the gash auld carline, is sitting 
birling at her wheel — and ye see yon other light that’s gaun whiddin’ back 
and forrit through amang the windows ? that’s my cousin, Grace Armstrong, 
—she’s twice as clever about the house as my sisters, and sae they say 
themsells, for they’re good-natured lasses as ever trode on heather; but 
they confess themsells, and sae does grannie, that she has far maist action, 
and is the best goer about the toun, now that grannie is off the foot hersell. 
—My brothers, ane 0’ them’s away to wait upon ‘the chamberlain, and ane’s 
at Moss-phadraig, that’s our led farm— he can see after the stock just as 
weel as I can do.” 

“‘You are lucky, my good friend, in having so many valuable relations.” 

*Troth am I—Grace make me thankful, I’se never deny it. — But wil! 
ye tell me now, Earnscliff, you that have been at college, and the high 
school of Edinburgh, and got a’ sort 0’ lair where it was to be best gotten— 
will ye tell me—no that it’s ony concern of mine in particular, — but ] 
heard the priest of St. John’s, and our minister, bargaining about it at the 
Winter fair, and troth they baith spak very weel — Now, the priest says it’s 
unlawful to marry ane’s cousin; but I cannot say I thought he brought out 
the Gospel authorities half sae weel as our minister —our minister is 
thought the best divine and the best preacher atween this and Edinburg! 
— Dinna ye think he was likely to be right ?” 

“ Certainly marriage, by all protestant Christians, is held to be as free as 
God made it by the Levitical law; so, Hobbie, there can be no bar, legal or 
religious, betwixt you and Miss Armstrong.” 

“‘ Hout awa’ wi’ your joking, Earnscliff,” replied his companion, -— “ ye 
are angry eneugh yoursell if ane touches you a bit, man, on the sooth side 
of the jest— No that I was asking the question about Grace, for ye maun 
ken she’s no my cousin-germain out and out, but the daughter of my uncle’s 
wife by her first marriage, so she’s nae kith nor kin to me--only a con- 
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nexion like. But now we’re at the Sheeling-hill—I’ll fire off my gun, to 
let them ken I’m coming, that’s aye my way; and if I hae a deer I gie them 
twa shots, ane for the deer and ane for mysell.” 

He fired off his piece accordingly, and the number of lights were seen to 
traverse the house, and even to gleam before it. Hobbie Elliot pointed out 
one of these to Harnscliff, which seemed to glide from the house towards 
some of the out-houses — ‘“‘ That’s Grace hersell,” said Hobbie. “ She’ll no 
meet me at the door, I’se warrant her — but she’ll be awa’, for a’ that, to 
see if my hounds’ supper be ready, poor beasts.” 

“Love me, love my dog,”’ answered Earnscliff. “Ah, Hobbie, you are a 
lucky young fellow !” | 

This observation was uttered with something like a sigh, which appa- 
rently did not escape the ear of his companion. 

“Hout, other folk may be as lucky as I am—O how I have seen Miss 
Ishel Vere’s head turn after somebody when they passed ane another at the 
Carlisle races! Wha kens but things may come round in this world ?” 

Karnscliff muttered something like an answer; but whether in assent of 
the proposition, or rebuking the application of it, could not easily be disco- 
vered; and it seems probable that the speaker himself was willing his 
meaning should rest in doubt and obscurity. They had now descended the 
broad loaning, which, winding round the foot of the steep bank, or heugh, 
brought them in front of the thatched, but comfortable, farm-house, which 
was the dwelling of Hobbie Elliot and his family. 

The doorway was thronged with joyful faces; but the appearance of a 
stranger blunted many a gibe which had been prepared on Hobbie’s lack 
of success in the deer-stalking. There was a little bustle among three 
handsome young women, each endeavouring to devolye upon another the 
task of ushering the stranger into the apartment, while probably all were 
anxious to escape for the purpose of making some little personal arrange- 
ments, before presenting themselves to a young gentleman in a dishabille 
only intended for their brother. , 

Hobbie, in the meanwhile, bestowing some hearty and general abuse 
upon them all, (for Grace was not of the party,) snatched the candle from 
the hand of one of the rustic coquettes, as she stood playing pretty with it 
in her hand, and ushered his guest into the family parlour, or rather hall; 
for the place having been a house of defence in former times, the sitting 
apartment was a vaulted and paved room, damp and dismal enough com- 
pared with the lodgings of the yeomany of our days, but which, when well 
lighted up with a large sparkling fire of turf and bog-wood, seemed to 
Karnscliff a most comfortable exchange for the darkness and bleak blast of 
the hill. Kindly and repeatedly was he welcomed by the venerable old 
dame, the mistress of the family, who, dressed in her coif and pinners, her 
close and decent gown of home-spun wool, but with a large gold necklace 
and ear-rings, looked, what she really was, the lady as well as the farmer’s 
wife, while, seated in her chair of wicker, by the corner of the great chim- 
ney, she directed the evening occupations of the young women, and of two 
or three stout serving wenches, who sate plying their distaffs behind the 
backs of their young mistresses. 

As soon as Karnscliff had been duly welcomed, and hasty orders issued 
for some addition to the evening meal, his grand-dame and sisters opened 
their battery upon Hobbie Elliot for his lack of success against the deer. 

“Jenny needna have kept up her kitchen-fire for a’ that Hobbie has 
Srought hame,” said 9ne sister. 

““Troth no, lass,”’ said another; ‘the gathering peat,* if it was weel 
blawn, wad dress a’? our Hobbie’s venison.” 


* The gathering peat is the piece of turf left to treasure up the secret seeds of fire, without any g-nerum 
consumption of fuel ; in a word, to keep the fire alive, : 
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* Ay, or the low of the candle, if the wind wad let it bide steady,” said 
a third; “if I were him, I would bring hame a black craw, rather than 
come hack three times without a buck’s horn to blaw on.” 

Hobbie turned from the one to the other, regarding them alternately with 
a frown on his brow, the augury of which was confuted by the good- 
humoured laugh on the lower part of his countenance. He then strove to. 
propitiate them, by mentioning the intended present of his companion. 

“In my young days,” said the old lady, ‘“‘a man wad hae been ashamed 
to come back frae the hill without a buck hanging on each side o’ his horse, 
like a cadger carrying calves.” 

“T wish they had left some for us then, grannie,” retorted Hobbie; 
‘“‘they’ve cleared the country o’ them, thae auld friends o’ yours, ’m 
thinking.” 

‘Ye see other folk can find game, though you cannot, Hobbie ;” said 
the eldest sister, glancing a look at young Harnscliff. 

“Weel, “weel, woman, hasna every dog his day, begging Harnscliff’s 
pardon for the auld saying — Mayna I hae his luck, and he mine, another 
time ?—It’s a braw thing for a man to be out a’ day, and frighted — na, I 
winna say that neither — but mistrysted wi’ bogles in the hame-comiag, an 
then then to hae to flyte wi’ a wheen woman that hae been doing naething 
a’ the live-lang day, but whirling a bit stick, wi’ a thread trailing at it, or 
boring at a clout.” 

“Frighted wi’ bogles!” exclaimed the females, one and all, —for great 
was the regard then paid, and perhaps still paid, in these glens, to all such 
fantasies. 

“‘T did not say frighted, now —I only said mis-set wi’ the thing — And 
there was but ae bogle, neither — Earnscliff, ye saw it as well as I did?” 

And he proceeded, without very much exaggeration, to detail, in his own 
way, the meeting they had with the mysterious being at Mucklestane-Moor, 
concluding, he could not conjecture what on earth it could be, “unless it 
was either the Enemy himsell, or some of the old Peghts that held the 
country lang syne.” 

“ Auld Peght!” exclaimed the grand-dame; ‘na, na—bless thee frae 
scathe, my bairn, it’s been nae Peght that—it’s been the Brown Man of the 
moors! O weary fa’ thae evil days !— what can evil beings be coming for 
to distract a poor country, now it’s peacefully settled, and living in love and 
law ?—O weary on him! he ne’er brought gude to these lands or the in- 
dwellers. My father aften tauld me he was seen in the year o’ the bloody 
fight at Marston-Moor, and then again in Montrose’s troubles, and again 
before the rout o’ Dunbar, and in my ain time, he was seen about the time 
o’ Bothwell-Brigg, and they said the second-sighted Laird of Benarbuck 
had a communing wi’ him some time afore Argyle’s landing, but that I 
cannot speak to sae preceesely —it was far in the west. —O, bairns, he’s 
never permitted but in an ill time, sae mind ilka ane o’ ye to draw to Him 
that can help in the day of trouble.” 

Karnscliff now interposed, and expressed his firm conviction that the 
person they had seen was some poor maniac, and had no commission from 
the invisible world to announce either war or evil. But his opinion found 
a very cold audience, and all joined to deprecate his purpose of returning to 
the spot the next day. 

“OQ, my bonny bairn,” said the old dame, (for, in the kindness of her 
heart, she extended her parental style to all in whom she. was interested )— 
“You should beware mair than other folk—there’s heen a heavy breach 
made in your house wi’ your father’s bloodshed, and wi’ law-pleas, and 
losses sinsyne;— and you are the flower of the flock, and the lad that will 
build up the auld bigging again (if it be His will) to be an honour te tke 
country, and a safeguard to those that dwell in it—- you, before others, are 
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ealled upon to put yoursell in no rash adventures —for yours was aye ower 
reniuresome a race, and muckle harm they have got by it.’ 

“But lam sure, my good friend, you would not have me be afraid of 
going to an open moor in broad day-light ?” 

‘1 dinna ken,” said the good old dame; ‘I wad never bid son or friend 
0’ mine haud their hand back in a gude cause, whether it were a friend’s or 
their ain—that should be by nae bidding of mine, or of ony body that’s 
come of a gentle kindred—But it winna gang out of a grey head like mine, 
that to gang to seek for evil that’s no fashing wi’ you, 1s clean against law 
and Scripture.” 

Earnscliff resigned an argument. which he saw no prospect of maintain- 
ing with good effect, and the entrance of supper broke off the conversation. 
Miss Grace had by this time made her appearance, and Hobbie, not with- 
out a conscious glance at Karnscliff, placed himself by her side. Mirth and 
lively conversation, in which the old lady of the house took the good- 
humoured share which so well becomes old age, restored to the cheeks of 
the damsels the roses which their brother’s tale of the apparition had chased 
away, and they danced and sung for an hour after supper as if there were 
no such things as goblins in the world. 


Chapter the Fourth. 


1 am a misanthropos, and hate mankind; 
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee something. 


TIMON OF ATHENS. 


On the following morning, after breakfast, Earnscliff took leave of his 
hospitable friends, promising to return in time to partake of the venison, 
which had arrived from his house. Hobbie, who apparently took leave of 
him at the door of his habitation, slunk out, however, and joined him at the 
top of the hill. 

“Ye’ll be gaun yonder, Mr. Patrick; feind 0’ me will mistryst you for a’ 
my mother says. I thought it best to slip out quietly though, in case she 
should mislippen something of what we’re gaun to do—we maunna vex 
her at nac rate—it was amaist the last word my father said to me on his 
deathbed.’ 

“By no means, Hobbie,” said Harnscliff; ‘she well merits all your 
attention.”’ | 

“'Troth, for that matter, she would be as sair vexed amaist for you as for 
me. But d’ye really think there’s nae presumption in venturing back 
yonder ?—We hae nae special commission, ye ken.” . 

“Tf I thought as you do, Hobbie,” said the young gentleman, “IT would 
not perhaps inquire farther into this business; but as I am of opinion that 
preternatural visitations are either ceased altogether, or become very rare 
in our days, 1 am unwilling to leave a matter uninvestigated which may 
concern the life of a poor distracted being.” 

“« Aweel, aweel, if ye really think that,” answered Hobbie doubtfully— 
‘And it’s for certain the very fairies —I mean the very good neighbours 
shemeells (for they say folk suldna ca’ them fairies) that used to be seen on 
avery green knowe at e’en, are no half sae often visible in our days. Icanna 
depone to having ever seen ane mysell, but I ance heard ane whistle ahint 
me in the moss, as like a whaup* as ae thing could be like anither. And 


* Curlew. 
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muay ane my father saw when he used to come hame frae the fairs at ¢’en, 
wi’ a drap drink in his head, honest man.” 

Karnscliff was somewhat entertained with the gradual declension of super: 
stition from one generation to another which was inferred in this last obser- 
vation; and they continued to reason on such subjects, until they came in 
sight of the upright stone which gave name to the moor. 

‘‘ As I shall answer,” says Hobbie, “‘ yonder’s the creature creeping about 
yet !— But it’s day-light, and you have your gun, and I brought out my bit 
whinger—lI think we may venture on him.” 

“By all manner of means,” said Earnscliff; ‘‘ but, in the name of wonder, 
what can he be doing there ?” 

‘“‘ Biggin a dry-stane dyke, I think, wi’ the grey geese, as they ca’ thae 
great loose stanes—Odd, that passes a’ thing I e’er heard tell of !” 

As they approached nearer, Earnscliff could not help agreeing with his 
companion. ‘The figure they had seen the night before seemed slowly and 
toilsomely labouring to pile the large stones one upon another, as if to form 
asmall enelosure. Materials lay around him in great plenty, but the labour 
of carrying on the work was immense, from the size of most of the stones ; 
and it seemed astonishing that he should have succeeded in moving several 
which he had already arranged for the foundation of his edifice. He was 
struggling to move a fragment of great size when the two young men came 
up, and was so intent upon executing his purpose, that he did not perceive 


them till they were close upon him. In straining and heaving at the stone, 


in order to place it according to his wish, he displayed a degree of strength 
which seemed utterly inconsistent with his size and apparent deformity. 
Indeed, to judge from the difficulties he had already surmounted, he must 
have been of Herculean powers; for some of the stones he had succeeded 
in raising apparently required two men’s strength to have moved them. 
Hobbie’s suspicions began to revive, on seeing the preternatural strength 
he exerted. 

‘“‘T am amaist persuaded it’s the ghaist of a stane-mason—see siccan band- 
stanes as he’s laid! — An it be a man, after a’, I wonder what he wad take 
by the rood to build a march dyke. There’s ane sair wanted between Crin- 
glehope and the Shaws.—Honest man,” (raising his voice,) “ye make good 
firm wark there.” 

The being whom he addressed raised his eyes with a ghastly stare, and, 
getting up from his stooping posture, stood before them in all his native 
and hideous deformity. His head was of uncommon size, covered with a 
fell of shaggy hair, partly grizzled with age; his eyebrows, shaggy and 
prominent, overhung a pair of small, dark, piercing eyes, set far back in 
their sockets, that rolled with a portentous wildness, indicative of a partial 
insanity. The rest of his features were of the coarse, rough-hewn stamp, 
with which a painter would equip a giant in romance; to which was added 
the wild, irregular, and peculiar expression, so often seen in the counte- 


nances of those whose persons are deformed. His body, thick and square, — 


like that of a man of middle size, was mounted upon two large feet; but 
nature seemed to have forgotten the legs and the thighs, or. they were so 
very short as to be hidden by the dress which he wore. His arms were long 
and brawny, furnished with two muscular hands, and, where uncovered in 
the eagerness of his labour, were shagged with coarse black hair. It 
seemed as if nature had originally intended the separate parts of his body 
to be the members of a giant, but had afterwards capriciously assigned them 
to the person of a dwarf, so ill did the length of his arms and the iror 
strength of his frame correspond with the shortness of his stature. His 
clothing was a sort of coarse brown tunic, like a monk’s frock, girt round him 
with a belt of seal-skin. On his head he had a cap made of badger’s skin, 
or some other rough fur, which added considerably to the grotesque effect of 
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his whole appearance, and overshadowed features, whose habitual expression 
seemed that of sullen malignant misanthropy. 

This remarkable Dwarf gazed on the two youths in silence, with a dogged 
and irritated look, until Earnscliff, willing to soothe him into better temper, 
observed, ‘‘ You are hard tasked, my friend; allow us to assist you.’ 

Elliot and he accordingly placed the stone, by their joint efforts, upon 
the rising wall. The Dwarf watched them with the eye of a taskmaster 
and testified, by peevish gestures, his impatience at the time which they 
took in adjusting the stone. He pointed to another—they raised it also— 
to a third, to a fourth—they continued to humour him, though with some 
trouble, for he assigned them, as if intentionally, the ‘heaviest ‘fragmente 
which lay near. 

“And now, fricnd,” said Elliot, as the unreasonable Dwarf indicated 
another stone larger than any they had moved, “ Karnsgliff may do as he 
likes ; but be ye man or be ye waur, deil be in my fingers if I break my 
back wi’ heaving these stanes ony langer like a barrow-man, without getting 
sae muckle as thanks for my pains.” 

“ Thanks !” exclaimed the Dwarf, with a motion expressive of the utmost 
contempt—‘‘ There—take them, and fatten upon them! Take them, and 
may they thrive with you as they have done with me—as they have ‘done 
with every mortal worm that ever heard the word spoken by his fellow 
reptile! Hence—either labour or begone !”” 

“This is a fine reward we have, Harnscliff, for building a tabernacle 
for the devil, and prejudicing our ain souls into the bargain, for what 
we ken.” 

“‘Qur presence,” answered Earnscliff, ‘seems only to irritate his frenzy ; 
we had better leave him, and send some one to provide him with food and 
necessaries.” 

They did so. The servant despatched for this purpose found the Dwarf 
still labouring at his wall, but could not extract a word from him. The 
lad, infected with the superstitions of the country, did not long persist in 
an attempt to intrude questions or advice on so singular a figure, but having 
placed the articles which he had brought for his use on a stone at some 
distance, he left them at the misanthrope’s disposal. 

The Dwarf proceeded in his labours, day after day, with an assiduity so 
incredible as to appear almost supernatural. In one day he often seemed 
to have done the work of two men, and his building soon assumed the 
appearance of the walls of a hut, which, though very small, and constructed 
only of stones and turf, without any mortar, exhibited, from the unusual 
size of the stones employed, an appearance of solidity very uncommon for 
a cottage of such narrow dimensions and rude construction. Earnscliff, 
attentive to his motions, no sooner perceived to what they tended, than he 
sent down a number of spars of wood suitable for forming the roof, which 
he caused to be left in the neighbourhood of the spot, resolving next day to 
send workmen to put them up. But his purpose was anticipated, for in 
the evening, during the night, and early in the morning, the Dwarf had 
laboured so hard, and with such ingenuity, that he had nearly completed 
the adjustment of the rafters. His next labour was to cut rushes and 
thatch his dwelling, a task which he performed with singular dexterity. 

As he seemed averse to receive any aid beyond the occasional assistance 
of a passenger, materials suitable to his purpose, and tools, were supplied 
to him, in the use of which he proved to be skilful. He constructed the 
door and window of his cot, he adjusted a rude bedstead, and a few shelves, 
and appeared to become somewhat soothed in his temper as his accommo 
dations increased. 

His next task was to form a strong enclosure, and to cultivate the lend 
within it to the best of his power; until, by transpor ting mould, and work- 
ing up what was upon the spot, he formed a patch of garden- group il. It 
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must be natarally supposed, that, as above hinted, thrs solitary being 
receivéd assistance occasionally from such travellers as crossed the moor 
by chance, as well as from several who went from curiosity to visit his 
works. It was, indeed, impossible to see a human ersature, so unfitted, at 
first sight, for hard labour, toiling with such unremitting assiduity, without 
stopping a few minutes to aid him in his task; and, as no one of his occa- 
sional assistants was acquainted with the degree of help which the Dwarf 
had received from others, the celerity of his progress lost none of its marvels 
in their eyes. ‘The strong and compact appearance of the cottage, formed 
in so very short a space, and by such a being, and the superior skill which: 
he displayed in mechanics, and in other arts, gave suspicion to the sur- 
rounding neighbours. They insisted, that, if he was not a phantom,—an 
epinion which was now abandoned, since he plainly appeared a being of 
blood and bone wjth themselves, —yet he must be in close league with the 
invisible world, and have chosen that sequestered spot to carry on his com- 
munication with them undisturbed. They insisted, though im a different 
sense from the” philosopher’s application of the phrase, that he was never 
less alone than when alone; and that from the heights which commanded 
the moor at a distance, passengers often discovered a person at work along 
with this dweller of the desert, who regularly disappeared as soon as they 
approached closer to the cottage. Such a figure was also occasionally seen 
sitting beside him at the door, walking with him in the moor, or assisting 
him in fetching water from his fountain. Harnscliff explained this pheno- 
menon by supposing it to be the Dwarf’s shadow. 

**Deil a shadow has he,” replied Hobbie Elliot, who was a strenuous 
defender of the general opinion; ‘he’s ower far in wi’ the Auld Ane to 
have a shadow. ‘“ Besides,’”’ he argued more logically, ‘‘wha ever heard 
of a shadow that cam between a body and the sun? and this thing, be it 
what it will, is thinner and taller than the body himsell, and has been seen 
to come between him and the sun mair than anes or twice either.” 

These suspicions, which, in any other part of the country, might have 
been attended with investigations a little inconvenient to the supposed 
wizard, were here only productive of respect and awe. The recluse being 
seemed somewhat gratified by the marks of timid veneration with which 
an occasional passenger approached his dwelling, the look of startled sur- 
prise with which he surveyed his person and his premises, and the hurried 
step with which he pressed his retreat as he passed the awful spot. The 
boldest only stopped to gratify their curiosity by a hasty glance at the walls 
of his cottage and garden, and to apologize for it by a courteous salutation, 
which the inmate sometimes deigned to return by a word or a nod. Earns- 
cliff often passed that way, and seldom without inquiring after the solitary 
inmate, who seemed now to have arranged his establishment for life. 

It was impossible to engage him in any conversation on his own personal 
affairs; nor was he communicative or accessible in talking on any other 
subject whatever, although he seemed to have considerably relented in the 
extreme ferocity of his misanthropy, or rather to be less frequently visited 
with the fits of derangement of which this was a symptom. No argument 
could prevail upon him to accept any thing beyond the simplest neces- 
saries, although much more was offered by Harnscliff out of charity, and by 
his more superstitious neighbours from other motives. The benefits of 
these last he repaid by advice, when consulted (as at length he slowly was) 
gn their diseases, or those of their cattle. He often furnished them with 
medicines also, and seemed possessed, not only of such as were the produce 
of the country, but of foreign drugs. He gave these persons to understand, 
that his name was Elshender the Recluse; but his popular epithet soon 
game to be Canny Elshic, or the Wise Wight of Mucklestane-Moor. Some 
extended their queries beyond their bodily complaints, and requested 
advice upon other matters, which he delivered with an pracular shrewd- 
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ness that greatly confirmed the opinion of his possessing preternatural 
skill. The querists usually left some offering upon a stone, at a distance 
from his dwelling; if it was money, or any article which did not suit him 
to accept, he either threw it away, or suffered it to remain where it was 
without making use of it. On all occasions his manners were rude and 
unsocial; and his words, in number, just sufficient to express his meaning 
as briefly as possible, and he shunned all communication that went a syl- 
lable beyond the matter in hand. When winter had passed away, and his 
garden began to afford him herbs and vegetables, he confined himself 
almost entirely to those articles of food. He accepted, notwithstanding, a 
pair of she-goats from Harnscliff, which fed on the moor, and supplied him 
with milk. 

When Earnscliff found his gift had been received, he soon afterwards 
paid the hermit a visit. The old man was seated on a broad flat stone 
near his garden door, which was the seat of science he usually occupied 
when disposed to receive his patients or clients. The inside of his hut, 
and that of his garden, he kept as sacred from human intrusion as the 
natives of Otaheite do their Morai;— apparently he would have deemed it 
pages by the step of any human being. When he shut himself up in 

is habitation, no entreaty could prevail upon him to make himself visible, 
or to give audience to any one whomsoever. 

Earnscliff had been fishing in a small river at some distance. He had 
his rod in his hand, and his basket, filled with trout, at his shoulder. He 
sate down upon a stone nearly opposite to the Dwarf, who, familiarized 
with his presence, took no farther notice of him than by elevating his huge 
mis-shapen head for the purpose of staring at him, and then again sinking 
it upon-his bosom, as if in profound meditation. Earnseliff looked around 
him, and observed that the hermit had increased his accommodations by 
the construction of a shed for the reception of his goats. 

“You labour hard, Elshie,” he said, willing to lead this singular being 
into conversation. ; 

‘‘Labour,” re-echoed the Dwarf, “is the mildest evil of a lot so miser- 
able as that of mankind ; better to labour like me, than sport like you.” 
“I cannot defend the humanity of our ordinary rural sports, Elshie, and 
et ) . 
he? And yet,” interrupted the Dwarf, “they are better than your ordinary 
business ; better to exercise idle and wanton cruelty on mute fishes than on 
your fellow-creatures. Yet why should I say so? Why should not the 
whole human herd butt, gore, and gorge upon each other, till all are extir- 
pated but one huge and over-fed Behemoth, and he, when he had throttled 
and gnawed the bones of all his fellows — he, when his prey failed him, to 
be roaring whole days for lack of food, and, finally, to die, inch by inch, 
of famine—it were a consummation worthy of the race !”’ 

“Your deeds are better, Elshie, than your words,” answered Earnscliff ; 
‘you labour to preserve the race whom your misanthropy slanders.”’ 

“Ido; but why ?—Hearken. You are one on whom I look with the 
least loathing, and I care not, if, contrary to my wont, I waste a few words 
in compassion to your infatuated blindness. If I cannot send disease into 
families, and murrain among the herds, can I attain the same end so well 
as by prolonging the lives of those who can serve the purpose of destruc- 
tion as effectually ?—If Alice of Bower had died in winter, would young 
Ruthwin have been slain for her love the last spring ?—Who thought of 
«enning their cattle beneath the tower when the Red Reiver of Westbuarn- 
flat was deemed to be on his death-bed ?—My draughts, my skill, recovered 
him. And, now, who dare leave his herd upon the lea without a watch, or 
go to bed without unchaining the sleuth-hound ?” 

“T own,” answered Harnscliff, “you did little good to society by the 
ast of these cures. But, to balance the evil, there is my friend Hobbie, 
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honest Hubbie of the Heugh-foot, your skill relieved him last winter in 
fever that might have cost him his life. 

“Thus think the children of clay in their ignorance,” said the Dwart, 
smiling maliciously, ‘and thus they speak in their folly. — Have you 
marked the young cub of a wild cat that has been domesticated, how 
sportive, how playful, how gentle, — but trust him with your game, your 
lambs, your poultry, his inbred ferocity breaks forth; he gripes, tears, 
ravages, and devours.” 

‘Such is the animal’s instinct,” answered Earnscliff; “‘but what has 
that to do with Hobbie?” 

“Tt is his emblem — it is his picture,” retorted the Recluse. ‘He is at 
present tame, quiet, and domesticated, for lack of opportunity to exercise 
his inborn propensities ; but let the trumpet of war sound — let the young 
blood-hound snuff blood, he will be as ferocious as the wildest of his 
Border ancestors that ever fired a helpless peasant’s abode. Can you 
deny, that even at present he often urges you to take bloody revenge for an 
injury received when you were a boy?’ — Earnscliff started; the Recluse 
appeared not to observe his surprise, and proceeded — “The trumpet will 
blow, the young blood-hound will lap blood, and I will laugh and say, For 
this I have preserved thee!’ He paused, and continued, — ‘‘ Such are my 
cures ;— their object, their purpose, perpetuating the mass of misery, and 
playing even in this desert my part in the general tragedy. Were you on 
your sick bed, I might, in compassion, send you a cup of poison.” 

“T am much obliged to you, Elshie, and certainly shall not fail to consult 

ou, with so comfortable a hope from your assistance.”’ 

“Do not flatter yourself too far,” replied the Hermit, “ with the hope 
that I will positively yield to the frailty of pity. Why should I snatch a 
dupe, so well fitted to endure the miseries of life as you are, from the 
wretchedness which his own visions, and the villany of the world, are 
preparing for him? Why should I play the compassionate Indian, and 
knocking oat the brains of the captive with my tomahawk, at once spoil 
the three days’ amusement of my kindred tribe, at the very moment when 
the brands were lighted, the pincers heated, the caldrons boiling, the 
knives sharpened, to tear, scorch, seethe, and scarify the intended victim id 

‘“A dreadful picture you present to me of life, Elshie; but I am not 
daunted by it,” returned Karnscliff. ‘‘We are sent here, in one sense, to 
bear and to suffer; but, in another, to do and to enjoy. The active day 
has its evening of repose; even patient sufferance has its aileviations, 
where there is a consolatory sense of duty discharged.” 

“Tspurn at the slavish and bestial doctrine,” said the Dwarf, his eyes 
kindling with insane fury, —‘“‘I spurn at it, as worthy only of the beasts 
that perish; but I will waste no more words with you.” 

He rose hastily; but, ere he withdrew into the hut, he added, with 
great vehemence, “ Yet, lest you still think my apparent benefits to map- 
kind flow from the stupid and servile source, called love of our fellow- 
creatures, know, that were there a man who had annihilated my soul’s 
dearest hope — who had torn my heart to mammocks, and seared my brain 
till it glowed like a volcano, and were that man’s fortune and life in my 
power as completely as this frail potsherd,” (he snatched up an earthen 
cup which stood beside him,) ‘I would not dash him into atoms thus’—. 
(he flung the vessel with fury against the wall,)—‘“‘ No!” (he spoke more 
composedly, but with the utmost hitterness,) “I would pamper him with 
wealth and power to inflame his evil passions, and to fulfil his evil designs ; 
he should lack no means of vice and villany; he should be the centre of a 
whirlpool that itself should know neither rest nor peace, hut boil with 
unceasing fury, while it wrecked every goodly ship that approached its 
limits! he shcald be an earthquake capable of shaking the yery land in 
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which he dwelt, and rendering all its inhabitants friendless, outcast, and 
miserable-—as I am!” 

The wretched being rushed into his hut as he uttered these last words, 
shutting the door with furious violence, and rapidly drawing two bolts, 
one after snother, as if to exclude the intrusion of any one of that hated 
race, who had thus lashed his sou! to frenzy. Earnscliff left the moor with 
mingled sensations of pity and horror, pondering what strange and melan- 
choly cause could have reduced to so miserable a state. of mind, a man 
whose language argued him to be of rank and education much superior to 
the vulgar. He was also surprised to see how much particular information 
a person who had lived in that country so short a time, and in so recluse a 
manner, had been-able to collect respecting the dispositions and private 
affairs of the inhabitants. 

“Tt is no wonder,”’ he said to himself, ‘‘ that with such extent of infor- 
mation, such a mode of life, so uncouth a figure, and sentiments so viru- 
lently misanthropic, this unfortunate should be regarded by the vulgar as 
in league with the Enemy of Mankind.” 


Chayter the Fifth. 


The bleakest rock upon the lJoneliest heath 

Feels, in its barrenness, some touch of spring; 

And, in the April dew, or beam of May, 

Its moss and lichen freshen and revive; 

And thus the heart, most seared to human pleasure, 
Melts at the tear, jovs in the smile, of woman. 


BEAUMONT. 


As the season advanced, the weather became more genial, and the Recluse 
was more frequently found occupying the broad flat stone in the front of 
his mansion. As he sate there one day, about the hour of noon, a party 
of gentlemen and ladies, well mounted, and numerously attended, swept 
across the heath at some distance from his dwelling. Dogs, hawks, and 
led-horses, swelled the retinue, and the air resounded at intervals with the 
cheer of the hunters, and the sound of horns blown by the attendants. The 
Recluse was about to retire into his mansion at the sight of a train so 
joyous, when three young ladies, with their attendants, who had made a 
circuit, and detached themselves from their party, in order to gratify their 
curiosity by a sight of the Wise Wight of Mucklestane-Moor, came sud- 
denly up, ere he could effect his purpose. The first shrieked, and put her 
hands before her eyes, at sight of an object so unusually deformed. The 
second, with a hysterical giggle, which she intended should disguise her 
terrors, asked the Recluse, whether he could tell their fortune. The third, 
who was best mounted, best dressed, and incomparably the best-looking of 
the three, advanced, as if to cover the incivility of her companions. 

‘““We have lost the right path that leads through these morasses, and our 
party have gone forward without us,” said the young lady. “Seeing you, 
ather, at the door of your house, we have turned this way to 

“Hush !” interrupted the Dwarf; “so young, and already so artful? 
You came— you know you came, to exult in the consciousness of your own 
youth, wealth, and beauty, by contrasting them with age, poverty, and de- 
formity. It is a fit employment for the daughter of your father; but oh, 
bow unlike the child of your mother!” 

‘Did you, then, know my parents, and do you know me?” 

Z2 
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“Yes; this is the first time you have crossed my waking eyes, but I have 
Been you in my dreams.” 

“Your dreams !” 

“Ay, Isabel Vere. What hast thou, or thine, to do with my waking 
thoughts ?” : 

“Your waking thoughts, sir,” said the second of Miss Vere’s companions, 
with a sort of mock gravity, ‘are fixed, doubtless, upon wisdom; folly can 
only intrude on your sleeping moments.” 

“Over thine,” retorted the Dwarf, more splenetically than became a phi 
losopher or hermit, “folly exercises an unlimited empire, asleep or awake.” 
‘“‘ Lord bless us!” said the lady, “he’s a prophet sure enough.” 

“As surely,” continued the Recluse, ‘as thou arta woman. A woman! 
— 1 should have said a lady —a fine lady. You asked me to tell your for- 
tune—it is a simple one; an endless chase through life after follies not worth 
catching, and when caught, successively thrown away —a chase, pursued 
from the days of tottering infancy to those of old age upon his crutches. 
Toys and merry-makings in childhood—love and its absurdities in youth— 
spadille and basto in age, shall succeed each other as objects of pursuit — 
flowers and butterflies in spring—butterflies and thistle-down in summer— 
withered leaves in autumn and winter —all pursued, all caught, all flung 
aside. — Stand apart; your fortune is said.” 

‘All caught, however,” retorted the laughing fair one, who was a cousin 
of Miss Vere’s; “that’s something, Nancy,” she continued, turning to the 
timid damsel who had first approached the Dwarf; ‘will you ask your 
fortune ?” 

“Not for worlds,” said she, drawing back; “I have heard enough of 

ours.” 

“Well, then,” said Miss Ilderton, offering money to the Dwarf, “Tl pay 
for mine, as if it were spoken by an oracle to a princess.” | 

“Truth,” said the soothsayer, ‘‘can neither be bought nor sold ;” and he 
pushed back her proffered offering with morose disdain. 

‘“‘ Well, then,” said the lady, ‘““V’ll keep my money, Mr. Elshender, to 
assist me in the chase I am to pursue.” __ 

“You will need it,” replied the cynic; “without it, few pursue success- 
fully, and fewer are themselves pursued. Stop!” he said to Miss Vere, as 
her companions moved off, ‘‘ with you I have more to say. You have what 
your companions would wish to have, or be thought to have — beauty, 
wealth, station, accomplishments.” . 

“Forgive my following my companions, father; I am proof both to flat- 
tery and fortune telling.” 

“Stay,” continued the Dwarf, with his hand on her horse’s rein, “I am 
no common soothsayer, and I am no flatterer. All the advantages I have 
detailed, all and each of them have their corresponding evils—unsuccessful 
love, crossed affections, the gloom of a convent, or an odious alliance. I, . 
who wish ill to all mankind, cannot wish more evil to you, so much is your 
course of life crossed by it.” 

“‘ And if it be, father, let me enjoy the readiest solace of adversity, while 
prosperity is in my power. You are old; you are poor; your habitation is 
far from human aid, were you ill, or in want; your situation, in many 
respects, exposes you to the suspicions of the vulgar, which are too apt to 
break out into actions of brutality. Let me think I have mended the lot of 
one human being! Accept of such assistance as I have power to offer; do 
this for my sake, if not for your own, that when these evils arise, which you 
prophesy perhaps too truly, I may not have to reflect, that the hours of my 
happier time have been passed altogether in vain.” : 

The old man answered with a broken voice, and almost without addressing 
himself to the young lady,— 

“Yes, ’tis thus thou shouldst think—‘tis thus thou shouldst epeak, if ever 
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hinnan speech and thought kept touch with each other! They do not—they 
do not—Alas! they cannot. And yet—wait here an instant—-stir not tif 
my return.” He went to his little garden, and returned with a half-blown 
rose. ‘Thou hast made me shed a tear, the first which has wet my eyelids 
for many a year; for that good deed receive this token of gratitude. It is 
hut a common rose; preserve it, however, and do. not part with it. Come 
to me in your hour of adversity. Show me that rose, or but one leaf of it, 
were it withered as my heart is —if it should be in my fiercest and wilde: 
movements of rage against a hateful world, still it will recall gentler 
thoughts to my bosom, and perhaps afford happier prospects to thine. But 
no message,” he exclaimed, rising into his usual mode of misanthropy,— 
“no gc-between! Come thyself; and the heart and the doors that are shut 
against every other earthly being, shall open to thee and to thy sorrows. 
And now pass on.” 

He let go the bridle-rein, and the young lady rode on, after expressing 
her thanks to this singular being, as well as her surprise at the extraordi- 
nary nature of his address would permit, often turning back to look at the 
Dwarf, who still remained at the door of his habitation, and watched her 
progress over the moor towards her father’s castle of Hllieslaw, until the 
brow of the hill hid the party from his sight. 

The ladies, meantime, jested with Miss Vere on the strange interview 
they had just had with the far-famed Wizard of the Moor. “Isabella has 
all the luck at home and abroad! Her hawk strikes down the black-cock ; 
her eyes wound the gallant; no chance for her poor companions and kins- 
women; even the conjuror cannot escape the force of her charms. You 
should, in compassion, cease to be such an engrosser, my dear Isabel, or at 
least set up shop, and sell off all the goods you do not mean to keep for 
your own use.” 

“You shall have them all,” replied Miss Vere, ‘“‘and the conjuror to boot, 
at a very easy rate.” 

*“No! Nancy shall have the conjuror,” said Miss Ilderton, “to supply 
deficiencies; she’s not quite a witch herself, you know.” 

“ Lord, sister,” answered the younger Miss Ilderton, ‘what could I de 
with so frightful a monster! I kept my eyes shut, after once glancing at 
him ; and, I protest, I thought I saw him still, though I winked as close as 
ever I could.” 

“That’s a pity,” said her sister; ‘“‘ever while you live, Nancy, choose an 
admirer whose faults can be hid by winking at them. Well, then, I must 
take him myself, I suppose, and put him into mamma’s Japan cabinet, in 
order to show that Scotland can produce a specimen of mortal clay moulded 
into a form ten thousand times uglier than the imaginations of Canton and 
Pekin, fertile as they are in monsters, have immortalized in porcelain.” 

“There is something,” said Miss Vere, ‘‘so melancholy in the situation 
of this poor man, that I cannot enter into your mirth, Lucy, so readily as 
usual. If he has no resources, how is he to exist in this waste country, 
living, as he does, at such a distance from mankind? and if he has the 
means of securing occasional assistance, will not the very suspicion that he 
is possessed of them, expose him to plunder and assassination by some of 
our unsettled neighbours ?” 

“But you forget that they say he is a warlock,” said Nancy Ilderton. 

“And if his magic diabolical should fail him,” rejoined her sister, ‘I 
would have him trust to his magic natural, and thrust his enormous head, 
and most preternatural visage, out at his door or window, full in view of 
the assailants. The boldest robber that ever rode would hardly bide a 
second glance of him. Well, I wish I had the use of that Gorgon head of 
uis for only one half hour.”’ 

“For what purpose, Lucy ?” said Miss Vere. 

“O! I would frighten out of the castle that dark, stiff, and stately Si 
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Frederick Langley, that is so great a favourite with your father, and sc 
little a favourite of yours. I protest I shall be obliged to the Wizard as 
long as I live, if it were only for the half hour’s relief from that man’s com- 
pany which we have gained by deviating from the party to visit Elshie.” 

‘What would you say, then,” said Miss Vere, in a low tone, so as not 
to be heard by the younger sister, who rode before them, the narrow path 
not admitting of their moving all three «breast, —‘‘What would you 
say, my dearest Lucy, if it were proposed to you to endure his company 
‘Tor life ?” 

“Say? I would say, No, no, no, three times, each louder than another, 
till they should hear me at Carlisle.” 

“And Sir Frederick would say then, nineteen nay-says are half a grant.” 

“That,” replied Miss Lucy, ‘‘ depends entirely on the manner in which 
the nay-says are said. Mine should have not one grain of concession in 
them, I promise you.” . 

“But if your father,” said Miss Vere, ‘‘ were to say,—Thus do, or——” 

“‘T would stand to the consequences of his or, were he the most cruel 
father that ever was recorded in romance, to fill up the alternative.” 

‘‘And what if he threatened you with a Catholic aunt, an abbess, and a 
‘cloister ?”” 

“Then,” said Miss Ilderton, “I would threaten him with a protestant 
son-in-law, and be glad of an opportunity to disobey him for conscience 
sake. And now that Nancy is out of hearing, let me really say, I think 
you would be excusable before God and man for resisting this preposterous 
match by every means in your power. A proud, dark, ambitious man; a 
caballer against the state; infamous for his avarice and severity; a bad 
son, a bad brother, unkind and ungenerous to all his relatives — Isabel, I 
would die rather than have him.” 

“Don’t let my father hear you give me such advice,” said Miss Vere, 
‘or adieu, my dear Lucy, to Ellieslaw-Castle.” 

‘“‘ And adieu to Ellieslaw-Castle, with all my heart,” said her friend, ‘if 
I once saw you fairly out of it, and settled under some kinder protector 
than he whom nature has given you. O, if my poor father had been in his 
former health, how gladly would he have received and sheltered you, till 
this ridiculous and cruel persecution were blown over !” 

“Would to God it had been so, my dear Lucy!” answered Isabella; 
“but I fear, that, in your father’s weak state of health, he would be alto- 
gether unable to protect me against the means which would be immediately 
used for reclaiming the poor fugitive.” ; 

“‘T fear so, indeed,” replied Miss Ilderton; “‘ but we will consider and 
devise something. Now that your father and his guests. seem so deeply 
engaged in some mysterious plot, to judge from the passing and returning 
of messages, from the strange faces which appear and disappear without 
being announced by their names, from the collecting and cleaning of arms, 
and the anxious gloom and bustle which seem to agitate every male in the 
castle, it may not be impossible for us (always in case matters be driven to 
extremity) to shape out some little supplemental conspiracy of our own. I 
hope the gentlemen have not kept all the policy to themselves; and there 
is one associate that I would gladly admit to our counsel.” 

“Not Nancy ?” 

““Q, no!” said Miss Ilderton; ‘‘ Nancy, though an excellent good girl, 
and fondly attached to you, would make a dull conspirator—as dull as 
Renault and all the other subordinate plotters in Venice Preserved. Na; 
this is a Jaffier, or Pierre, if you like the character better; and yet, though 
I know I shall please you, I am afraid to mention his name to you, lest I 
yex you at the same time. Can you not guess? Something about an eagle 
und a rock —it does not begin with eagle in English, but someting: very 
like it in Scotch.” z 
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“You cannot mean young Earnscliff, Lucy?” said Miss Vere, blushing 
leeply. 

And whom else should I mean?” said Lucy. ‘‘Jaffiers and Pierres are 
very scarce in this country, I take it, though one could find Renaults and 
Bedamars enow.” 

“How can you talk so wildly, Lucy? Your plays and romances have 
positively turned your brain. You know, that, independent of my father’s 
consent, without which I never will marry any one, and which, in the case 
you point at, would never be granted; independent, too, of our knowing 
nothing of young Earnscliff’s inclinations, but by your own wild conjectures 
and fancies—besides all this, there is the fatal braw! !” 

‘When his father was killed?” said Lucy. ‘ But that was very long ago ; 
and I hope we have outlived the time of bloody feud, when a quarrel was 
carried down between two families from father to son, like a Spanish game 
at chess, and a murder or two committed in every generation, just to keep 
the matter from going to sleep. We do with our quarrels now-a-days as 
with our clothes; cut them out for ourselves, and wear them out in our own 
day, and should no more think of resenting our father’s feuds, than of wear- 
ing their slashed doublets and trunk-hose.” 

‘You treat this far too lightly, Lucy,” answered Miss Vere. 

“Not a bit, my dear Isabella,” said Lucy. ‘‘ Consider, your father, 
though present in the unhappy affray, is never supposed to have struck the 
fatal blow; besides, in former times, in case of mutual slaughter between 
clans, subsequent alliances were so far from being excluded, that the hand 
of a daughter or a sister, was the most frequent gage of reconciliation. You 
laugh at my skill in romance; but, I assure you, should your history be 
written, like that of many a less distressed and less deserving heroine, the 
well-judging reader would set you down for the lady and the love of Karns- 
cliff, from the very obstacle which you suppose so insurmountable.” 

“But these are not the days of romance, but of sad reality, for there 
stands the castle of Ellieslaw.” 

‘And there stands Sir Frederick Langley at the gate, waiting to assist 
the ladies from their palfreys. I would as lief touch a toad; I will dis- 
appoint him, and take old Horsington the groom for my master of the 
horse.” 

So saying, the lively young lady switched her palfrey forward, and passing 
Sir Frederick with a familiar nod as he stood ready to take her horse’s rein, 
she cantered on and jumped into the arms of the old groom. Fain would 
Isabella have done the same had she dared; but her father stood near, dis- 
pleasure already darkening on a countenance peculiarly qualified to express 
the harsher passions, and she was compelled to receive the unwelcome assi- 
duities of her detested suitor. 


Chapter the Sirth. 


Let not us that are squires of the night’s body be called thieves 
of the day’s booty; let us be Diana’s foresters, gentlemen of the 
shade, minions of the moon, 

Henry THE Fourts, Part I. 


Tue Solitary had consumed the remainder of the day in which he had 
the interview with the young ladies, within the precincts of his garden. 
Evening again found him seated on his favourite stone. The sun setting 
red, and among seas of rolling clouds, threw a gloomy lustre over the moor, 
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, ind gave a deeper purple to the broad outline of heathy mountains which 
surrounded this desolate spot. The Dwarf sate watching the clouds as they 
lowered above each other in masses of conglomerated vapours, and, as a 
strong lurid beam of the sinking luminary darted full on his solitary and 
uncouth figure, he might well have seemed the demon of the storm which 
was gathering, or some gfome summoned forth from the recesses of the earth 
by the subterranean signals of its approach. As he sate thus, with his dark 
eye turned towards the scowling and blackening heaven, a horseman rode 
rapidly up to him, and stopping, as if to let his horse breathe for an instant, 
made a sort of obeisance to the anchoret, with an air betwixt effrontery and 
embarrassment. 

The figure of the rider was thin, tall, and slender, but remarkably athletie, 
bony, and sinewy; like one who had all his life followed those violent exer- 
cises which prevent the human form from increasing in bulk, while they 
harden and confirm by habit its muscular powers. His face, sharp-featured, 
sun-burnt, and freckled, had a sinister expression of violence, impudence, 
and cunning, each of which seemed alternately to predominate over the 
others. Sandy-coloured hair, and reddish eye-brows, from under which 
looked forth his sharp grey eyes, completed the inauspicious outline of the 
horseman’s physiognomy. He had pistols in his holsters, and another pair 
peeped from his belt, though he had taken some pains to conceal them by 
buttoning his doublet. He wore a rusted steel head-piece; a buff jacket of 
rather an antique cast; gloves, of which that for the right hand was covered 
with small scales of iron, like an ancient gauntlet; and a long broadsword 
completed his equipage. 

“So,” said the Dwarf, ‘‘rapine and murder once more on horseback.” 

‘“‘QOn horseback?” said the bandit; ‘“‘ay, ay, Elshie, your leech-craft has 
set me on the bonny bay again.” 

‘“‘ And all those promises of amendment which you made during your ill- 
ness forgotten?” continued Elshender. 

‘“‘ All clear away, with the water-saps and panada,” returned the una 
bashed convalescent. ‘Ye ken, Elshie, for they say ye are weel acquent 
wi’ the gentleman, 

When the devil was sick, the devil a monk would be, 
When the devil was well,,the devil a monk was he.” 

“Thou say’st true,” said the Solitary ; “‘as well divide a wolf from his 
appetite for carnage, or a raven from her scent of slaughter, as thee from 
thy accursed propensities.” 

““Why, what would you have me to do? It’s born with me—lies in my 
very blude and bane. Why, man, the lads of Westburnflat, for ten lang 
descents, have been reivers and lifters. They have all drunk hard, lived 
high, taking deep revenge for light offence, and never wanted gear for the 
winning.” : 

“Right; and thou art as thorough-bred a wolf,” said the Dwarf, ‘as 
ever leapt a lamb-fold at night. On what hell’s errand art thou bound 
now ?” 

“Can your skill not guess ?” 

“Thus far I know,” said the Dwarf, ‘that thy purpose is bad, thy deed 
will be worse, and the issue worst of all.” 

‘‘And you like me the better for it, Father Elshie, eh ?”’ said Westburn- 
flat ; ‘‘ you always said you did.” 

‘“‘T have cause to like all,”’ answered the Solitary, “that are scourges to 
their fellow-creatures, and thou art a bloody one.” 

‘‘No—lI say not guilty to that—never bluidy unless there’s resistance, 
and that sets a man’s bristles up, ye ken. And this is nae great matter, 
after a’; just to cut the comb of a young cock that has been crawing 9 
little ower cousely.”’ 

“ Not young Karnscliff?” said the Solitary, with some emvtian ~ 
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* No; not young Earnscliff—not young Harnscliff yet; but his time may 
some, if he will not take warning, and get him back to the burrow-town 
that he’s fit for, and no keep skelping about here, destroying the few deer 
that are left in the country, and pretending to act as a magistrate, and writ- 
ing letters to the great folk at Auld Reekie, about the disturbed state of the 
land. Let him take care o’ himsell.”’ 

“Then it must be Hobbie of the Heugh-foot,” said Elshie. ‘‘What harm 
has the lad done you?” 

‘“‘Harm! nae great harm; but I hear he says I staid away from the 
Ba’spiel on Fastern’s E’en, for fear of him; and it was only for fear of the 
Country Keeper, for there was a warrant against me. I’ll stand Hobbie’s 
feud, and a’ his clans. But it’s not so much for that, as to gie him a lesson 
not to let his tongue gallop ower freely about his betters. 1 trow he will 
hae lost the best pen-feather o’ his wing before to-morrow morning.-—Fare- | 
well, Elshie; there’s some canny boys waiting for me down amang the 
shaws, owerby; I will see you as I come back, and bring ye a blithe tale 
in return for your leech-craft.” 

Ere the Dwarf could collect himself to reply, the Reiver of Westburnflat 
set spurs to his horse. The animal, starting at one of the stones which lay 
scattered about, flew from the path. The rider exercised his spurs without 
moderation or mercy. The horse became furious, reared, kicked, plunged, 
and bolted like a deer, with all his four feet off the ground at once. It was 
in vain; the unrelenting rider sate as if he had been a part of the horse 
which he bestrode; and, after a short but furious contest, compelled the 
subdued animal to proceed upon the path at a rate which soon carried him 
out of sight of the Solitary. 

“That villain,” exclaimed the Dwarf,—“ that cold-blooded, hardened, un- 
relenting ruffian,—that wretch, whose every thought is infected with crimes, 
—has thews and sinews, limbs, strength, and activity enough, to compel a 
nobler animal than himself to carry him to the place where he is to perpe- 
trate his wickedness; while I, had I the weakness to wish to put his wretched 
victim on his guard, and to save the helpless family, would see my good 
intentions frustrated by the decrepitude which chains me to the spot.— Why 
should I wish it were otherwise? What have my screech-owl voice, my 
hideous form, and my mis-shapen features, to do with the fairer workman- 
ship of nature? Do not men receive even my benefits with shrinking hcr- 
ror and ill-suppressed disgust? And why should [I interest myself in a 
race which accounts me a prodigy and an outcast, and which has treated 
meas such? No; by all the ingratitude which I have reaped — by all the 
wrongs which I have sustained by my imprisonment, my stripes, my 
chains, I will wrestle down my feelings of rebellious humanity! I wall 
be the fool I have been, to swerve from my principles whenever there was 
an appeal, forsooth, to my feelings; as if I, towards whom none show sym- 
nathy, ought to have sympathy with any one. Let Destiny drive forth her 
scythed car through the overwhelmed and trembling mass of humanity ! 
Shall I be the idiot to throw this decrepit form, this mis-shapen lump of 
mortality, under her wheels, that the Dwarf, the Wizard, the Hunchback, 
may save from destruction some fair form or some active frame, and all the 
world clap their hands at the exchange? No, never!—And yet this Klliot 
—this Hobbie, so young and gallant, so frank, so—TI will think of it no 
longer. I cannot aid him if I would, and I am resolved — firmly resolved, 
that [ would not aid him, if a wish were the pledge of his safety !” 

Having thus ended his soliloquy, he retreated into his hut for shelter from 
the storm which was fast approaching, and now began to burst in large 
«nd heavy drops of rain. The last rays of the sun now disappeared entirely 
and two or three claps of distant thunder followed each other at brief inter 
vals, echoing and re-echoing among the range of heathy fells like the sound 
of a distant engagement. : 


300 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 


Chanter the Srueuty. 


Proud bird of the mountain, thy plume shall be torn! — 
* * * * +* * * 
Return to thy dwelling; all lonely return; 
For the blackness of ashes shall mark where it stood, 
And a wild mother scream o’er her famishing brood. 
CAMPBELL. 


Tite night continued sullen and stormy; but morning rose as if refreshed 
by the rains. Even the Mucklestane-Moor, with its broad bleak swells of 
barren grounds, interspersed with marshy pools of water, seemed to smile 
under the serene influence of the sky, just as good- humour can spread a 
certain inexpressible charm over the plainest human countenance. The 
heath was in its thickest and deepest bloom. The bees, which the Solitary 
had added to his rural establishment, were abroad and on the wing, and 
filled the air with the murmurs of their industry. As the old man crept 
out of his little hut, his two she-goats came to meet him, and licked his 
hands in gratitude for the vegetables with which he supplied them from his 
garden. ‘‘ You, at least,” he said— ‘you, at least, see no differences in 
form which can alter your feelings to a benefactor—to you, the finest shape 
that ever statuary moulded would be an object of indifference or of alarm, 
should it present itself instead of the mis-shapen trunk to whose services 
you are accustomed. While I was in the world, did I ever meet with such 
a return of gratitude? No; the domestic whom I had bred from infancy 
made mouths at me as he stood behind my chair; the friend whom I had 
supported with my fortune, and for whose sake I had even stained (he 
stopped with a strong convulsive shudder,) even he thought me more fit for 
the society of lunatics — for their disgraceful restraints — for their cruel 
privations, than for communication with the rest of humanity. Hubert 
alone —-and Hubert too will one day abandon me. All are of a piece, one 
mass of wickedness, selfishness, and ingratitude — wretches, who sin even 
in their devotions ; and of such hardness of heart, that they do not, with- 
out hypocrisy, even thank the Deity himself for his warm’ sun and pure 
air.” 

As he was plunged in these gloomy soliloquies, he heard the tramp of a 
horse on the other side of his enclosure, and a strong clear bass voice sing- 
ing with the liveliness inspired by a light heart, 


Canny Hobbie Elliot, canny Hobbie now, 
Canny Hobbie Eliot, l’se gang alang Wi’ you. 


At the same moment, a large deer greyhound sprung over the hermit’s 
fence. It is well known to the sportsmen in these wilds, that the appear- 
ance and scent of the goat so much resemble those of their usual objects 
of chase, that the best-broke greyhounds will sometimes fly upon them. 
The dog in question instantly pulled down and throttled one of the hermit’s 
she-goats, while Hobbie Elliot, who came up, and jumped from his horse 
for the purpose, was unable to extricate the harmless animal from the fangs 
of his attendant until it was expiring. The Dwarf eyed, for a few moments, 
the convulsive starts of his dying favourite, until the poor goat stretched 
yut her limbs with the twitches and shivering fit of the last agony. He 
then started into an access of frenzy, and unsheathing a long sharp knife, 
or dagger, which he wore under his coat, he was about to lanch it at the 
Jog, when Hobbie, perceiving his purpose, interposed, and caught hold af 
his’ hand, exclaiming, ‘‘ Let a be the hound, man — let a he the hound: 

Ne na, Killbuck maunna be guided that gate, neither’ 
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The Dwarf turned his rage on the young farmer; and, by a sudden effort, 
far more powerful than Hobbie expected from such a person, freed h‘a 
wrist from his grasp, and offered the dagger at his heart. All this was 
done in the twinkling of an eye, and the incensed Recluse might have 
completed his vengeance by plunging the weapon in Elliot’s bosom, had he 
not been checked by an internal impulse which made him hurl the knife tc 
a distance. 

“‘ No,”’ he exclaimed, as he thus voluntarily deprived himself of the means 
of gratifying his rage; ‘ not again — not again !”’ 

Hobbie retreated a step or two in great surprise, discomposure, and dis- 
dain, at having been placed in such danger by an object apparently so con- 
temptible. : 

“The deil’s in the body for strength and bitterness !” were the first words 
that escaped him, which he followed up with an apology for the accident 
that had given rise to their disagreement. “Iam no justifying Killbuck 
a’thegither neither, and I am sure it is as vexing to me as to you, Elshie, 
that the mischance should hae happened; but Ill send you twa goats and 
twa fat gimmers, man, to make a’ straight again. A wise man like you 
shouldna bear malice against a poor dumb thing: ye see that.a goat’s like 
first-cousin to a deer, sae he acted but according to his nature after a’. 
Had it been a pet-lamb, there wad hae been mair to be said. Ye suld keep 
sheep, Elshie, and no goats, where there’s sae mony deer-hounds about — 
but Vl send ye baith.” 

“Wretch !” said the hermit, “‘ your cruelty has destroyed one of the only 
creatures in existence that would look on me with kindness!” 

“Dear Elshie,” answered Hobbie, ‘‘?m wae ye suld hae cause to say 
sae; ’m sure it wasna wi’ my will. And yet, it’s true, I should hae 
minded your goats, and coupled up the dogs. I’m sure I would rather 
they had worried the primest wether in my faulds. Come, man, forget and 
forgie. I’m e’en as vexed as ye can be — But I am a bridegroom, ye see, 
and that puts a’ things out o’ my head, I think. There’s the marriage- 
dinner, or gude part o’t, that my twa brithers are bringing on a sled round 
by the Riders’ Slack, three goodly bucks as ever ran on Dallomlea, as the 
sang says; they couldna come the straight road for the saft grund. I wad 
send ye a bit venison, but ye wadna take it weel maybe, for Killbuck 
éatched it.” . 

During this long speech, in which the good-natured Borderer endeavoured 
to propitiate the offended Dwarf by every argument he could think of, he 
heard him with his eyes bent on the ground, as if in the deepest meditation, 
and at length broke forth— ‘ Nature? — yes! it. is indeed in the usual 
beaten path of Nature. The strong gripe and throttle the weak; the rich 
depress and despoil the needy; the happy (those who are idiots enough to 
think themselves happy) insult the misery and diminish the consolation of 
the wretched. Go hence, thou who hast contrived to give an additicnal 

ang to the most miserable of human beings—thou who hast deprived me 
of what I half considered as a source of comfort. Go hence, and enjoy the 
happiness prepared for thee at home!” 

“ Never stir,” said Hobbie, “if I wadna take you wi’ me, man, if ye wad 
“jut say it wad divert ye to be at the bridal on Monday. ‘There will bea 
hundred strapping Elliots to ride the brouze — the like’s no been seen sin’ 
the days of auld Martin of the Preakin-tower —I wad send the sled for ye 
wi’ a canny powny.” 

“Ts it to me you propose once more to mix in the society of the common 
herd ?” said the Recluse, with an air of deep disgust. 

“ Commons!’ retorted Hobbie, ‘‘ nae siccan commons neither; the Elliots 
has been lang kend a gentle race.” 

“ Wence! begone!” reiterated the Dwarf: “may the same evil luck attend 
thee that thou hast left behind with me! If I go not with you myself, see 
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if you can escape what my attendants, Wrath and Misery, have brought tu 
thy threshold before thee.” ‘ | 

“‘T wish ye wadna speak that gate,” said Hobbie. ‘“ Ye ken yoursell, 
Kishie, naebody judges you to be ower canny; now, I'll tell ye just ae word 
for a’—ye hae spoken as muckle as wussing ill to me and rine ; “10w, if ony 
mischance happen to Grace, which God forbid, or to mysell, or to the poor 
dumb tyke; or if I be skaithed and injured in body, gudes, or gear, Pli no 
forget wha it is that it’s owing to.” 

‘Out, hind!” exclaimed the Dwarf; ‘“‘ home! home to your dwelling, and 
think on me when you find what has befallen there.” 

‘“¢ Aweel, aweel,’”’ said Hobbie, mounting his horse, ‘it serves naething 
to strive wi’ cripples,—they are aye cankered; but I’ll just tell ye ae thing, 
neighbour, that if things be otherwise than weel wi’ Grace Armstrong, I’se 
gie you a scouther, if there be a tar-barrel in the five parishes.” 

So saying, he rode off; and Elshie, after looking at him with a scornful 
and indignant laugh, took spade and mattock, and occupied himself in dig- 
ging a grave for his deceased favourite. 

A low whistle, and the words, ‘“‘ Hisht, Elshic, hisht!’’? disturbed him in 
this melancholy occupation. He looked up, and the Red Reiver of West- 
burnflat was before him. Like Banquo’s murderer, there was blood on his 
face, as well as upon the rowels of his spurs and the sides of his over-ridden 
horse. 

“How now, ruffian?” demanded the Dwarf, ‘is thy job chared ?” 

“ Ay, ay, doubt not that, Elshie,” answered the freebooter ; ‘‘ when I ride, 
my foes may moan. They have had mair light than comfort at the Heugh- 
foot this morning; there’s a toom byre and a wide, and a wail and a ery for 
the bonny bride.” | 

“‘The bride ?” 

‘‘ Ay; Charlie Cheat-the-Woodie, as we ca’ him, that’s Charlie Foster of 
Tinning Beck, has promised to keep her in Cumberland till the blast blaw 
by. She saw me, and kend me in the splore, for the mask fell frae my face 
for a blink. Iam thinking it wad concern my safety if she were to come 
back here, for there’s mony o’ the Elliots, and they band weel thegither for 
right or wrang. Now, what I chiefly eome to ask your rede in, is how to 
make her sure ?” 

‘“Wouldst thou murder her, then?” 

“Umph! no, no; that I would not do, if I could help it. But they say 
they can whiles get folk cannily away to the plantations from some of the 
out-ports, and something to boot for them that brings a bonny wench. 
They’re wanted beyond seas thae female cattle, and they’re no scarce here. 
But I think o’ doing better for this lassie. There’s a leddy, that, unless she 
be a’ the better bairn, is to be sent to foreign parts whether she will or no; 
now, I think of sending Grace to wait on her—she’s a bonny lassie. Hobbie 
will hae a merry morning when he comes hame, and misses baith bride and 

ear.” 
ae Ay; and do you not pity him?” said the Recluse. 

“Wad he pity me were I gaeing up the Castle-hill at Jeddart?* And 
yet I rue something for the bit lassie; but he’) git anither, and little skaith 
dune—ane is as gude as anither. And now, you that like to hear o’ splores, 
heard ye ever o’ a better ane than I hae had this morning ?” 

‘** Air, ocean, and fire,” said the Dwarf, speaking to himself, ‘ the earth- 
quake, the tempest, the volcano, are all mild and moderate, compared to 
the wrath of man. And what is this fellow, but one more skilled than 
others in executing the end of his existence? — Hear me, felon, go again 
where I before sent thee.” 

“To the Steward ?” 


* The place of execution of that ancient burgh, wnoere many of Westburnfiat’s profession have made ‘1 ep 
fog! exit. 
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“Ay; and tell him, Elshender the Recluse commands him to give thee 
gold. But, hear me, let the maiden be discharged free and uninjured ; 
return her to her friends, and let her swear not to discover thy villany.” 

“Swear?” said Westburnflat ; “‘ but what if she break her aith? Women 
are not famous for keeping their plight. A wise man like you should ken 
that. And uninjured—wha kens what may happen were she to be left lang 
at [inning Beck? Charlie Cheat-the-Woodie is a rough customer. But if 
the gold could be made up to twenty pieces, I think I could ensure her 
being wi’ her friends within twenty-four hours.” — 

The Dwarf took his tablets from his pocket, marked a line on them, and 
tore out the leaf. ‘ There,” he said, giving the robber the leaf— “ But, 
mark me; thou knowest I am not to be fooled by thy treachery; if thou 
Ewiie disobey my directions, thy wretched life, be sure, shall answer 
or it. 

“I know,” said the fellow, looking down, ‘‘that you have power on earth, 
however you came by it; you can do what nae other man can do, baith by 
physic and foresight; and the gold is shelled down when ye command, as 
fast as [ have seen the ashkeys fall in a frosty morning in October. I will 
not disobey you.” 

“‘ Begone, then, and relieve me of thy hateful presence.” 

The robber set spurs to his horse, and rode off without reply. 

Hobbie Elliot had, in the meanwhile, pursued his journey rapidly, 
harassed by those oppressive and indistinct fears that all was not right, 
which men usually term a presentiment of misfortune. Hre he reached 
the top of the bank from which he could look down on his own habitation, 
he was met by his nurse, a person then of great consequence in all families 
in Scotland, whether of the higher or middling classes. The connexion 
between them and their foster-children was considered a tie far too dearly 
intimate to be broken; and it usually happened, in the course of years, 
that the nurse became a resident in the family of her foster-son, assisting in _ 
the domestic duties, and receiving all marks of attention and regard from 
the heads of the family. So soon as Hobbie recognized the figure of 
Annaple, in her red cloak and black hood, he could not help exclaiming to 
himself, ‘‘ What ill luck can hae brought the auld nurse sae far frae hame, 
her that never stirs a gun-shot frae the doorstane for ordinar ?—Hout, it will 
just be to get crane-berries, or wortle-berries, or some such stuff, out of the 
moss, to make the pies and tarts for the feast on Monday.—I cannot get the 
words of that cankered auld cripple deil’s-buckie out o’ my head—the least 
thing makes me dread some ill news. O, Killbuck, man! were there nae 
deer and goats in the country besides, but ye behoved to gang and worry 
his creature, by a’ other folk’s ?” 

By this time Annaple, with a brow like a tragic volume, had hobbled 
towards him, and caught his horse by the bridle. The despair in her look 
was so evident, as to deprive even him of the power of asking the cause. 
“OQ, my bairn !” she cried, “ gang na forward—gang na forward—it’s a sight 
to kill ony body, let alane thee.” 

‘In God’s name, what’s the matter?” said the astonished horseman, 
endeavouring to extricate his bridle from the grasp of the old woman; ‘‘ for 
Heaven’s sake, let me go and see what’s the matter.” 

‘*Ohon! that I should have lived to see the day!—The steading’s a’ in a 
_ low, and the bonny stackyard lying in the red ashes, and the gear a’ driven 
away. But gang na forward; it wad break your young heart hinny, to see 
what my auld een hae seen this morning.”’ 

‘¢ And who has dared to do this? let go my bridle, Annaple—where is my 
grandmother—my sisters ?—Where is Grace Armstrong ?—God !—the words 
ef the warlock are knelling in my ears!” 

He sprang from his horse to rid himself of Annaple’s interruption, and, 
ascending the hill with great speed, soon came in view of the spectacle with 
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which she had threatened him. It was indeed a heart-breaking sight. The 
habitation which he had left in its seclusion, beside the mountain-stream, 
surrounded with every evidence of rustic plenty, was now a wasted and 
blackened ruin. From amongst the shattered and sable walls the smoke 
continued to rise. The turf-stack, the barn-yard, the offices stocked with 
cattle, all the wealth of an upland cultivator of the period, of which poor 
Killiot possessed no common share, had been laid waste or carried off in a 
single night. He stood a moment motionless, and then exclaimed, “I am 
ruined—ruined to the ground !—But curse on the warld’s gear—Had it not 
been the week before the bridal—But I am nae babe, to sit down and greet 
about it. If I can but find Grace, and my grandmother, and my sisters 
weel, I can go to the wars in Flanders, as my gude-sire did, under the 
Bellenden banner, wi’ auld Buccleuch. At ony rate, I will keep up a heart, 
or they will lose theirs a *thegither.” 

Manfully strode Hobbie down the hill, resolved to suppress his own 
despair, and administer consolation which he did not feel. The neighbour- 
ing inhabitants of the dell, particularly those of his own name, had already 
assembled. The younger part were in arms and clamorous for 1: enge, 
although they knew not upon whom ; the elder were taking measures for the 
relief of the distressed family. Annaple’s cottage, which was situated down 
the brook, at some distance from the scene of mischief, had been hastily 
adapted for the temporary accommodation of the old lady and her daughters, 
with such articles as had been contributed by the neighbours, for very little 
was saved from the wreck. 

“« Are we to stand here a’ day, sirs,”’ exclaimed one tall young man, “ and 
look at the burnt iva’s of our kinsman’s house ? Every wreath of the reek 
is a blast of shame upon us! Let us to horse, and take the chase—Who 
has the nearest blood-hound ?” 

“Tt’s young Earnscliff,” answered another ; “and he’s been on and away 
wi’ six horse lang syne, to see if he can tr ack them.” 

“Tot us follow him then, and raise the country, and mak mair help as we 
ride, and then have at the Cumberland reivers! ‘Take, burn, and slay—they 
that lie nearest us shall smart first.” 

“Whisht! haud your tongues, daft callants,” said an old man, “ ye dinna 
ken what ye speak about. . What! wad ye raise war atween twa pacificated 
countries ?” 

‘‘ And what signifies deaving us wi’ talés about our fathers,” retorted the 
peuie man, “if we're to sit and see our friends’ houses burnt ower their — 
ads, and no put out hand to revenge them? Our fathers did not do that, 

I trow !” 

“‘T am no saying ony thing against revenging Hobbie’s wrang, puir 
chield; but we maun take the law wi’ us in thae days, Simon,” answered 
the more prudent elder. 

‘‘ And besides,” said another old man, ‘‘I dinna believe there’s ane now 
living that kens the lawful mode of following a fray across the Border. Tam 
o’ Whittram kend a’ about it; but he died in the hard winter.” : 

“« Ay,’’ said a third, “he was at the great gathering, when they chased es 
far as Thirlwall; it was the year after ‘the fight of Philiphaugh. “s 

“ Hout,” exclaimed another of these discording counsellors, ‘‘ there’s nae 
great skill needed ; ; Just put a lighted peat on the end of a spear, or hayfork, 
or siclike, and blaw a horn, and cry the gathering-word, and then it’s lawful 
to follow gear into England, and recover it by the strong hand, or to take 
gear frae some other Englishman, providing ye lift nae mair than’s been 
lifted frae you. That’s the auld Border law, made at Dundrennan, in the 
days of itl 1€ ro Douglas. Deil ane need doubt it. It’s as clear as 
the sun.’ 

“Come away, then, lads,” cried Simon, ‘get to your geldings. ad we'll 
take auld Cuddie the muckle tasker wi’ us; he kens the vaJue o° the gto:tk 
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and plenishing that’s been lost. Hobbie’s stalls and stakes shall be fo-y 
again or night; and if we canna big up the auld house sae soon, we’se lay 
an English ane as low as Heugh-foot is — and that’s fair play, a’ the warld 
ower.” 

This animating proposal was received with great applause by the younger 
Se of the assemblage, when a whisper ran among them, “'There’s Hobbie 

imsell, puir fallow! we’ll be guided by him.” 

The principal sufferer, having now reached the bottom of the hill, pushed 
on through the crowd, unable, from the tumultuous state of his feelings, to 
do more than receive and return the grasps of the friendly hands by which 
his neighbours and kinsmen mutely expressed their sympathy in his mis- 
fortune. While he pressed Simon of Hackburn’s hand, his anxiety at length 
found words. ‘Thank ye, Simon—thank ye, neighbours —I1 ken what ye 
wad a’ say. But where are they ?—Where are ” He stopped, as if 
afraid even to name the objects of his inquiry; and with a similar feeling, 
his kinsmen, without reply, pointed to the hut, into which Hobbie precip1- 
tated himself with the desperate air of one who is resolved to know the worst 
at once. A general and powerful expression of sympathy accompanied him, 
“Ah, puir fallow—puir Hobbie!” 

** He’ll learn the warst 0’t now!” 

“ But I trust Karnscliff will get some speerings o’ the puir lassie.” 

Such were the exclamations of the group, who, having no acknowledged 
leader to direct their motions, passively awaited the return of the sufferer, 
and determined to be guided by his directions. 

The meeting between Hobbie and his family was in the highest degree 
affecting. His sisters threw themselves upon him, and almost stifled him 
with their caresses, as if to prevent his looking round to distinguish the 
absence of one yet more beloved. 

“God help thee, my son! He can help when worldly trust is a broken 
reed.”’—Such was the welcome of the matron to her unfortunate grandson. 
He looked eagerly round, holding two of his sisters by the hand, while the 
third hung about his neck—‘“TI see you—I count you—my grandmother, 
Lilias, Jean, and Annot; but where 1s ——” (he hesitated, and then con- 
tinued, as if with an effort,) “‘Where is Grace? Surely this is not a time 
to hide hersell frae me—there’s nae time for daffing now.” 

“‘O brother !”’ and ‘Our poor Grace!” was the only answer his questions 
could procure, till his grandmother rose up, and gently disengaged him from 
the weeping girls, led him to a seat, and with the affecting serenity which 
sincere piety, like oil sprinkled on the waves, can throw over the most acute 
feelings, she said, ‘‘ My bairn, when thy grandfather was killed in the wars, 
and left me with six orphans around me, with scarce bread to eat, or a roof 
to cover us, I had strength,—not of mine own—but I had strength given me 
to say, The Lord’s will be done !—My son, our peaceful house was last night 
broken into by moss-troopers, armed and masked; they have taken and 
destroyed all, and carried off our dear Grace. Pray for strength to say His 
will be done!” ; 

‘Mother! mother! urge me not—I cannot—not now—I am a sinful man, 
and of a hardened race. Masked—armed—Grace carried off! Gie me my 
sword, and my father’s knapsack—lI will have vengeance, if 1 should go to 
the pit of darkness to seek it !” 

“QO my bairn, my bairn! be patient under the rod. Who knows when 
He may lift his hand off from us? Young Earnscliff, Heaven bless him, 
hus taen the chase, with Davie of Stenhouse, and the first comers. I cried 
to let house and plenishing burn, and follow the reivers. to recover Grace, 
and Earnscliff and his men were ower the Fell within three hours after the 
deed. God bless him! he’s a real Earnscliff; he’s his father’s true son-~a 
leal friend.” 
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‘““A true friend indeed; God bless him!” exclaimed Hobbie; “let’s on 
and away, and take the chase after him.” 

“QO, my child, before you run on danger, let me hear you but say, His 
will be done !”’ 

“Urge me not, mother—not now.” He was rushing out, when, looking 
back, he observed his grandmother make a mute attitude of affliction. He 
returned hastily, threw himself into her arms, and said, ‘‘ Yes, mother, I 
can say, Hrs will be done, since it will comfort you.” 

‘May He go forth—may He go forth with you, my dear bairn; and Q, 
nay He give you cause to say on your return, His name be praised!” 

“ Farewell, mother !— farewell, my dear sisters!’ exclaimed Elliot, and 
ushed out of the house. 


MAINS 


Chapter the Eighth. 


Now horse, and hattock, cried the Laird,— 
Now horse and hattock, speedilie ; 
They that winna ride for Telfer’s kye, 
Let them never look in the face o’ me. 
BoRDER BALLAD. 


‘“‘ Horse! horse! and spear!” exclaimed Hobbie to his kinsmen. Many a 
ready foot was in the stirrup; and, while Elliot hastily collected arms and 
accoutrements, (no easy matter in such a confusion,) the glen resounded 
with the approbation of his younger friends. 

“Ay, ay!” exclaimed Simon of Hackburn, “that’s the gate to take it, 
Hobbie. Let women sit and greet at hame, men must do as they have 
been done by; it’s the Scripture says ’t.”’ 

‘‘Haud your tongue, sir,’ said one of the seniors, sternly; *‘ dinna abuse 
the Word that gate, ye dinna ken what ye speak about.” 

“Hae ye ony tidings?—-Hae ye ony speerings, Hobbie?—O callants, 
dinna be ower hasty,” said old Dick of the Dingle. 

‘“‘What signifies preaching to us, e’enow?” said Simon; “if ye canna 
make help yoursell, dinna keep back them that can.” 

‘‘Whisht, sir: wad ye take vengeance or ye ken wha has wrang’d ye?” 

“D’ye think we dinna ken the road to England as weel as our fathers 
before us?— All evil comes out 0’ thereaway — it’s an auld saying and a 
true ; and we’ll e’en away there, as if the devil was blawing us south.” | 

‘“We’ll follow the track o’ Earnscliff’s horses ower the waste,” cried one 
Elliot. : 

“Vl prick them out through blindest moor in the Border, an-there 
had been a fair held there the day before,” said Hugh, the blacksmith of 
Ringleburn, ‘‘for I aye shoe his horse wi’ my ain hand.” 

‘* Lay on the deer-hounds,” cried another; ‘‘ where are they?” 

‘“‘ Hout, man, the sun’s been lang up, and the dew is aff the grund—the 
scent will never lie.” 

Hobbie instantly whistled on his hounds, which were roving about the 
ruins of their old habitation, and filling the air with their doleful howls. 

‘Now, Killbuck,” said Hobbie, ‘try thy skill this day”—and then, as 
if a light had suddenly broke on him,—‘ that ill-faur’d goblin spak some- 
thing o’ this! He may ken mair o’t, either by villains on earth, or devils 
below--—P1l hae it frae him, if I should cut it out 0’ his mis-shapen bouk wi 
my whinger.” He then hastily gave directions to his comrades; ‘‘ Four 0’ 
ye, wi’ Simon, haud right forward to Grame’s-gap. If they’r English, 
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theyll be for being back that way. The rest disperse by twasome and 
threesome through the waste, and meet me at the Trysting-pool. Tell m 
brothers when they come up, to follow and meet us there. Poor lads, they 
will hae hearts weelnigh as sair as mine; little think they what a sorrow- 
ful house they are bringing their venison to! Il ride ower Mucklestane- 
Moor mysell.”’ 

“And if I were you,” said Dick of the Dingle, ‘“‘I would speak to Canny 
Kishie. He can tell you whatever betides in this land, if he’s sae minded.” 

‘He shall tell me,”’ said Hobbie, who was busy putting his arms in order, 
“what he kens o’ this night’s job, or I shall right weel ken veherefore he 
does not.” 

“ Ay, but speak him fair, my bonny man—speak him fair, Hobbie; the 
like o’ him will no bear thrawing. They converse sae muckle wi’ thae frac- 
tious ghaists and evil spirits, that it clean spoils their temper.” 

‘“‘Let me alane to guide him,” answered Hobbie; “‘there’s that in my 
breast this day, that would ower-maister a’ the warlocks on earth, and a’ 
the devils in hell.” 

And being now fully equipped, he threw himself on his horse, and spurred 
him at a rapid pace against the steep ascent. 

Elliot speedily surmounted the hill, rode down the other side at the same 
rate, crossed a wood, and traversed a long glen, ere he at length regained 
Mucklestane-Moor. As he was obliged, in the course of his journey, to 
relax his speed in consideration of the labour which his horse might still 
have to undergo, he had time to consider maturely in what manner he 
should address the Dwarf, in order to extract from him the knowledge 
which he supposed him to be in possession of concerning the authors of his 
misfortunes. Hobbie, though blunt, plain of speech, and hot of disposition, 
like most of his countrymen, was by no means deficient in the shrewdness 
which is also their characteristic. He reflected, that from what he had ob- 
served on the memorable night when the Dwarf was first seen, and from the 
conduct of that mysterious being ever since, he was likely to be rendered 
even more obstinate in his sullenness by threats and violence. 

‘Pll speak him fair,” he said, ‘‘as auld Dickon advised me. Though folk 
say he has a league wi’ Satan, he canna be sic an incarnate devil as no to take 
some pity in a case like mine; and folk threep he’ll whiles do good, chari- 
table sort o’ things. Dll keep my heart doun as well as I can, and stroke 
him wi’ the hair; and if the warst come to the warst, it’s but wringing the 
head o’ him about at last.” 

In this disposition of accommodation he approached the hut of the 
Solitary. 

The old man was not upon his seat of audience, nor could Hobbie per- 
ceive him in his garden, or enclosures. 

_“He’s gotten into his very keep,” said Hobbie, ‘‘ maybe to be out 0’ the 
gate; but [’se pu’ it doun about his lugs, if I canna win at him otherwise.” 
Having thus communed with himself, he raised his voice, and invoked 
Elshie, in a tone as supplicating as his conflicting feelings would permit. 
*“Hishie, my gude friend!” No reply. ‘Elshie, canny Father Elshie !” 
The Dwarf remained mute. ‘Sorrow be in the crooked carcase of thee !” 
said the Borderer between his teeth; and then again attempting a soothing 
tone,—‘‘Good Father Elshie, a most miserable creature desires some counsel 
of your wisdom.” : 

‘““'The better’ answered the shrill and discordant voice of the Dwarf 
through a very small window, resembling an arrow-slit, which he had con- 
structed near the door of his dwelling, and through which he could see any 
one who approached it, without the possibility of their looking in upon him. 

“The better!” said Hobbie impatiently; “‘what is the better, Hlshie! 
Do you not hear me tell you I am the most miserable wretch living ?”’ 

_“* And do you not hear me tell you it is so much the better? and did | 
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not tell you this morning, when you thought yourself so happy, what an 
evening was coming upon you?” 

“That ye did e’en,” replied Hobbie, “and that gars me come to you for 
advice now; they that foresaw the trouble maun ken the cure.” 

‘T know no cure for earthly trouble,” returned the Dwarf; “or if I did, 
why should I help others, when none hath aided me? Have I not lost 
wealth, that would have bought all thy barren hills a hundred times: over? 
rank, to which thine is as that of a peasant? society, where there was an 
interchange of all that was amiable—of all that was intellectual? Have I 
not lost all this? Am I not residing here, the veriest outcast on the face 
of Nature, in the most hideous and most solitary of her retreats, myself 
more hideous than all that is around me? And why should other worms 
complain to me when they are trodden on, since I am myself lying crushed 
and writhing under the chariot wheel ?” 

“Ye may have lost all this,” answered Hobbie, in the bitterness of emo- 
tion; ‘‘land and friends, goods and gear; ye may hae lost them a’,—but 
ye ne’er can hae sae sair a heart as mine, for ye ne’er lost nae Grace Arm- 
strong. And now my last hopes are gane, and I shall ne’er see her mair.” 

This he said in the tone of deepest emotion—and there followed a long 
pause, for the mention of his bride’s name had overcome the more angry 
and irritable feelings of poor Hobbie. Ere he had again addressed the 
Solitary, the bony hand and long fingers of the latter, holding a large 
leathern bag, was thrust forth at the small window, and as it unclutched 
the burden, and let it drop with a clang upon the ground, his harsh voice 
again addressed Elliot. 

“ There—there lies a salve for every human ill; so, at least, each human 
wretch readily thinks.— Begone; return twice as wealthy as thou wert 
before yesterday, and torment me no more with questions, complaints, or 
thanks; they are alike odious to me.” 

“ Tt’s a’ gowd, by Heaven!” said Elliot, having glanced at the contents ; 
and then again addressing the Hermit, ‘“‘Muckle obliged for your good-will; 
and I wad blithely gie you a bond for some o’ the siller, or a wadset ower 
the lands o’ Wideopen. But I dinna ken, Elshie; to be free wi’ you, I 
dinna like to use siller unless I kend it was decently come by ; and maybe 
it might turn into sclate-stanes, and cheat some poor man.” 

‘“‘Tonorant idiot!” retorted the Dwarf; “the trash is as genuine poison 
as ever was dug out of the bowels of the earth. Take it—use it, and may 
it thrive with you as it hath done with me!” 

“ But I tell you,” said Elliot, ‘it wasna about the gear that I was con- 
sulting you,—it was a braw barn-yard, doubtless, and thirty head of finer 
cattle there werena on this side of the Catrail; but let the gear gang,—if 
ye could gie me but speerings o’ puir Grace, I would be content to be your 
slave for life, in ony thing that didna touch my salvation. O, Elshie, speak, 
man, speak !”” 

‘Well, then,” answered the. Dwarf, as if worn out by his importunity, 
“since thou hast not enough of woes of thine own, but must needs seek to 
burden thyself with those of a partner, seek her whom thou hast lost in the 
West.” 2 

“In the West? That’s a wide word.” 

“Tt is the last,” said the Dwarf, ‘which I design to utter ;” and he drew 
the shutters of his window, leaving Hobbie to make the most of the hint 
he had given. 

The west! the west!— thought Elliot; the country is pretty quiet down. 
that way, unless it were Jock o’ the Todholes; and he’s ower auld now 
for the like o’ thae jobs. — West!— By my life, it must pe Westburnflat. 
“Kshie, just tell me one word. AmT right? Is it Westburnflat? If ! 
au wrang, say sae. I wadna like to wyte an innocent neighbour wi’ vir 
lence—No answer?—It must be the Red Reiver—I didna think he wad haa 
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ventured on me, neither, and sae mony kin as there’s 0’ us—I am thinking 
he’ll hae some better backing than his Cumberland friends. — Fareweel to 
you, Klshie, and mony thanks —I downa be fashed wi’ the siller e’en now, 
for I maun awa’ to meet my friends at the Trysting-place—Sae, if ye carena 
to open the window, ye can fetch it in after ’m awa’.” 

Still there was no reply. 

“‘Hie’s deaf, or he’s daft, or he’s baith; but I hae nae time to stay to 
elaver wi’ him.” | 

And off rode Hobbie Elliot towards the place of rendezvous which he had 
named to his friends. 

Four or five riders were already gathered at the Trysting-pool. They 
stood in close consultation together, while their horses were permitted to 
graze among the poplars which overhung the broad still pool. A more 
numerous party were seen coming from the southward. It proved to be 
Harnscliff and his party, who had followed the track of the cattle as far as 
the English border, but had halted on the information that a considerable 
force was drawn together under some of the jacobite gentlemen in that dis- 
trict, and there were tidings of insurrection in different parts of Scotland. 
This took away from the act which had been perpetrated the appearance of 
private animosity, or love of plunder; and Earnscliff was not disposed to 
regard it as a symptom of civil war. The young gentleman greeted Hobbie 
with the most sincere sympathy, and informed him of the news he had 
received. 

‘‘Then, may I never stir frae the bit,” said Elliot, “if auld Ellieslaw is 
not at the bottom o’ the haill villany! Ye see he’s leagued with the Cum- 
berland Catholics; and that agrees weel wi’ what Hlshie hinted about 
Westburnflat, for Ellieslaw aye protected him, and he will want to harry 
and disarm the country about his ain hand before he breaks out.” 

Some now remembered that the party of ruffians had been heard to say 
they were acting for James VIII., and were charged to disarm all rebels. 
Others had heard Westburnflat boast, in drinking parties, that Ellieslaw 
would soon be in arms for the Jacobite cause, and that he himself was to 
hold a command under him, and that they would be bad neighbours for 
young HKarnscliff, and all that stood out for the established government. 
The result was a strong belief that Westburnflat had headed the party 
under Elleslaw’s orders, and they resolved to proceed instantly to the house 
c* the former, and, if possible, to secure his person. ‘hey were by this 
time joined by so many of their dispersed friends, that their number 
amounted to upwards of twenty horsemen, well mounted, and tolerably, 
though variously, armed. | 

A brook, which issued from a narrow glen among the hills, entered, at 
Westburnflat, upon the open marshy level, which, expanding about half a 
mile in every direction, gives name to the spot. In this place the character 
of the stream becomes changed, and, from being a lively brisk-running 
mountain torrent, it stagnates, like a blue swollen snake, in dull deep wind: 
ings, through the swampy level. On the side of the stream, and nearly 
about the centre of the plain, arose the tower of Westburnflat, one of the 
few remaining strongholds formerly so numerous upon the Borders. The 
ground upon which it stood was gently elevated above the marsh for the 
space of about a hundred yards, affording an esplanade of dry turf, which 
extended itself in the immediate neighbourhood of the tower; but, beyond 
which, the surface presented to strangers was that of an impassable and 
dangerous bog. The owner of the tower and his inmates alone knew the 
winding and intricate paths, which, leading over ground that was compa- 
ratively sound, admitted visitors to his residence. But among the party 
which were assembled under Earnscliffs’ directions, there was more than 
ame person qualified to act as a guide. For although the owner’s character 
and habits of life were generally: known, yet the laxity of feeling with 
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respect to property prevented his being iooked on with the abhorrence witk 
which he must have been regarded in a more civilized country. He was 
considered among his more peaceable neighbours, pretty much as a gam- 
bler, cock-fighter, and horse-jockey, would be regarded at the present day ; 
a person, of course, whose habits were to be condemned, and his seviety, in 
general, avoided, yet he could not be considered as marked with the indelible 
infamy attached to his profession where laws have been habitually observed. 
_ And their indignation was awakened against him upon this occasion, not 
so much upon account of the general nature of the transaction, which was 
just such as was to be expected from this marauder, as that the violence 
oad been perpetrated upon a neighbour against whom he had no cause of 
quarrel,—against a friend of their own,—above all, against one of the name 
of Elliot, to which clan most of them belonged. It was not, therefore, won- 
derful, that there should be several in the band pretty well acquainted with 
the locality of his habitation, and capable of giving such directions and 
guidance as soon placed the whole party on the open space of firm ground 
in front of the Tower of Westburnflat. 


Chanter the Dinth. 


So spak the knicht; the geaunt sed, 
Lead forth with the, the sely maid, 
And mak me quite of the and sche; 
For glaunsing ee, or brow so brent 
Or cheek with rose and lilye blent, 
Me lists not ficht with the. 
ROMANCE OF THE FALCON. 


TxHE tower, before which the party now stood, was a small square build 
ing of the most gloomy aspect. The walls were of great thickness, and 
the windows, or slits which served the purpose of windows, seemed rather 
calculated to afford the defenders the means of employing missile weapons, 
than for admitting air or light to the apartments within. <A small battle- 
ment projected over the walls on every side, and afforded farther advantage 
of defence by its niched parapet, within which arose a steep roof, flagged 
with grey stones. A single turret at one angle, defended by a door studded 
with huge iron nails, rose above the battlement, and gave access to the 
roof from within, by the spiral staircase which it enclosed. It seemed to 
the party that their motions were watched by some one concealed within 
this turret; and they were confirmed in their belief, when, through a 
narrow loophole, a female hand was seen to wave a handkerchief, as if 
by way of signal to them. Hobbie was almost out of his senses with joy 
and eagerness. 

“Tt was Grace’s hand and arm,” he said; “I can swear to it amang a 
thousand. ‘There is not the like of it on this side of the Lowdens — We’ll 
have her out, lads, if we should carry off the Tower of Westburnflat stane 
by stane.”’ 

Karnscliff, though he doubted the possibility of recognising a fair 
maiden’s hand at such a distance from the eye of the lover, would say 
nothing to damp his friend’s animated hopes, and it was resolved te 
summon the garrison. 

The shout of the party, and’ the winding of one or two horns, at length 
hrought to a leophole, which flanked the entrance, the haggard face of an 
old woman. 
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‘‘That’s the Reiver’s mother,” said one of the Elliots; ‘‘ she’s ten times 
waur than himsell, and is wyted for muckle of the ill he does about the 
country.” 

“Wha are ye? What d’ye want here?” were the queries of the respe3t- 
able progenitor. 

“We are seeking William Graeme of Westburnflat,” said Harnscliff 

“‘He’s no at hame,” returned the old dame. 

“When did he leave home?” pursued Karnscliff. 

“YT canna tell,” said the portress. 

“ When will he return?” said Hobbie Elliot. 

“‘{ dinna ken naething about it,” replied the inexorable guardian of ths 
keep. 

Ts there any body within the tower with you?” again demanded 
Karnscliff. 

‘“‘ Naebody but mysell and baudrons,” said the old woman. 

“Then open the gate and admit us,” said Harnschiff; “Tam a justice of 
peace, and in search of the evidence of a felony.” 

“‘ Deil be in their fingers that draws a bolt for ye, ” retorted the portress ; ; 
“for mine shall never do it, Thinkna ye shame o’ yoursells, to come here 
siccan a band o’ ye, wi’ your swords, and spears, and steel-caps, to frighten 
a lone widow woman ?” 

‘“‘Our information,” said Harnscliff, ‘is positive; we are seeking goods 
which have been forcibly carried off, to a great amount.” 

“And a young woman, that’s been cruelly made prisoner, that’s worth 
mair than a’ the gear, twice told,” said Hobbie. 

“And I warn you,” continued Harnscliff, “that your only way to 
prove your son’s innocence is to give us quiet admittance to search the 
house.” 

‘* And what will ye do, if I carena to thraw the keys, or draw the bolts, 
or open the grate to sic a clamjamfrie?” said the old dame scoflingly. 

“Force our way with the king’s keys, and break the neck of every living 
soul we find in the house, if ye dinna gie it ower forthwith !”” menaced the 
incensed Hobbie. 

“Threatened folks live lang,” said the hag, in the same tone of irony; 
*“‘there’s the iron grate—try your skeel on’t, lads—1it has kept out as gude 
men as you, or now.” 

So saying, she laughed, and withdrew from the aperture through which 
she had held the parley. 

The besiegers now opened a serious consultation. The immense thick- 
ness of the walls, and the small size of the windows, might, for a time, 
have even resisted cannon-shot. The entrance was secured, first, by a 
strong grated door, composed entirely of hammered iron, of such ponder- 
ous strength as seemed calculated to resist any force that could be brought 


against it. ‘* Pinches or forehammers will never pick upon’t,” said Hugh, 
the blacksmith of Ringleburn; “ye might as weel batter at it wi’ pipe- 
staples.” 


Within the doorway, and at the distance of nine feet, which was the 
solid thickness of the wall, there was a second door of oak, crossed, both 
breadth and lengthways, with clenched bars of iron, and studded full of 
broad-headed nails. Besides all these defences, they were by no means 
confident in the truth of the old dame’s assertion, that she alone composed 
the garrison. The more knowing of the party had observed hoof-marks in 
the track by which they approached the tower, which seemed to indicate 
that several persons had very lately passed in that direction. 

To all these difficulties was added their want of means for attacking the 
place. There was no hope of procuring ladders long enough to reach the 
battlements, and the windows, besides being very narrow, were secured 
with iron bars. Scaling was therefore out of the question; mining was 
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still more so, for want of tools and gunpowder; neither were the besiegers 

rovided with food, means of shelter, or other conveniences, which might 
Reve enabled them to convert the siege into a blockade; and there would, 
at any rate, have been a risk of relief from some of the marauder’s 
comrades. Hobbie grinded and gnashed his teeth, as, walking round the 
fastness, he could devise no means of making a forcible entry. At lenvth 
he suddenly exclaimed, “ And what for no do as our fathers did lang syne? 
Put hand to the wark, lads. Let us cut up bushes and briers, pile them 
before the door and set fire to them, and smoke that auld devil’s dam as if 
she were to be reested for bacon.” 

All immediately closed with this proposal, and some went to work with 
swords and knives to cut down the alder and hawthorn bushes which grew 
by the side of the sluggish stream, many of which were sufficiently decayed 
and dried for their purpose, while others began to collect them in a large 
stack, properly disposed for burning, as close to the iron- grate as they could 
be piled. Fire was speedily obtained from one of their guns, and Hobbie 
was already advancing to the pile with a kindled brand, when the surly 
face of the robber, and the muzzle of a musquetoon, were partially shown 
at a shot-hole which flanked the entrance. “ Mony thanks to ye,” he said, 
scoffiingly, “for collecting sae muckle winter eilding for us: but if ye step 
a foot nearer it wi’ that lunt, it’s be the dearest step ye ever made in your 
days. 

wen sune see that,” said Hobbie, advancing fearlessly with the torch. 

The marauder snapped his piece at ‘him, which, fortunately for our honest 
friend, did not go off; while Karnscliff, firing at the same moment at the 
narrow aperture and slight mark afforded by the robber’s face, grazed the 
side of his head with a bullet. He had apparently calculated upon his post 
affording him more security, for he no sooner felt the wound, though a very 
slight one, than he requested a parley, and demanded to know what they 
meant by attacking i in this fashion a peaceable and honest man, and shed- 
ding his blood in that lawless manner ? 

. “We want your prisoner,” said Harnscliff, “to be delivered up to us in 
safety.” 

‘“‘ And what concern have you with her?” replied the marauder. 

“That,” retorted Karnscliff, ‘you, who are detaining her by force, have 
no right to inquire.” 

“ Aweel, I think I can gie a guess,” said the robber. ‘‘ Weel, sirs, I am 
laith to enter into deadly feud with you by spilling ony of your bluid, 
though Harnscliff hasna stopped to shed mine —and he can hit a mark to 
a groat’s breadth — so, to prevent mair skaith, I am willing to deliver up 
the prisoner, since nae less will please you.” 

«And Hobbie’s gear?” cried Simon of Hackburn. ‘ D’ye think you’re 
to be free to plunder the faulds and byres of a gentle Elliot, as if they were 
an auld wife’s hen’s-cavey ?”’ 

“As I live by bread,” replied Willie of Westburnflat — “ As I live by 
bread, I have not a single cloot o’ them! They’re a’ ower the march lang 
syne; there’s no a horn o’ them about the tower. But I’ll see what o’ them 
can be gotten back, and V’ll take this day twa days to meet Hobbie at the 
Castleton wi’ twa friends on ilka side, and see to mak an agreement about 
a the wrang he can wyte me wi’.” 

“Ay, ay,” said Elliot, “that will do weel eneugh.” And then aside to 
his kinsman, ‘“‘ Murrain on the gear! Lordsake, man! say nought about 
them. Let us but get puir Grace out 0’ that auld hellicat’s clutches.” 

“Will ye gie me your word, Earnscliff,” said the marauder, who still 
lingered at the shot-hole, ‘your faith and ‘troth, with hand and glove, that 
I am free to come and free to gae, with five minutes to open the grate, and 
five minutes to steck it and to draw the bolts? less winna do, for they want 
ereishing sairly. Will ye do this?” 
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‘You shall have full time,” said Earnscliff; “I plight my faith and troth, 
my hand and my glove.” 

“Wait there a moment, then,” said Westburnflat; ‘‘or hear ye, I wad 
rather ye wad fa’ back a pistol-shot from the door. It’s no that I mistrust 
your word, Harnscliff; but its best to be sure.” 

O, friend, thought Hobbie to himself, as he drew back, an I had you but 
on Turner’s-holm,* and naebody by but twa honest lads to see fair play, 1 
wad make ye wish ye had broken your leg ere ye had touched beast or body 
that belonged to me! 

“He has a white feather in his wing this same Westburnflat, after a’,” 
said Simon of Hackburn, somewhat scandalized by his ready surrender. -- 
*‘He’ll ne’er fill his father’s boots.” 

In the meanwhile, the inner door of the tower was opened, and the mo- 
ther of the freebooter appeared in the space betwixt that and the outer 
grate. Willie himself was next seen, leading forth a female, and the old 
woman, carefully bolting the grate behind them, remained on the post as a 
sort of sentinel. 

‘“‘Ony ane or twa 0’ ye come forward,” said the outlaw, ‘and take her 
frae my hand haill and sound.” 

Hobbie advanced eagerly, to meet his betrothed bride. Earnscliff fol- 
lowed more slowly, to guard against treachery. Suddenly Hobbie slackened 
his pace in the deepest mortification, while that of Earnscliff was hastened 
by impatient surprise. It was not Grace Armstrong but Miss Isabella 
Vere, whose liberation had been effected by their appearance before the 
tower. 

‘‘Where is Grace? where is Grace Armstrong?” exclaimed Hobbie, in 
the extremity of wrath and indignation. 

“Not in my hands,” answered Westburnflat; ‘‘ ye may search the tower, 
if ye misdoubt me.” 

‘“‘ You false villain, you shall account for her, or die on the spot,” said 
Elliot, presenting his gun. 

But his companions, who now came up, instantly disarmed him of his 
weapon, exclaiming, all at once, ‘‘ Hand and glove! faith and troth! Haud 
a vare, Hobbie; we maun keep our faith wi’ Westburnflat, were he the 
greatest rogue ever rode.” 

Thus protected, the outlaw recovered his audacity, which had been some- 
what daunted by the menacing gesture of Elliot. 

“J have kept my word, sirs,” he said, ‘“‘and I look to have nae wrang 
amang ye. If this is no the prisoner ye sought,” he said, addressing Earns- 
cliff, *‘ ye’ll render her back to me again. Iam answerable for her to those 
that aught her.” 

“For God’s sake, Mr. Earnscliff, protect me!’ said Miss Vere, clinging 
to her deliverer ; ‘‘do not you abandon one whom the whole world seems to 
have abandoned.” 

‘Fear nothing,’ whispered EHarnscliff, “‘I will protect you with my life.” 
Then turning to Westburnflat, “ Villain!” he said, ‘“ how dared you insult 
this lady ?” 

“For that matter, Earnscliff,”’ answered the freebooter, ‘“‘I can answer to 
them that has better right to ask me than you have; but if you come with 
an armed force, and take her awa’ from them that her friends lodged her 
wi’, how will you answer that ?— But it’s your ain affair — Nae single man 
ean keep a tower against twenty— A’ the men o’ the Mearns downa do 
mair than they dow.” 

‘“‘He lies most falsely,” said Isabella; ‘he carried me off by violenve 
from my favaer.” 


* There is a level meadow on the very margin of the two kingdoms, called ‘Turner’s-holm, just where the’ 
brook called Crissop joins the Liddel. It is said to have derived its name as being a place frequently assigned 
fee lourneys, during the ancient Border times. 

2B 


d14 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 


‘Maybe he only wanted ye to think sae, hinny,” replied the robber ; 
‘but it’s nae business o’ mine, let it be as it may.—So ye winna resign 
her bark to me?” ; 

‘Back to you, fellow! Surely no,” answered Harnscliff; “ I will protect 
Miss Vere, and escort her safely wherever she is pleased to be conveyed.” 


‘Ay, ay, maybe you and her hae settled that already,” said Willie of i 


Westburnflat. 

“And Grace?” interrupted Hobbie, shaking himself loose from the 
friends who had been preaching to him the sanctity of the safe-conduct, 
upon the faith of which the freebooter had ventured from his tower, -- 
‘““Where’s Grace ?”’ and he rushed on the marauder, sword in hand. 

Westburnfiat, thus pressed, after calling out, ‘Godsake, Hobbie, hear 
me a gliff!” fairly turned his back and fled. His mother stood ready te 
vpen and shut the grate; but Hobbie struck at the freebooter as he entered, 
with so much force, that the sword made a considerable cleft in the lintel 
of the vaulted door, which is still shown as a memorial of the superior 
strength of those who lived in the days of yore. Ere Hobbie could repeat 
the blow, the door was shut and secured, and he was compelled to retreat 
to his @ompanions, who were now preparing to break up the siege of West- 
burnflat. They insisted upon his accompanying them in their return. 

‘*Ye hae broken truce already,” said old Dick of the Dingle; “an we 
takna the better care, ye’ll play mair gowk’s tricks, and make yoursell the 
See es of the haill country, besides having your friends charged 
with slaughter under trust. Bide till the meeting at Castleton, as ye hae 
greed ; and if he disna make ye amends, then ye’ll hae it out o’ his heart’s 
blood. But let us gang reasonably to wark and keep our tryst, and I’se 
warrant we get back Grace, and the kye an’ a’.” 

This cold-blooded reasoning went ill down with the unfortunate lover ; 
but, as he could only obtain the assistance of his neighbours and kinsmen 
on their own terms, he was compelled to acquiesce in their notions of good 
faith and regular procedure. 

Earnscliff now requested the assistance of a few of the party to convey 
Miss Vere to her father’s castle of Ellieslaw, to which she was peremptory 
in desiring to be conducted. This was readily granted; and five or six 
young men agreed to attend him as an escort. Hobbie was not of the 
number. Almost heart-broken by the events of the day, and his final dis- 
appointment, he returned moodily home to take such measures as he could 
for the sustenance and protection of his family, and to arrange with his 
neighbours the farther steps which should be adopted for the recovery of 
Grace Armstrong. The rest of the party dispersed in different directions, 
as soon as they had crossed the morass. ‘he outlaw and his mother watche 
them from the tower, until they entirely disappeared. 
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Chauter the Geuth. 


I left my ladye’s bower last night— 
It was clad in wreaths of snaw,— 
I'll seek it when the sun is bright, 
And sweet the roses blaw. 


OLD BALLAD. 
% 


INCENSED at what he deemed the coldness of his friends, in a cause which 
interested him so nearly, Hobbie had shaken himself free of their compan: 


wand was now on his solitary road homeward. ‘‘ The fiend founder thee ” 


HOBBIE AND: GRACE ARMSTRONG. 
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said he, as he spurred impatiently his over-fatigued and stumbling horse , 
“thou art like a’ the rest o’ them. Hae I not bred thee, and fed thee, and 
dressed thee wi’ mine ain hand, and wouldst thou snapper now and break 
my neck at my utmost need? But thou’rt e’en like the lave—the farthest 
off o’ them a’ is my cousin ten times removed, and day or night I wad hae 
served them wi’ my best blood; and now, I think they shew mair regard to 
the common thief of Westburnflat than to their ain kinsman. But I should 
see the lights now in Heugh-foot.— Wae’s me!” he continued, recollecting 
himself, “there will neither coal nor candle-light shine in the Heugh-foot 
ony mair! An it werena for my mother and sisters, and poor Grace, I 
could find in my heart to set spurs to the beast, and loup ower the scaur 
into the water to make an end o’t a’.” In this disconsolate mood he turned 
his horse’s bridle towards the cottage in which his family had found 
mee. 

As he approached the door, he heard whispering and tittering amongst 
his sisters. ‘‘'The deevil’s in the women,” said poor Hobbie; ‘“ they would 
nicker, and laugh, and giggle, if their best friend was lying a corp—and 
yet 1 am glad they can keep up their hearts sae weel, poor silly things ; 
but the dirdum fa’s on me, to be sure, and no on them.” : 

While he thus meditated, he was engaged in fastening up his horse in a 
shed. ‘Thou maun do without horse-sheet and surcingle now, lad,” he 
said, addressing the animal; ‘‘ you and me hae had a downcome alike; we 
had better hae fa’en in the deepest pool o’ Tarras.” 

He was interrupted by the youngest of his sisters, who came running 
out, and, speaking in a constrained voice, as if to stifle some emotion, 
called out to him, ‘‘ What are ye doing there, Hobbie, fiddling about the 
naig, and there’s ane frae Cumberland been waiting here for you this hour 
and mair? Haste ye in, man; I’ll take off the saddle.” 

‘“‘ Ane frae Cumberland!” exclaimed Elliot; and putting the bridle of his 
horse into the hand of his sister, he rushed into the cottage. ‘‘ Where-is 
he? where is he?” he exclaimed, glancing eagerly around, and seeing only 
females; ‘‘ Did he bring news of Grace ?” 

‘He doughtna bide an instant langer,” said the elder sister, still with a 
suppressed laugh. 

‘* Hout fie, bairns !”’ said the old lady, with something of a good-humoured 
reproof, ‘‘ ye shouldna vex your billy Hobbie that way.— Look round, my 
bairn, and see if there isna ane here mair than ye left this morning.” 

Hobbie looked eagerly round. ‘‘There’s you, and the three titties.” 

‘‘There’s four of us now, Hobbie, lad,” said the youngest, who at this 
moment entered. 

In an instant Hobbie had in his arms Grace Armstrong, who with one 
vf his sister’s plaids around her, had passed unnoticed at his first entrance. 
“‘ How dared you do this?” said Hobbie. 

“Tt wasna my fault,” said Grace, endeavouring to cover her face witb 
her hands to hide at once her blushes, and escape the storm of hearty kisses 
with which her bridegroom punished her simple stratagem,—‘“‘ It wasna 
my fault, Hobbie; ye should kiss Jeanie and the rest o’ them, for they hae 
the wyte o’t.” 

* And so I will,” said Hobbie, and embraced and kissed his sisters and 
grandmother a hundred times, while the whole party half-laughed, half 
cried, in the extremity of their joy. “I am the happiest man,” said 
Hobbie, throwing himself down on a seat, almost exhausted,—‘‘I am the 
happiest man in the world!” 

“Then, O my dear bairn,” said the good old dame, who lost no opportu- 
aity of teaching | er lessons of religion at those moments when the heart 
was best open to receive it, —‘‘ Then, O my son, give praise to Him that 
brings smiles out 0’ tears and joy out 0’ grief, as He brought light out o’ 
darkness, and the world out o’ naething. Was it not my word, thar if 
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ye seule suy Hrs will be done, ye might hae cause to say His name ba 

raised ?” 
Br It was—it was your word, grannie ; and I do praise Him for his mercy, 
and for leaving me a good parent when my ain were gane,” said honest 
Hobbie, taking her hand, “that puts me in mind to think of Him, baith in 
happiness and distress.” : 

‘here was a solemn pause of one or two minutes employed in the exers 
cise of mental devotion, which expressed, in purity and sincerity, the grati- 
tude of the affectionate family to that Providence who had unexpectedly 
restored to their embraces the friend whom they had lost. 

Hobbie’s first inquiries were concerning the adventures which Grace had 
undergone. They were told at length, but amounted in substance to this :— 
That she was awaked |.y the noise which the ruffians made in breaking 
into the house, and by the resistance made by one or two of the servants, 
which was soon overpowered; that, dressing herself hastily, she ran down 
stairs, and having seen, in the scuffle, Westhburnflat’s vizard drop off, impru- 
dently named him by his name, and besought him for mercy; that the 
ruffian instantly stopped her mouth, dragged her from the house, and placed 
her on horseback, behind one of his associates. 

“7’ll break the accursed neck of him,” said Hobbie, “if there werena 
another Greeme in the land but himsell !” 

She proceeded to say, that she was carried southward along with the 
party, and the spoil which they drove before them, until they had crossed 
the Border. Suddenly a person, known to her as a kinsman of Westburn- 
flat, came riding very fast after the marauders, and told their leader, that 
his cousin had learnt from a sure hand that no luck would come of it, 
unless the lass was restored to her friends. After some discussion, the 
chief of the party seemed to acquiesce. Grace was placed behind her new - 
guardian, who pursued in silence, and with great speed, the least frequented 
path to the Heugh-foot, and ere evening closed, set down the fatigued and 
terrified damsel within a quarter of a mile of the dwelling of her friends. 
Many and sincere were the congratulations which passed on all sides. 

As these emotions subsided, less pleasing considerations began to intrude 
themselves. 

‘This is a miserable place for ye a’,”’ said Hobbie, looking around him ; 
“T can sleep weel eneugh mysell outby beside the naig, as I hae done mony 
a lang night on the hills; but how ye are to put yoursells up, I canna see! 
And what’s waur, I canna mend it; and what’s waur than a’, the morn 
may come, and the day after that, without your being a bit better off.” 

“Tt was a cowardly cruel thing,” said one of the sisters, looking round, 
“to harry a puir family to the bare wa’s this gate.” 

‘“‘And leave us neither stirk nor stot,” said the youngest brother, who 
now entered, ‘‘ nor sheep nor lamb, nor aught that eats grass and corn.” — 

“Tf they had ony quarrel wi’ us,” said Harry, the second brother, “ were 
we na ready to have fought it out? And that we should have been a’ frae 
hame, too,—ane and a’ upon the hill—Odd, an we had been at hame, Will — 
Grzme’s stamach shouldna hae wanted it’s morning; but it’s biding him, 
is it na, Hobbie?” 

‘Our neighbours hae taen a day at the Castleton to gree wi’ him at the 
sight o’ men,” said Hobbie, mournfully; ‘they behoved to have it a’ their 
ain gate, or there was nae help to be got at their hands.” 

“lo gree wi’ him!” exclaimed both his brothers at once, “after siccan 
an act of stouthrife as hasna been heard o’ in the country since the auld 
viding days 1” 

“Very true, billies, and my blood was e’en boiling at it; but———the 
sight o’ Grace Armstrong has settled it brawly.” 

‘But the stocking, Hobbie?” said John Elliot; ‘ we’re utterly ruined, 
Harry and I hae been to gather what was on the outby land, and there’s 
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scarce a cloot left. I kenna how we’re to carry on— We maun a’ ganz to 
the wars, I think. Westburnflat hasna the means, e’en if he had the will, 
to make up our loss; there’s nae mends to be got out o’ him, but what ye 
take out o’ his banes. He has na a four-footed creature but the vicious 
blood thing he rides on, and that’s sair trashed wi’ his night wark. We are 
ruined stoop and roop.” 

Hobbie cast a mournful glance on Grace Armstrong, who returned it with 
a downcast look and a gentle sigh. 

“Dinna be cast down, bairns,” said the grandmother, “we hae gude 
friends that winna for sake us in adversity. There’s Sir Thomas Kittleloof 
is my third cousin by the mother’s side, and he has come by a hantle siller, 
and been made a knight-baronet into the bargain, for being ane 0’ the com 
missioners at the Union.” 

“Tle wadna gie a bodle to save us frae famishing,” said Hobbie: “and, 
i€ he did, the bread that I bought wi’t would stick in my throat, when 
i thought it was part of the price of puir auld Scotland’s crown and inde- 

dence.” 

““There’s the Laird o’ Dunder, ane o’ the auldest families in Tivotdale.”’ - 

‘‘ He’s in the tolbooth, mother — he’s in the Heart of Mid-Louden for a 
thousend merk he borrowed from Saunders Wyliecoat the writer.” 

“Poor man!” exclaimed Mrs. Elliot, “‘can we no send him something, 
Hobbie ?” 

“Yu forget, grannie, ye forget we want help oursells,” said Hobbie, 
somewhat peevishly. 

“'T. oth did I, hinny,” replied the good-natured lady, ‘just at the instant ; 
it’s sae natural to think on ane’s blude relations before themsells.—But 
there’s young Karnscliff.” 

‘fe has ower little o’ his ain; and siccan a name to keep up, it wad be a 
shame,” said Hobbie, “‘to burden him wi’ our distress. And Ill tell ye, 
grannie, it’s needless to sit rhyming ower the style of a’ your kith, kin, and 
allies, as if there was a charm in their braw names to do us good; the 
grandees hae forgotten us, and those of our ain degree hae just little eneugh 
to gang on wi’ themsells ; ne’er a friend hae we that can, or will, help us to 
stock the farm again.’ 

** ‘Then, Hobbie, we maun trust in Him that can raise up friends and for- 
tune out 0 the bare moor, as they say.” 

Hobbie sprung upon his feet. ‘Ye are right, grannie!” he exclaimed; 
“ve are right. I do ken a friend on the bare moor, that baith can and will 
help us—The turns 0’ this day dung my head clean hirdie-zirdie. I left as 
muckle gowd lying on Mucklestane- “Moor this morning as would plenish the 
house and stock the Heugh-foot twice ower, and I am certain sure Elshie 
wadna grudge us the use of it.” 

“Kilshie!” said his grandmother in astonishment; ‘‘ what Elshie do you 
mean ?” 

“What Elshie should [ mean, Fut canny Elshie, the Wight 0’ Muckle- 
stane?” replied Hobbie. 

“God forfend, my bairn, you should gang to fetch water out o’ broken 
cisterns, or seek for relief frae them that deal wi’ the Evil One! There was 
never luck in their gifts, nor grace in their paths. And the haill country 
kens that body Elshie’s an unco man. O, if there was the law, and the 
flouce quiet administration of justice, that makes a kingdom flourish in 
righteousness, the like o’ them suldna be suffered to live! The wizard and 
the witch are the abomination and the evil thing in the land.” 

“'Troth, mother,” answered Hobbie, “‘ ye may say what ye like, but I am 
in the mind that witches and warlocks havena half the power they had lang 
ayne ; at least, sure am I, that ae ill-deviser, like auld Hllieslaw, or ae ill-doer, 
like that d—d villain Westburnflat, is a oreater plague and abomination in 
« gountry-side than a haill curnie os warst witches that ever capered on 
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a broomstick, or played cantrips on Fastern’s H’en. It wad hae been lang 
or Hlshie had burnt down my house and barns, and I am determined to try 
if he will do aught to build them up again. He’s weel kend a skilfw’ man 
ower a’ the country, as far as Brough under Stanmore.” 

“Bide a wee, my bairn; mind his benefits havena thriven wi’ a’ body. 
Jock Howden died o’ the very same disorder Elshie pretended to cure him 
of, about the fa’ 0’ the leaf; and though he helped Lambside’s cow weel out 
o’ the moor-ill, yet the louping-ill’s been sairer amang his sheep that ony 
season before. And then I have heard he uses sic words abusing human 
nature, that’s like a fleeing in the face of Providence; and ye mind ye said 
yoursell, the first time ye ever saw him, that he was mair like a bogle than 
a living thing.” 

‘Hout, mother,” said Hobbie, ‘“‘ Elshie’s no that bad a chield; he’s a 
grewsome spectacle for a crooked disciple, to be sure, and a rough talker, 
but his bark is waur than his bite; sae, if I had anes something to eat, for 
I havena had a morsel ower my throat this day, I wad streek mysell down 
for twa or three hours aside the beast, and be on and awa to Mucklestane 
wi’ the first skreigh o’ morning.” , 

“And what for no the night, Hobbie,” said Harry, “and I will rida 
wi’ ye?” 

“‘ My naig is tired,” said Hobbie. 

“Ye may take mine then,” said John. _ 

‘“* But [am a wee thing wearied mysell.” 

“You wearied ?” said Harry; ‘‘shame on ye! I have kend ye keep the 
saddle four-and-twenty hours thegither, and ne’er sic a word as weariness in 
your wame.” 

“The night’s very dark,” said Hobbie, rising and looking through the 
casement of the cottage; ‘‘and, to speak truth, and shame the deil, though 
Elshie’s a real honest fallow, yet somegate I would rather take day-light wi’ 
me when I gang to visit him.” 

This frank avowal puta stop to farther argument; and Hobbie, havin 
thus compromised matters between the rashness of his brother’s counsel, an 
the timid cautions which he received from his grandmother, refreshed him- 
self with such food as the cottage afforded; and, after a cordial salutation 
all round, retired to the shed, and-stretched himself beside his trusty palfrey. 
His brothers shared between them some trusses of clean straw, disposed in 
the stall usually occupied by old Annaple’s cow; and the females arranged 
themselves for repose as well as the accommodations of the cottage would 

ermit. ; 
J With the first dawn of morning, Hobbie arose; and, having rubbed down 
and saddled his horse, he set forth to Mucklestane-moor. He avoided the 
company of either of his brothers, from an idea that the Dwarf was most 
propitious to those who visited him alone. 

“The creature,” said he to himself, as he went along, “is no neighbourly; 
ae body at a time is fully mair than he weel can abide. I wonder if he’s 
looked out o’ the crib’o’ him to gather up the bag o’ siller. If he hasna 
done that, it will hae been a braw windfa’ for somebody, and Ill be finely ~ 
flung. Come ‘Tarras,” said he to his horse, striking him at the same 
time with his spur, ‘‘make mair fit, man; we maun be first on the field if 
we can.” 

He was now on the heath, which began to be illuminated by the beams 
of the rising sun; the gentle declivity which he was descending presented 
him a distinct, though distant view of the Dwarf’s dwelling. The door 
opened, and Hobbie witnessed with his own eyes that phenomenon which 
he had frequently heard mentioned. Two human figures (if that of the 
Dwarf could be termed such) issued from the solitary abode of the Recluse, 
and stood as if in converse together in the open air. The taller form then 
stooped, as if taking something up which lay beside the door of the hat, 
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then sth moved forward a little way, and again halted, as in deep vunfe 
rence. All Hobbie’s superstitious terrors revived on witnessing this spec- 
tacle. That the Dwarf would open his dwelling to a mortal guest, was as 
improbable as that any one would choose voluntarily to be his nocturnal 
visiter ; and, under full conviction that he beheld a wizard holding inter- 
course with bis familiar spirit, Hobbie pulled in at once his breath and his 
bridle, resolved not to incur the indignation of either by a hasty intrusion 
on their conference. They were probably aware of his approach, for he had 
not halted for a moment before the Dwarf returned to his cottage; and 
the taller figure who had accompanied him, glided round the enclosure 
uw me garden, and seemed to disappear from the eyes of the admiring 
obbie. 

‘Saw ever mortal the like o’ that!” said Elliot; “but my case is des- 
pyri sae, if he were Beelzebub himsell, I’se venture down the brae on 
him. 

- Yet, notwithstanding his assumed courage, he slackened his pace, when, 
uearly upon the very spot where he had last seen the tall figure, he dis- 
verned, as if lurking among the long heather, a small black rough-looking 
object, like a terrier dog. a9 

‘‘He has nae dog that ever J heard of,” said Hobbie, ‘‘ but mony a deil 
about his hand— Lord forgie me for saying sic a word!—JIt keeps its 
grund, be what it like — I’m judging it’s a badger; but whae kens what 
shapes thae bogles will take to fright a body? it will maybe start up like a 
lion or a crocodile when I come nearer. I’se e’en drive a stane at it, for if 
it change its shape when I’m ower near, Tarras will never stand it; and it 
will be ower muckle to hae him and the deil to fight wi’ baith at ance.” 

He therefore cautiously threw a stone at the object, which continued 
motionless. “It’s nae living thing, after a’,”’ said Hobbie, approaching 
‘but the very bag o’ siller he flung out o’ the window yesterday! and that 
other queer lang creature has just brought it sae muckle farther on the way 
tome. He then advanced and lifted the heavy fur pouch, which was quite 
full of gold. ‘‘ Mercy on us!” said Hobbie, whose heart fluttered between 
glee at the revival of his hopes and prospects in life, and suspicion of the 
purpose for which this assistance was afforded him — ‘‘ Mercy on us! it’s 
an awfu’ thing to touch what has been sae lately in the claws of something 
no canny. I canna shake mysell loose o’ the belief that there has been 
some jookery paukery of Satan’s in a’ this; but I am determined to conduct 
mysell like an honest man and a good Christian, come o’t what will.” 

He advanced accordingly to the cottage door, and having knocked repeat- 
edly without receiving any answer, he at length elevated his voice and 
addressed the inmate of the hut. ‘Elshie! Father Elshie! I ken ye’re 
within doors, and wauking, for I saw ye at the door-cheek as I cam ower 
the bent; will ye come out and speak just a gliff to ane that has mony 
thanks to gie ye? —It was a’ true ye tell’d me about Westburnflat; but 
he’s sent back Grace safe and skaithless, sae there’s nae ill happened yet 
but what may be suffered or sustained. Wad ye but come out a gliff, man, 
or but say ye’re listening? Aweel, since ye winna answer, [se e’en pro- 
ceed wi’ my tale. Ye see [ hae been thinking it wad be a sair thing on 
twa young folk, like Grace and me, to put aff our marriage for mony years 
till 1 was abroad and came back again wi’ some gear; and they say folk 
- maunna take booty in the wars as they did lang syne, and the queen’s pay 
is a sma’ matter; there’s nae gathering gear on that—and then my 
yrandame’s auld—and my sisters wad sit peengin’ at the ingle-side for 
want o’ me to ding them about—and Earnscliff, or the neighbourhood, or 
maybe your ain sell, Elshie, might want some good turn that Hob Elhot 
vould do ye —and it’s a pity that the auld house o’ the Heugh-foot shculd 
he wrecked a’thegither. Sae I was thinking but deil hae me, that 1 
should say sac,” continued he, checking himself, ‘if I can bring mysell ta 
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ask a favour of ane that winna sae muckle as ware a word on me, to tell 
me if he hears me speaking till him.” 

“Say what thou wilt—do what thou wilt,’ answered the Dwarf from 
his cabin, “‘ but begone, and leave me at peace.” 

“Weel, weel,” replied Elliot, ‘‘ since ye are willing to hear me, I’se make 
my tale short. Since ye are sae kind as to say ye are content to lend me 
as muckle siller as will stock and plenish ti:e Heugh-foot, I am content, on 
my part, to accept the courtesy wi’ mony kind thanks; and troth, I think 
it will be as safe in my hands as yours, if ye leave it flung about in that 
gate for the first loon body to lift, forbye the risk o’ bad neighbours that 
can win through steekit doors and lockfast places, as I can tell to my cost. 
I say, since ye hae sae muckle consideration for me, I’se be blithe to accept 
your kindness; and my mother and me (she’s a liferenter, and I am fiar, 
9 the lands o’ Wideopen) would grant you a wadset, or an heritable bond, 
for the siller, and to pay the annual-rent half-yearly ; and Saunders Wylie- 
coat to draw the bond, and you to be at nae charge wi’ the writings.” 

“Cut short thy jargon, and begone,” said the Dwarf; ‘thy loquacious 
bull-headed honesty makes thee a more intolerable plague than the light- 
fingered courtier who would take a man’s all without troubling him with 
either thanks, explanation, or apology. Hence, I say, thou art one of those 
tame slaves whose word is as good as their bond. Keep the money, prin- 
cipal and interest, until I demand it of thee.” 

“But,” continued the pertinacious Borderer, ‘we are a’ life-like and 
death-like, Elshie, and there really should be some black and white on this 
transaction. Sae just make me a minute, or missive, in ony form ye like, 
and I’se write it fair ower, and subscribe it before famous witnesses. Only, 
Elshie, I wad wuss ye to pit naething in’t that may be prejudicial to my 
salvation; for V’ll hae the minister to read it ower, and it wad only be 
exposing yoursell to nae purpose. And now I’m ganging awa, for ye’ll be 
wearied 0’ my cracks, and I am wearied wi’ cracking without an answer — 
and I’se bring ye a bit o’ bride’s-cake ane o’ thae days, and maybe bring 
Grace to see you. Ye wad like to see Grace, man, for as dour as ye are — 
Eh, Lord! I wish he may be weel, that was a sair grane! or, maybe he 
thought I was speaking of heavenly grace, and no of Grace Armstrong. 
Poor man, I am very doubtfu’ o’ his condition ; but I am sure he is as kind 
to me as if I were his son, and a queer-looking father I wad hae had, if that 
had been e’en sae.” 

Hobbie now relieved his benefactor of his presence, and rode blithely 
home to display his treasure, and consult upon the means of repairing the 
damage which his fortune had sustained through the aggression of the Red 
Reiver of Westburnflat. 


™~ 


Chapter the Elearnth. 


Three ruffians seized me yester mor, 

Alas! a maiden most forlorn ; 

They choked my cries with wicked might, 

And bound me on a palfrey white : 

As sure as Heaven shall pity me, 

I cannot tell what men they be. 
CHRISTABELLE 


Tax course of our story must here revert a little to detail the circum-— 
stances which had placed Miss Vere in the unpleasant situation from whieh 
she was unexpectedly, and indeed unintentionally liberated, by the anpear 
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ance of Harnscliff and Elliot, with their friends and followers, befire the 
Tower of Westburnflat. 

On the morning preceding the night in which Hobbie’s house was plun 
dered and burnt, Miss Vere was requested by her father to accompany him 
in a walk through a distant part of the romantic grounds which lay round 
his castle of Ellieslaw. ‘‘'To hear was to obey,” in the true style of Orien 
tal despotism; but Isabella trembled in silence while she followed her father 
through rough paths, now winding by the side of the river, now ascending 
the cliffs which serve for its banks. A single servant, selected perhaps for 
his stupidity, was the only person who attended them. From her father’s 
silence, Isabella little doubted that he had chosen this distant and seques- 
tered scene to resume the argument which they had so frequently main- 
tained upon the subject of Sir Frederick’s addresses, and that he was med- 
itating in what manner he should most effectually impress upon her the 
necessity of receiving him as her suitor. But her fears seemed for some 
time to be unfounded. ‘The only sentences which her father from time to 
time addressed to her, respected the beauties of the romantic landscape 
through which they strolled, and which varied its features at every step. 
To these observations, although they seemed to come from a heart occupied 
by more gloomy as well as more important cares, Isabella endeavoured to 
answer in a manner as free and unconstrained as it was possible for her to 
assume, amid the involuntary apprehensions which crowded upon her 
imagination. 

Sustaining with mutual difficulty a desultory conversation, they at length 
gained the centre of a small wood, composed of large oaks intermingled 
with birches, mountain-ashes, hazel, holly, and a variety of underwood. 
The boughs of the tall trees met closely above, and the underwood filled up 
each interval between their trunks below. The spot on which they stood 
was rather more open; still, however, embowered under the natural arcade 
of tall trees, and darkened on the sides for a space around by a great and 
lively growth of copse-wood and bushes. 

‘And here, Isabella,’ said Mr. Vere, as he pursued the conversation, 
so often resumed, so often dropped, ‘ here I would erect an altar to Friend- 
ship.” 

To Friendship, sir!” said Miss Vere; “‘and why on this gloomy and 
sequestered spot, rather than elsewhere ?” 

‘““Q, the propriety of the locale is easily vindicated,” replied her father, 
with a sneer. ‘‘ You know, Miss Vere, (for you, I am well aware, are a 
learned young lady,) you know, that the Romans were not satisfied with 
embodying, for the purpose of worship, each useful quality and moral virtue 
to which they could give a name; but they, moreover, worshipped the same 
under each variety of titles and attributes which could give a distinct shade, 
or individual character, to the virtue in question. Now, for example, the 
Friendship to whom a temple should be here dedicated, is not Masculine 
Friendship, which abhors and despises duplicity, art, and disguise ; but 
Female Friendship, which consists in little else than a mutual disposition 
on the part of the friends, as they call themselves, to abet each other in 
obscure fraud and petty intrigue.” 

“You are severe, sir,” said Miss Vere. 

“Only just,” said her father; ‘an humble copier I am from nature, with 
the advantage of contemplating two such excellent studies as Lucy Ilderton 
wnd yourself.” 

“If I have been unfortunate enough to offend, sir, I can conscientiously 
excuse Miss Hderton from being either my counsellor or confidant.” 

“Indeed! how came you, then,” said Mr. Vere, ‘by the flippancy ot 
speech, und pertness of argument, by which you have disgusted Sir I'red- 
er.ck, and given me of late such deep offence?” 

“If my manner has been so unfortunate as to displease you, sir, it is 
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impossible for me to apologize too deeply, or too sincerely; but I cannot 
confess the same contrition for having answered Sir Frederick flippantly 
when he pressed me rudely. Since he forgot I was a lady, it was time to 
show. him that I am at least a woman.” | | 

“ Reserve, then, your pertness for those who press you on the topic, Isa- 
bella.,”’ said her father coldly ; ‘‘ for my part I am weary of the subject, and 
will never speak upon it again.” 

““God bless you, my dear father,” said Isabella, seizing his reluctant 
hand; “there is nothing you can impose on me, save the task of listening 
to this man’s persecution, that I will call, or think, a hardship.” 

“You are very obliging, Miss Vere, when it happens to suit you to be 
dutiful,” said her unrelenting father, forcing himself at the same time from 
the affectionate grasp of her hand; ‘but henceforward, child, I shall save 
myself the trouble of offering you unpleasant advice on any topic. You 
must look to yourself.” 

At this moment four ruffians rushed upon them. Mr. Vere and his ser- 
vant drew their hangers, which it was the fashion of the time to wear, and 
attempted to defend themselves and protect Isabella. But while each of 
them was engaged by an antagonist, she was forced into the thicket by the 
two remaining villains, who placed her and themselves on horses which 
stood ready behind the copse-wood. They mounted at the same time, and, 
placing her between them, set off at a round gallop, holding the reins of 
her horse on each side. By many an obscure and winding path, over dale 
and down, through moss and moor, she was conveyed to the tower of West- 
burnflat, where she remained strictly watched, but not otherwise ill-treated, 
under the guardianship of the old woman, to whose son that retreat belonged. 
—No entreaties could prevail upon the hag to give Miss Vere any informa- 
tion on the object of her being carried forcibly off, and confined in this 
secluded place. The arrival of Karnscliff, with a strong party of horsemen, 
before the tower, alarmed the robber. As he had already directed Grace 
Armstrong to be restored to her friends, it did not occur to him that this 
unwelcome visit was on her account; and seeing at the head of the party, 
EKarnscliff, whose attachment to Miss Vere was whispered in the country, 
he doubted not that her liberation was the sole object of the attack upon 
his fastness. The dread of personal consequences compelled him to deliver 
up his prisoner in the manner we have already related. ; 

At the moment the tramp of horses was heard which carried off the 
daughter of Ellieslaw, her father fell to the earth, and his servant, a stout 
young fellow, who was gaining ground on the ruffian with whom he had 
been engaged, left the combat to come to his master’s assistance, little 
doubting that he had received a mortal wound. Both the villains imme- 
diately desisted from farther combat, and, retreating into the thicket, 
mounted their horses, and went off at full speed after their companions. 
Meantime, Dixon had the satisfaction to find Mr. Vere not only alive, but 
unwounded. He had overreached himself, and stumbled, it seemed, over 
the root of a tree, in making too eager a blow at his antagonist. The 
despair he felt at his daughter’s disappearance, was, in Dixon’s phrase, such 
as would have melted the heart of a whin stane, and he was so much ex- 
hausted by his feelings, and the vain researches which he made to discover 
the track of the ravishers, that a considerable time elapsed ere he reached 
home, and communicated the alarm to his domestics. 

All his conduct and gestures were those of a desperate man. 

_ “Speak not to me, Sir Frederick,” he said impatiently; “you are no 
suther—she was my child, an ungrateful one I fear, but still my child—my 
only child. Where is Miss Ilderton? she must know something of this. Tt 
corresponds with what I was informed of her schemes. Go, Divon, call 
Ratcliffe here. — Let him come without a minute’s delay.” 

The person he had named at this moment entered the room. 


THE BLACK DWARR. | 323 


“T say, Dixon,” continued Mr. Vere, in an altered tone, ‘let Mr. Rat 
vliffe know, [ beg the favour of his company on particular business. — Ah} 
my dear sir,’ he proceeded, as if noticing him for the first time, “ you are 
the very man whose advice can be of the utmost service to me in this cruel 
extremity.” my 

‘“‘What has happened, Mr. Vere, to discompose you?” said Mr. Ratcliffe, 
gravely ; and while the Laird of Ellieslaw details to him, with the most ani- 
mated gestures of grief and indignation, the singular adventure of the morn- 
ing, we shall take the opportunity to inform our readers of the relative cir- 
cumstances in which these gentlemen stood to each other. 

In early youth, Mr. Vere of Ellieslaw had been remarkable for a career 
of dissipation, which, in advanced life, he had exchanged for the no less 
destructive career of dark and turbulent ambition. In both cases he had 
gratified the predominant passion without respect to the diminution of his 
private fortune, although, where such inducements were wanting, he was 
deemed close, avaricious, and grasping. His affairs being much embar- 
rassed by his earlier extravagance, he went to England, where he was un- 
derstood to have formed a very advantageous matrimonial connexion. He 
was many years absent from his family estate. Suddenly and unexpectedly 
he returned a widower, bringing with him his daughter, then a girl of 
about ten years old. From this moment his expense seemed unbounded, in 
the eyes of the simple inhabitants of his native mountains. It was sup- 
posed he must necessarily have plunged himself deeply in debt. Yet he 
continued to live in the same lavish expense, until some months before the 
commencement of our narrative, when the public opinion of his embar- 
rassed circumstances was confirmed, by the residence of Mr. Ratcliffe at 
Kilieslaw Castle, who, by the tacit consent, though obviously to the great 
displeasure, of the lord of the mansion, seemed, from the moment of his 
arrival, to assume and exercise a predominant and unaccountable influence 
in the management of his private affairs. 

Mr. Ratcliffe was a grave, steady, reserved man, in an advanced period 
of life. ‘To those with whom he had occasion to speak upon business, he 
appeared uncommonly well versed in all its forms. With others he held 
little communication; but in any casual intercourse or conversation, dis- 
played the powers of an active and well-informed mind. For some time 
before taking up his final residence at the castle, he had been an occasional 
visitor there, and was at such times treated by Mr. Vere (contrary to his 
general practice towards those who were inferior to him in rank) with 
marked attention, and even deference. Yet his arrival always appeared to 
be an embarrassment to his host, and his departure a relief; so that, when 
he became a constant inmate of the family, it was impossible not to observe 
indications of the displeasure with which Mr. Vere regarded his presence. 
Indeed, their intercourse formed a singular mixture of confidence and con- 
straint. Mr. Vere’s most important affairs were regulated by Mr. Ratcliffe; 
and although he was none of those indulgent men of fortune, who, too indo- 
lent to manage their own business, are glad to devolve it upon another, yet, 
in many instances, he was observed to give up his own judgment, and sub- 
mit to the contrary opinions which Mr. Ratcliffe did not hesitate distinctly 
to express. 

Nothing seemed to vex Mr. Vere more than when strangers indicated any 
observation of the state of tutelage under which he appeared to labour. 
When it was noticed by Sir Frederick, or any of his intimates, he some- 
{imes repelled their remarks haughtily and indignantly, and sometimes en- 
deavoured to evade them, by saying, with a forced laugh, “That Ratcliffe 
knew his own importance, but that he was the most honest and skilful 
fellow in the world; and that it would be impossible for him to manage his 
English affairs without his advice and assistance.’ Such was the person 
whe entered the room at the moment Mr. Vere was summoning him to his 
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presence, and who now heard with surprise, mingled with obvious inere. 
dulity, the hasty narrative of what had befallen Isabella. 

Her father concluded, addressing Sir Frederick and the other gentlemen, 
who stood around in astonishment, ‘‘ And now, my friends, you see the most 
unhappy father in Scotland. Lend me your assistance, gentlemen — give 
me your advice, Mr. Ratcliffe. Iam incapable of acting, or thinking, unde1 
the unexpected violence of such a blow.” 

‘*Let us take our horses, call our attendants, and scour the country in 
pursuit of the villains,” said Sir Frederick. 

“Is there no one whom you can suspect,” said Ratcliffe, gravely, “‘ of 
having some motive for this strange crime? These are not the days of 
romance, when ladies are carried off merely for their beauty.” 

“T fear,” said Mr. Vere, ‘‘I can too well account for this strange inci- 
dent. Read this letter, which Miss Lucy Ilderton thought fit to address 
from my house of Ellieslaw to young Mr. Earnscliff, whom, of all men, I 
have a hereditary right to call my enemy. You see she writes to him as the 
confidant of a passion which he has the assurance to entertain for my 
daughter; tells him she serves his cause with her friend very ardently, but 
that he has a friend in the garrison who serves him yet more effectually. 
Look particularly at the pencilled passages, Mr. Ratcliffe, where this med- 
dling girl recommends bold measures, with an assurance that his suit would 
be successful any where beyond the bounds of the barony of Ellieslaw.” 

“And you argue, from this romantic letter of a very romantic young 
lady, Mr. Vere,” said Ratcliffe, ‘that young Earnscliff has carried off your 
daughter, and ‘committed a very great and criminal act of violence, on no 
better advice and assurance than that of Miss Lucy Ilderton ?” 

‘“ What else can I think?” said Ellieslaw. 

‘What else can you think ?” said Sir Frederick ; ‘‘ or who else could have 
any motive for committing such a crime ?” 

* Were that the best mode of fixing the guilt,” said Mr. Ratcliffe, calmly, 
“there might easily be pointed out persons to whom such actions are more 
congenial, and who have also sufficient motives of instigation. Supposing 
it were judged advisable to remove Miss Vere to some place in which con- 
straint might be exercised upon her inclinations to a degree which cannot 
at present be attempted under the roof of Ellieslaw Castle—What says Sir 
Frederick Langley to that supposition ?” 

“T say,” returned Sir Frederick, “ that although Mr. Vere may choose to 
endure in Mr. Ratcliffe freedoms totally inconsistent with his situation in 
life, I will not permit such licence of innuendo, by word or look, to be 
extended to me, with impunity.” 

“And I say,” said young Mareschal of Mareschal-Wells, who was also 
a guest at the castle, ‘‘ that you are all stark-mad to be standing wrangling 
here, instead of going in pursuit of the ruffians.” 

“T have ordered off the domestics already in the track most likely to 

overtake them,” said Mr. Vere; ‘‘if you will favour me with your company, 
we will follow them, and assist in the search.” 

The efforts of the party were totally unsuccessful, probably because 
Ellieslaw directed the pursuit to proceed in the direction of Earnscliff-tower, 
under the supposition that the owner would prove to be the author of the 
violence, so that they followed in a direction diametrically opposite to that 
in which the ruffians had actually proceeded. In the evening they returned, 
harassed, and out of spirits. But other guests had, in the meanwhile, 
arrived at the castle; and, after the recent loss sustained by the owner had 
been related, wondered at, and lamented, the recollection of it was, for the 
present, drowned in the discussion of deep political intrigues, of which the 
erisis and explosion were momentarily looked for. 

Several of the gentlemen who took part in this divan were Catholics, and 
all of them stanch Jacobites, whose hopes were at present at the highest 
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piven: as an invasion, in favour of the Pretender, was daily expected fro. 
rance, which Scotland, between the defenceless state of its garrisons and 
fortified places, and the general disaffection of the inhabitants, was rather 
prepared to welcome than to resist. Ratcliffe, who neither sought to assist 
at their consultations on this subject nor was invited to do so, had, in the 
meanwhile, retired to his own apartment. Miss Ilderton was sequestered 
from society in a sort of honourable confinement, “ until,” said Mr. Vere, 
“she should be safely conveyed home to her father’s house,” an opportu- 
nity for which occurred on the following day. 

he domestics could not help thinking it remarkable how soon the loss 
to Miss Vere, and the strange manner in which it had happened, seemed to 
be forgotten by the other guests at the castle. They knew not, that those 
the most interested in her fate were well acquainted with the cause of her 
being carried off, and the place of her retreat; and that the others, in the 
anxious and doubtful moments which preceded the breaking forth of a con- 
spiracy, were little accessible to any feelings but what arose immediately 
out of their own machinations. 


Chanter the Cueltth. 


Some one way, some another—Do you know 
' Where we may apprehend her? 


Tue researches after Miss Vere were (for the sake of appearances, per- 
haps) resumed on the succeeding day, with similar bad success, and the 
party were returning towards Ellieslaw in the evening. . 

“It is singular,” said Mareschal to Ratcliffe, “ that four horsemen and a 
- female prisoner should have passed through the country without leaving the 
slightest trace of their passage. One would think they had travesed the 
air, or sunk through the ground.” 

“Men may often,” answered Ratcliffe, “arrive at the knowledge of that 
which ts, from discovering that which is not. We have now scoured every 
road, path, and track leading from the castle, in all the various points of 
the compass, saving only that intricate and difficult pass which leads south- 
ward down the Westburn, and through the morasses.” 

“« And why have we not examined that ?” said Mareschal. 

“O, Mr. Vere can best answer that question,” replied his companion 
dryly. 

ZNhen I will ask it instantly.” said Mareschal; and, addressing Mr. 
Vere, ‘‘I am informed, sir,” said he, ‘“‘there is a path we have not exam- 
ined, leading by Westburnflat.” 

“QO,” said Sir Frederick, laughing, ‘‘ we know the owner of Westburnflat 
well—a wild lad, that knows little difference between his neighbour’s goods 
and his own; but, withal, very honest to his principles: He would disturb 
nothing belonging to Hllieslaw.” 

“Besides,” said Mr. Vere, smiling mysteriously, “he had other tow on 
his distaff last night. Have you not heard young Elliot of the Heugh-foot 
has had his house burnt, and his cattle driven away, because he refused to 
give uv his arms to some honest men that think of starting for the king?” 

The company smiled upon each other, as at hearing of an exploit which 
favoured their own views. . 

‘Yes, nevertheless,” resumed ee ansere “T think we ought to ride im 
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this dicection alsv, otherwise we shall certainly be blamed for owr 1 -gh_ 
gence... 

No reasonable objection cculd be offered to this proposal, and the party 
tarned their horses’ heads towards Westburnflat. ‘ 

They lmd not proceeded very far in that direction when the trampling of 
horses was heard, and a small body of riders were perceived advancing +> 
meet them. : 

“There comes Harnscliff,” said Mareschal; ‘I know his bright bay witk 
the star in his front.” 

‘‘ And there is my daughter along with him,” exclaimed Vere, furiously. 
“Who shall call my suspicions false or injurious now? Gentlemen—friends 
—lend me the assistance of your swords for the recovery of my child.” 

He unsheathed his weapon, and was imitated by Sir Frederick and seve- 
ral of the party, who prepared to charge those that were advancing towards 
them. But the greater part hesitated. 

“They come to us in all peace and security,” said Mareschal-Wells ; 
“let us first hear what account they give us of this mysterious affair. If 
_ Miss Vere has sustained the slightest insult or injury from Karnsceliff, I will 

pe the first to revenge her; but let us hear what they say.” 

“You do me wrong by yours suspicions, Mareschal,’” continued Vere; 
“you are the last I would have expected to hear express them.” 

‘You injure yourself, Ellieslaw, by your violence, though the cause may 
excuse it.”’ 

He then advanced a little before the rest, and called out, with a loud 
voice — ‘‘ Stand, Mr. Earnscliff; or do you and Miss Vere advance alone to 
meet us. You are charged with having carried that lady off from her 
father’s house; and we are here in arms to shed our best blood for her re- 
covery, and for bringing to justice those who have injured her.” 

‘¢And who would do that more willingly than I, Mr. Mareschal?” said 
Karnscliff, haughtily, — “‘ than I, who had the satisfaction this morning to 
liberate her from the dungeon in which I found her confined, and who am 
now escorting her back to the eastle of Ellieslaw ?” 

“Ts this so, Miss Vere?” said Mareschal. 

“It is,” answered [sabella, eagerly,—“ it is so ; for Heaven’s sake sheathe 
your swords. J will swear by all that is sacred, that I] was carried off by 
rufhans, whose persons and object were alike unknown to me, and am now 
restored to freedom by means of this gentleman’s gallant interference.” 

‘““By whom, and wherefore, could this have been done?” pursued Mares- 
chal.—‘* Had you no knowledge of the place to which you were conveyed ? 
— Karnscliff, where did you find this lady ?” . 

But ere either question could be answered, Ellieslaw advanced, and, re- 
turning his sword to the scabbard, cut short the conference. ’ 

‘When I know,” he said, “exactly how much I owe to Mr. Karnscliff, 
he may rely on suitable acknowledgments; meantime,” taking the bridle 
of Miss Vere’s horse, ‘thus far I thank him for replacing my daughter in 
the power of her natural guardian.’’ 

A sullen bend of the head was returned by Harnscliff with equal haughti- 
ness; and Hllieslaw, turning back with his daughter upon the road to his 
own house, appeared engaged with her in a conference so earnest, that the 
rest of the company judged it improper to intrude by approaching them too 
nearly. In the meanti:ae, Earnscliff, as he took leave of the other gentle- 
men, belonging tc “ilieslaw’s party, said aloud, “ Although I am uncon- 
scious of any circumstance in my conduct that can authorize such a sus- 
picion, | cannot but observe, that Mr. Vere seems to believe that I have had 
some hand in the atrocious violence which has been offered to his daughter. 
I request you, gentlemen, to take notice of my explicit denial of a charge 
so dishonourable ; and that, although I can pardon the bewildering feelings 
of a father in such a moment, yet, 1f any other jentleman” (he lookud hard 
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at ‘sir Frederick Langley) ‘thinks my word and that of Miss Vere. with 
the evidence of my friends who accompany me, too slight for my ¢xcu’pa 
tion, I will be happy—most happy—to repel the charge as becomes a man 
who counts his honour dearer than his life.” 

“ And ll be his second,” said Simon of Hackburn, “and take up ony 
tws o’ ye, gentle or semple, laird or loon ; it’s a’ ane to Simon.’’ 

“Who is that rough-looking fellow?” said Sir Frederick Langley, ‘ and 
what has he to do with the quarrels of gentlemen?” 

“T’se be a lad frae the Hie Te’iot,” said Simon, “and I’se quarrel wi’ ony 
body I like, except the king, or the laird I live under.” 

“Come,” said Mareschal, ‘‘let us have no brawls — Mr. Earnscliff, al- 
though we do not think alike in some things, I trust we may be opponents, 
even enemies, if fortune will have it so, without losing our respect for birth, 
fair-play, and each other. I believe you as innocent of this matter as I am 
myself; and I will pledge myself that my cousin Hllieslaw, as soon as the 
perplexity attending these sudden events has left his judgment to its free 
exercise, shall handsomely acknowledge the very important service you 
have this day rendered him.” 

“To have served your cousin is a sufficient reward in itself—Good even- 
ing, gentlemen,” continued Karnscliff, ‘“‘ 1 see most of your party are already 
on their way to Ellieslaw.” 

Then saluting Mareschal with courtesy, and the rest of the party with 
indifference, Karnscliff turned his horse and rode towards the Heugh-foot, 
to concert measures with Hobbie Elliot for farther researches after his 
bride, of whose restoration to her friends he was still ignorant. 

“There he goes,’ said Mareschal; “he is a fine, gallant young fellow 
upon my soul; and yet I should like well to have a thrust with him on the 
green turf. I was reckoned at college nearly his equal with the foils, and I 
should like to try him at sharps.” 

“In my opinion,” answered Sir Frederick Langley, ‘we have done very 
ill in having suffered him, and those men who are with him, to go off with- 
out taking away their arms; for the Whigs are very likely to draw to a 
head under such a sprightly young fellow as that.” 

‘‘For shame, Sir Frederick !”’ exclaimed Mareschal; ‘do you think that 
Ellieslaw could, in honour, consent to any violence being offered to Harns- 
cliff, when he entered his bounds only to bring back his daughter? or, if 
he were to be of your opinion, do you think that I, and the rest of these 
gentlemen, would disgrace ourselves by assisting in such a transaction? 
No, no, fair-play and auld Scotland for ever! When the sword is drawn, I 
will be as ready to use it as any man; but while it is in the sheath, let us 
behave like gentlemen and neighbours.” 

Soon after this colloquy they reached the castle, when Ellieslaw, who had 
been arrived a few minutes before, met them in the court-yard. 

‘“‘ How is Miss Vere? and have you heard the cause of her being carried 
off?”’ asked Mareschal, hastily. 

“She is retired to her apartment greatly fatigued; and I cannot expect 
much light upon her adventure till her spirits are somewhat recruited,” 
replied her father. ‘She and I were not the less obliged to you, Mares- 
ehal, and to my other friends, for their kind inquiries. But I must sup- 
press the father’s feelings for a while to give myself up to those of the 
patriot. You know this is the day fixed for our final decision—time presses 
—<ur friends are arriving, and I have opened house, not only for the gentry, 
but for the under spur-leathers whom we must necessarily emplov. We 
have, therefore, litle time to prepare to meet them.— Look over these lists, 
Maretie (an abbreviation by which Mareschal-Wells was known among his- 
friends.) Do you, Sir Frederick, read these letters from Lothian and the 
west —-all is ripe for the sickle, and we have but to summon out the 
reapers.” . 
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“With all my heart,” said Mareschal; ‘‘the more mischief the better 

sport.” 
P sir Frederick looked grave and disconcerted. 

“Walk aside with me, my good friend,” said Hllieslaw to the sombre 
baronet; “I have something for your private ear, with which I know you 
will be gratified.” 

They walked into the house, leaving Ratcliffe and Mareschal standing 
together in the court. 

“And so,” said Ratcliffe, “the gentlemen of your political persuasion 
think the downfall of this government so certain, that they disdain even to 
throw a decent disguise over the machinations of their party ?” 

‘Faith, Mr. Rateliffe,” answered Mareschal, ‘‘ the actions and sentiments 
of your friends may require to be veiled, but I am better pleased that ours 
can go barefaced.” 

‘“¢ And is it possible,” continued Ratcliffe, ‘that you, who, notwithstand- 
ing your thoughtlessness and heat of temper (I beg pardon, Mr. Mareschal, 
I am a plain man)—that you, who, notwithstanding these constitutional 
defects, possess natural good sense and acquired information, should be 
infatuated enough to embroil yourself in such desperate proceedings? 
How does your head feel when you are engaged in these dangerous con- 
ferences ?” 

“Not quite so secure on my shoulders,” answered Mareschal, “as if I 
were talking of hunting and hawking. I am not of so indifferent a mould 
as my cousin Ellieslaw, who speaks treason as if it were a child’s nursery 
rhymes, and Joses and recovers that sweet girl, his daughter, with a good 
deal less emotion on both occasions, than would have affected me had I lost 
and recovered a greyhound puppy. My temper is not quite so inflexible, 
nor my hate against government so inveterate, as to blind me to the full 
danger of the attempt.” 

‘Then why involve yourself in it?” said Ratcliffe. 

“Why, I love this poor exiled king with all my heart; and my father was 
an old Killiecrankie-man, and I long to see some amends on the Unionist 
courtiers, that have bought and sold old Scotland, whose crown has been sa 
long independent.” 

‘“‘And for the sake of these shadows,” said his monitor, “‘you are going 
to involve your country in war, and yourself in trouble ?” 

‘““T involve? No!—but, trouble for trouble, I had rather it came 
to-morrow than a month hence. Come, I know, it will; and, as your 
country folks say, better soon than syne—it will never find me younger— 
and as for hanging, as Sir John Falstaff says, I can become a gallows as 
well as another. You know the end of the old ballad; 


Sae dauntonly, sae wantonly, 
Sae rantingly gaed he, 

He plaved a spring, and danced a round, 
Beneath the gallows tree.” 

‘““Mr. Mareschal, I am sorry for you,” said his grave adviser. 

“Tam obliged to you, Mr. Ratcliffe; but I would not have you judge of 
our enterprise by my way of vindicating it; there are wiser heads than mine — 
at the work.’ 

“Wiser heads than yours may lie as low,’ 
tone. 

“‘ Perhaps so; but no lighter heart shall; and, to prevent it being made - 
heavier by your remonstrances, I will bid you adieu, Mr. Ratcliffe, till © 
dinner-time, when you shall see that my apprehensions have not spsiled my 
nppetite.” 


’ said Ratcliffe, in a warning — 
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Chapter the Chirterath. . 


To face the garment of rebellion 
With some fine colour, that may please the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poor discontents, 
Which gape and rub the elbow at the news 
Of hurlyburly innovation. 

Henry THE Fourts, Part I. 


Tire had been great preparations made at Ellieslaw Castle for the 
entertainment on this important day, when not only the gentlemen of note 
in the neighbourhood, attached to the Jacobite interest, were expected to 
rendezvous, but also many subordinate malcontents, whom difficulty of cir- 
cumstances, love of change, resentment against England, or any of the 
numerous causes which inflamed men’s passions at the time, rendered apt 
to join in perilous enterprise. The men of rank and substance were not 
many in number; for almost all the large proprietors stood aloof, and most 
of the smaller gentry and yeomanry were of the Presbyterian persuasion, 
and therefore, however displeased with the Union, unwilling to engage in a 
Jacobite conspiracy. But there were some gentlemen of property, who, 
either from early principle, from religious motives, or sharing the ambitious 
views of Ellieslaw, had given countenance to his scheme; and there were, 
also, some fiery young men, like Mareschal, desirous of signalizing them- 
selves by engaging in a dangerous enterprise, by which they hoped to vindi- 
cate the independence of their country. The other members of the party 
were persons of inferior rank and desperate fortunes, who were now ready 
to rise in that part of the country, as they did afterwards in the year 1715, 
under Forster and Derwentwater, when a troop, commanded by a Border 
gentleman, named Douglas, consisted almost entirely of freebooters, among 
whom the notorious Luck-in-a-bag, as he was called, held a distinguished 
command. We think it necessary to mention these particulars, applicable 
solely to the province in which our scene lies; because, unquestionably, the 
Jacobite party, in the other parts of the kingdom, consisted of much more 
formidable, as well as much more respectable, materials. 

One long table extended itself down the ample hall of Ellieslaw Castle, 
which was still left much in the state in which it had been one hundred 
years before, stretching, that is, in gloomy iength, along the whole side of 
the castle, vaulted with ribbed arches of freestone, the groins of which 
sprung from projecting figures, that, carved into all the wild forms which 
the fantastic imagination of a Gothic architect could devise, grinned, 
frowned, and gnashed their tusks, at the assembly below. Long narrow 
windows lighted the banqueting room on both sides, filled up with stained 
glass, through which the sun emitted a dusky and discoloured light. A 
banner, which tradition averred to have been taken from the English at the 
battle of Sark, waved over the chair in which Ellieslaw presided, as if to 
inflame the courage of the guests, by reminding them of ancient victories 
over their neighbours. He himself, a portly figure, dressed on this occa- 
sion with uncommon care, and with features, which, though of a stern and 
sinister expression, might well be termed handsome, looked the old feudal 
baron extremely well. Sir Frederick Langley was placed on his right hand, 
and Mr. Mareschal of Mareschal-Wells on his left. Some gentlemen of 
vonsideration, with their sons, brothers, and nephews, were seated at the 
upper end of the table, and among these Mr. Ratcliffe had his place. Be- 
neath the salt-cellar (a massive piece of plate which occupied the midst of 
ihe table) sate the sine nomine turba, men whose vanity was gratified by 
holding even this subordinate space at the social board, while the distine- 
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tion observed in ranking them was a salvo to the pride of their superiors. 
That the lower house was not very select must be admitted, since Willie of 
Westburnflat was one of the party. The unabashed audacity of this 
fellow, in daring to. present himself in the house of a gentleman, to whom 
he had just offered so flagrant an insult, can only be accounted for by sup- 
posing him conscious that his share in carrying off Miss Vere was a secret, 
safe in her possession and that of her father. 

Before this numerous and miscellaneous party was placed a dinner, con- 
sisting, not indeed of the delicacies of the season, as the newspapers express 
it, but of viands, ample, solid, and sumptuous, under which the very board 
Shee But the mirth was not in proportion to the good cheer. The 
ower end of the table were, for some time, chilled by constraint and 
respect, on finding themselves members of so august an assembly; and 
those who were placed around it had those feelings of awe with which P. P., 
clerk of the parish, describes himself oppressed, when he first uplifted the 
psalm in presence of those persons of high worship, the wise Mr. Justice 
Freeman, the good Lady Jones, and the great Sir Thomas Truby. This 
ceremonious frost, however, soon gave way before the incentives to merri- 
ment, which were liberally supplied, and as liberally consumed by the 
guests of the lower description. They became talkative, loud, and even 
clamorous in their mirth. 

But it was not in the power of wine or brandy to elevate the spirits of 
those who held the higher places at the banquet. They experienced the 
chilling revulsion of spirits which often takes place, when men are called 
upon to take a desperate resolution, after having placed themselves in cir- 
cumstances where it is alike difficult to advanee or to recede. The preci- 
pice looked deeper and more dangerous as they approached the brink, and 
each waited with an inward emotion of awe, expecting which of his con- 
federates would set the example by plunging himself down. This inward 
sensation of fear and reluctance acted differently, according to the various 
habits and characters of the company. One looked grave; another looked 
silly; a third gazed with apprehension on the empty seats at the higher 
end of the table, designed for members of the conspiracy whose prudence 
had prevailed over their political zeal, and who had absented themselves 
from their consultations at this critical period; and some seemed to be 
reckoning up in their minds the comparative rank and prospects of those 
who were present and absent. Sir Frederick Langley was reserved, moody, 
and discontented. Hllieslaw himself made such forced efforts to raise the 
spirits of the company, as plainly marked the flagging of his own. Rat- 
cliffe watched the scene with the composure of a vigilant but uninterested 
spectator. Mareschal alone, true to the thoughtless vivacity of his charac- 
ter, eat and drank, laughed and jested, and seemed even to find amusement 
in the embarrassment of the company. 

“What has damped our noble courage this morning?” he exclaimed, 
“We seem to be met at a funeral, where the chief mourners must not speak 
above their breath, while the mutes and the saulies (looking to the lower 
end of the table) are carousing below. Ellicslaw, when will you lfi?* 
where sleeps your spirit, man? and what has quelled the high hope cf the 
Knight of Langley-dale ?”’ 

“You speak like a madman,” said Ellieslaw ; ‘‘do you not see how many 
are absent?” 

** And what of that?” said Mareschal. ‘Did you not know before, that 
one-half of the world are better talkers than doers? For my part, I an 
much encouraged by seeing at least two-thirds of our friends true to the 
rendezvous, though I suspect one-half of these came to secure the dinner in 
case of the worst.” - 


*l'o lift, meaning to lift the coffin, is the common expression for commencing i fanera:- 
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“There is no news from the coast which can amount to certainty of the 
King’s arrival,” said another of the company, in that tone of subdued and 
tremulous whisper which implies a failure of resolution. 

“Not a line from the Earl of D , nor a single gentleman from ths 
southern side of the Border,” said a third. 

“Who is he that wishes for more men from England,” exclaimed Mares- 
chal, in a theatrical tone of affected heroism, 


My cousin Ellieslaw? No, my fair cousin, 
If we are doomed to die——”’ 

‘‘For God’s sake,” said Ellieslaw, ‘‘spare us your folly at present, Ma- 
resclral.”’ 

“Well, then,” said his kinsman, “I’ll bestow my wisdom upon you in- 
stead, such as it is. If we have gone forward like fools, do not let us go 
back like cowards. We have done enough to draw upon us both the suspi- 
cion and vengeance of the government; do not let us give up before we 
have done something to deserve it. What, will no one speak? Then Pll 
leap the ditch the first.” And, starting up, he filled a beer-glass to the 
brim with claret, and waving his hand, commanded all to follow his exam.’ 
ple, and to rise up from their seats. All obeyed—the more qualified guests 
as if passively, the others with enthusiasm. ‘Then, my friends, I give 
you the pledge of the day,—The independence of Scotland, and the health 
of our lawful sovereign, King James the Eighth, now landed in Lothian, 
and, as I trust and believe, in full possession of his ancient capital !” 

_ He quaffed off the wine, and threw the glass over his head. 

“Tt should never,” he said, “‘ be profaned by a meaner toast.” 

All followed his example, and, amid the crash of glasses and the shouts 
of the company, pledged themselves to stand or fall with the principles and 
political interest which their toast expressed. 

*“You have leaped the ditch with a witness,” said Ellieslaw, apart to 
Mareschal; ‘“‘ but I believe it is all for the best: at all events, we cannot 
now retreat from our undertaking. One man alone” (looking at Ratcliffe) 
‘has refused the pledge; but of that by and by.” 

Then, rising up, he addressed the company in a style of inflammatory 
invective against the government and its measures, but especially the 
Union; a treaty, by means of which, he affirmed, Scotland had been at once 
cheated of her independence, her commerce, and her honour, and laid as a 
fettered slave at the foot of the rival, against whom, through such a length 
of ages, through so many dangers, and by so much blood, she had honour- 
ably defended her rights. This was touching a theme which found a 
responsive chord in the bosom of every man present. 

“Our commerce is destroyed,” hallooed old John Rewcastle, a Jedburgh 
smuggler, from the lower end of the table. 

‘Our agriculture is ruined,” said the Laird of Broken-girth-flow, a terri- 
tory, which, since the days of Adam, had borne nothing but ling and 
whortle-berries. 

“Our religion is cut up, root and branch,” said the pimple-nosed pastor 
of the Episcopal meeting-house at Kirkwhistle. 

“We shall shortly neither dare shoot a deer nor kiss a wench, without a 
certificate from the presbytery and kirk-treasurer,” said Mareschal-Wells. 

“‘Or make a brandy jeroboam in a frosty morning, without licence from 
# commissioner of excise,” said the smuggler. 

‘Or ride over the fell in a moonless night,” said Westburnflat, ‘ without 
asking leave of young Harnscliff, or some Englified justice of the peace: 
thae were gude days on the Border when there was neither peace nor Justice 
neard of.” 

“Tet us remember our wrongs at Darien and Glencoe,” continued Elliesiaw, 
“and take arms for the protection of our rights, our fortunes, our lives, aad 
our families,”’ 
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“Think upon genuine episcopal ordination, without which there can be 
no lawful clergy,” said the divine. 

“Think of the piracies committed on our Kast-Indian trade by Green 
and the English thieves,” said William Willieson, halfowner and sole 
skipper of a brig that made four voyages annually between Cockpool and 
Whitehaven. : 

‘‘Remember your liberties,” rejoined Mareschal, who seemed to take a 
mischievous delight in precipitating the movements of the enthusiasm which 
he had excited, like a roguish boy, who, having lifted the sluice of a mill- 
dam, enjoys the clatter of the wheels which he has put in motion, without 
thinking of the mischief he may have occasioned. ‘‘ Remember your liber- 
ties,” he exclaimed ; ‘‘ confound cess, press, and presbytery, and the memory 
of old Willie that first brought them upon us!” 

“Damn the gauger!” echoed old John Rewcastle; “I'll cleave him wi’ 
my ain hand.” 

‘And confound the country-keeper and the constable!’ re-echoed West- 
burnflat; ‘Vl weize a brace of balls through them before morning.” _ 

“We are agreed, then,” said Ellieslaw, when the shouts had somewhat 
subsided, ‘to bear this state of things no longer?” 

‘‘We are agreed to a man,” answered his guests. ; 

‘Not literally so,” said Mr. Ratcliffe; “for though I cannot hope to 
assuage the violent symptoms which seem so suddenly to have seized upon 
the company, yet 1 beg to observe, that so far as the opinion of a single 
member goes, I do not entirely coincide in the list of grievances which has 
been announced, and that I do utterly protest against the frantic measures 
which you seem disposed to adopt for removing them. I can easily suppose 
much of what has been spoken may have arisen out of the heat of the mo- 
ment; or have been said perhaps in jest. But there are some jests of a nature 
very apt to transpire; and you ought to remember, gentlemen, that stone- 
walls have ears.” 

‘“‘Stone-walls may have ears,” returned Ellieslaw, eyeing him with a look 
of triumphant malignity, ‘but domestic spies, Mr. Ratcliffe, will soon find 
themselves without any, if any such dares to continue his abode in a family 
where his coming was an unauthorized intrusion, where his conduct has 
been that of a presumptuous meddler, and from which his exit shall be that 
of a baffled knave, if he does not know how to take a hint.”’ 

“Mr. Vere,” returned Ratcliffe, with calm contempt, ‘I am fully aware, 
that as soon as my presence becomes useless to you, which it must through 
the rash step you are about to adopt, it will immediately become unsafe to 
myself, as it has always been hateful to you. But I have one protection, 
and it is a strong one; for you would not willingly hear me detail before 
gentlemen, and men of honour, the singular circumstances in which our 
connexion took its rise. As to the rest, I rejoice at its conclusion; and as 
I think that Mr. Mareschal and some other gentlemen will guarantee the 
safety of my ears and of my throat (for which last I have more reason to 
be apprehensive) during the course of the night, I shall not leave your castle 
till to-morrow morning.” 

“Be it so, sir,” replied Mr. Vere ; ‘‘ you are entirely safe from my resent- 
ment, because you are beneath it, and not because I am afraid of your dis- 
closing any family secrets, although for your own sake, | warn you to beware 
how you do so. Your agency and intermediation can be of little consequence 
to one who will win or lose all, as lawful right or unjust usurpation shall 
succeed in the struggle that is about to ensue. Farewell, sir.”’ 

Ratcliffe arose, and cast upon him a look, which Vere seemed te sustain 
with difficulty, and, bowing to those around him, left the room. 

This conversation made an impression on many of the company, which 
Ellieslaw hastened to dispel, by entering upon the business of the day 
Their hasty deliberations went to organize an immediate insure #tion 
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Elheslaw, Mareschal, and Sir Frederick Langley, were chosen leaders, with 
powers to direct their farther measures. A place of rendezvous was ap- 
pointed, at which all agreed to meet early on the ensuing day, with such 
followers and friends to the cause as each could collect around him. Several 
of the guests retired to make the necessary preparations; and Ellieslaw 
made a formal apology to the others, who, with Westburnflat and the old 
smugeler, continued to ply the bottle stanchly, for leaving the head of the 
table, as he must necessarily hold a separate and sober conference with the 
coadjutors whom they had associated with him in the command. The 
apology was the more readily accepted, as he prayed them, at the same 
time, to continue to amuse themselves with such refreshments as the cellars 
of the castle afforded. Shouts of applause followed their retreat; and the 
names of Vere, Langley, and, above all, of Mareschal, were thundered forth 
in chorus, and bathed with copious bumpers repeatedly, during the remain- 
der of the evening. 

When the principal conspirators had retired into a separate apartment, 
they gazed on each other for a minute with a sort of embarrassment, which, 
in Sir Frederick’s dark features, amounted to an expression of discontented 
sullenness. Mareschal was the first to break the pause, saying, with a loud 
burst of laughter, —‘‘ Well! we are fairly embarked now, gentlemen — 
vogue la galére ‘s 

‘We may thank you for the plunge,” said Ellieslaw. 

“Yes; but I don’t know how far you will thank me,” answered Mares- 
chal, “‘when I show you this letter, which I received just before we sat 
down. My servant told me it was delivered by a man he had never seen 
before, who went off at the gallop, after charging him to put it into my own 
hand.” 

Ellieslaw impatiently opened the letter, and read aloud — 


Honp. Sir, Edinburgh, 


Having obligations to your family, which shall be nameless, and ine 
that you are one of the company of adventurers doing business for the 
house of James and Company, late merchants in London, now in Dunkirk, 
I think it right to send you this early and private information, that the 
vessels you expected have been driven off the coast, without having been 
able to break bulk, or to land any part of their cargo; and that the west- 
country partners have resolved to withdraw their name from the firm, as it 
must prove a losing concern. Having good hope you will avail yourself of 
this early information, to do what is needful for your own security, I rest 
your humble servant, 


Ninit NameE.ess. 

For RALPH MARESCHAL, of Mareschal- Wells 
~  —These, with care and speed. 

Sir Frederick’s jaw dropped, and his countenance blackened, as the letter 
was read, and Ellieslaw exclaimed, — ‘‘ Why, this affects the very main- 
spring of our enterprise. If the French fleet, with the King on board, has 
been chased off b7 the English, as this d—d scrawl seems to intimate, 
where are we?” 

‘Just where we were this morning, I think,’ said Mareschal, still 
laughing. 

“Pardon me, and a truce to your ill-timed mirth, Mr. Mareschal; this 
morning we.wers not committed publicly, as we now stand committed by 
vour own mad act, when you had a letter in your pocket apprizing you that 
our undertaking was desperate.” 

“Ay, ay, I expected you would say so. But, in the first place, my friend 
Nihil Nameless and his letter may be all a flam; and, moreover, [ would 
have you know that I am tired of a party that does nothing but form bold 
resoluticus over night, and sleep them away with their wine before morn- 
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ing. The government are now unprovided of men and ammunition; in a 
few weeks they will have enough of both: the country is now in a flame 
against them; in a few weeks, betwixt the effects of self-interest, of fear, 
and of lukewarm indifference, which are already so visible, this first fervour 
will be as cold as Christmas. So, as I was determined to go the vole, I 
have taken care you shall dip as deep as I: it signifies nothing plunging. 
You are fairly in the bog, and must struggle through.” 

“You are mistaken with respect to one of us, Mr. Mareschal,” said Sir 
Frederick Langley; and, applying himself to the bell, he desired the per- 
son who entered to order his servants and horses instantly. 

“You must not leave us, Sir Frederick,” said Ellieslaw; ‘‘ we have our 
rmusters to go over.” 

‘“‘T will go to-night, Mr. Vere,” said Sir Frederick, ‘and write you my 
intentions in this matter when I am at home.” 

“« Ay,” said Mareschal, “and send them by a troop of horse from Carlisle 
to make us prisoners? Look ye, Sir Frederick, I for one will neither be 
deserted nor betrayed; and if you leave Ellieslaw Castle to-night, it shall 
pe. by passing over my dead body.” : 

‘For shame! Mareschal,” said Mr. Vere, ‘‘ how can you so hastily mis- 
interpret our friend’s intentions? I am sure Sir Frederick can only be 
jesting with us; for, were he not too honourable to dream of deserting the 
cause, he cannot but remember the full proofs we have of his accession to 
it, and his eager activity in advancing it. He cannot but be conscious, 
besides, that the first information will be readily received by government, 
and that if the question be, which can first lodge intelligence of the affair, 
we can easily save a few hours on him.” 

‘You should say you, and not we, when you talk of priorities in such a 
race of treachery; for my part, I won’t enter my horse for such plate,” 
said Mareschal; and added betwixt his teeth, ‘A pretty pair of fellows to 
trust a man’s neck with!” 

“Tam not to be intimidated from doing what I think proper,” said Sir 
Frederick Langley ; ‘“‘and my first step shall be to leave Elieslaw. I have 
no reason to keep faith with one” (looking at Vere) “‘who has kept none 
with me.” 

“In what respect,” said Elleslaw, silencing, with a motion of his 
hand, his impetuous kinsman—‘“ how have I disappointed you, Sir Fre- 
derick ?” 

“In the nearest and most tender point—you have trifled with me con- 
cerning our proposed alliance, which you well knew was the gage of our 
abhi undertaking. This carrying off and this bringing back of Miss 

ere, —the cold reception I have met with from her, and the excuses with 
which you cover it, I believe to be mere evasions, that you may yourself 
retain possession of the estates which are her’s by right, and make me, in 
the meanwhile, a tool in your desperate enterprise, by holding out hopes 
and expectations which you are resolved never to realize.” ) 

“Sir Frederick, 1 protest, by all that is sacred " 

“TI will listen to no protestations; I have been cheated with them tev 
long,”’ answered Sir Frederick. , 

“Tf you leave us,” said Hllieslaw, “you cannot but know both your ruin 
and ours is certain; all depends on our adhering together.” 

“Leave me to take care of myself,” returned the knight; “but were 
what you say true, I would rather perish than be fooled any farther.” 

‘Can nothing—no surety convince you of my sincerity ?” said Ellieslaw, 
«nxiously ; ‘this morning I should have repelled your unjust suspicions as 
an insult; but situated as we now are “. 

“You feel yourself compelled to be sincere?” retorted Sir Frederick. 
“Tf you would have me think so, there is but one way to convince mr cf 
ir—let your daughter bestow her hand on me this evening.” 


THE BLACK DWARF. 385 


‘So soon ?— impossible,” answered Vere; ‘think of her late alarm —~ of 
vur present undertaking.” 

“{ will listen to nothing but to her consent, plighted at the altar. You 
have a chapel in the castle—Doctor Hobbler is present among the com 
pe Dis proof of your good faith to-night, and we are again joined in 
heart and hand. If you refuse me when itis so much for your advantage 
to consent, how shall I trust you to-morrow, when I shail stand comiitted 
in your undertaking, and unable to retract?” 

* And am I to understand, that, if you can be made my son-in-law to 
night, our friendship is renewed?” said Elhieslaw. _ 

“ Most infallibly, and most inviolably,” replied Sir Frederick. 

“Then,” said Vere, ‘‘ though what you ask is premature, indelicate, and 
unjust towards my character, yet, Sir Frederick, give me your hand—my 
daughter shall be your wife.” 

| ais Bight?’ . 

“This very night,” replied Ellieslaw, ‘‘ before the clock strikes twelve.” 

“With her own consent, I trust,’ said Mareschal; ‘‘ for I promise you 
both, gentlemen, I will not stand tamely by, and see any violence put on — 
the will of my pretty kinswoman.” 

‘** Another pest in this hot-headed fellow,” muttered Ellieslaw; and then 
aloud, ‘‘ With her own consent? ‘For what do you take me, Mareschal, that 
you should suppose your interference necessary to protect my daughter 
against her father? Depend upon it, she has no repugnance to Sir Frederick 
Langley.” 

“Or rather to be called Lady Langley? faith, like enough—there are 
many women might be of her mind; and I beg your pardon, but these 
sudden demands and concessions alarmed me a little on her account.’’ 

“Tt is only the suddenness of the proposal that embarrasses me,” said 
Ellieslaw ; ‘‘ but perhaps if she is found intractable, Sir Frederick will 
consider ——”’ 

“‘T will consider nothing, Mr. Vere—your daughter’s hand to-night, or I 
depart, were it at midnight—there is my ultimatum.” 

“YT embrace it,” said Ellieslaw, ‘‘and I will leave you to talk upon our 
military preparations, while I go to prepare my daughter for so sudden a 
change of condition.” 

So saying, he left the company. 


Chapter the Fourteenth. 


He brings Earl Osmond to receive my vows. 
O dreadful change! for Tancred, haughty Osmond. 
TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA. 


Mr. Vere, whom long practice of dissimulation had enabled to model bia 
very gait and footsteps to aid the purposes of deception, walked along the 
stone passage, and up the first flight of steps towards Miss Vere’s apart- 
ment, with the alert, firm, and steady pace of one, who is bound, indeed, 
upon important business, but who entertains no doubt he can terminate his 
affairs satisfactorily. But when out of hearing of the gentleman whom he_ 
had left, his step became so slow and irresolute, as to correspond with his 
doubts and his fears. At length he paused in an antechamber to collect his 
ideas, and form his plan of argument, before approaching his daughter. 
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‘In wnat more hopeless and inextricable dilemma was ever an unfortu 
nate man involved !””—Such was the tenor of his reflections —‘‘ If we now 
fall to pieces by disunion, there can be little doubt that the government will — 
take my life as the prime agitator of the insurrection. Or, grant I could. 
stoop to save myself by a hasty submission, am I not, even in that case, | 
utterly ruined? I have broken irreconcileably with Ratcliffe, and can have 
nothing to expect from that quarter but insult and persecution. I must 
wander forth an impoverished and dishonoured man, without even the 
means of sustaining life, far less wealth sufficient to counterbalance the 
infamy which my countrymen, both those whom I desert and those whom 
I join, will attach to the name of the political renegade. It is not to be 
thought of. And yet, what choice remains between this lot, and the igno- 
minious scaffold? Nothing can save me but reconciliation with these men ; 
and, to accomplish this, I have promised to Langley that Isabella shall 
marry him ere midnight, and to Mareschal, that she shall do so without 
compulsion. I have but one remedy betwixt me and ruin — her consent to 
take a suitor whom she dislikes, upon such short notice as would disgust 
her, even were he a favoured lover—But I must trust to the romantic gene- 
rosity.of her disposition; and let me paint the necessity of her obedience 
ever so strongly, I cannot overcharge its reality.” 

Having finished this sad chain of reflections upon his perilous condition, 
he entered his daughter’s apartment with every nerve bent up to the su 
port of the argument which he was about to sustain. Though a deceitful 
and ambitious man, he was not so devoid of natural affection but that he 
was shocked at the part he was about to act, im practising on the feelings 
of a dutiful and affectionate child; but the recollections, that, if he suc- 
eeeded, his daughter would only be trepanned into an advantageous match, 
and that, if he failed, he himself was a lost man, were quite sufficient to 
drown all scruples. 

He found Miss Vere seated by the window of her dressing-room, her head 
reclining on her hand, and either sunk in slumber, or so deeply engaged in 
meditation, that she did not hear the noise he made at his entrance. He 
approached with his features composed to a deep expression of sorrow and 
sympathy, and, sitting down beside her, solicited her attention by quietly 
taking her hand, a motion which he did not fail to accompany with a deep 
sigh. 

‘My father!” said Isabella, with a sort of start which expressed at least 
as much fear, as joy or affection. . 

“Yes, Isabella,” said Vere, ‘‘ your unhappy father, who comes now as a 
penitent to crave forgiveness of his daughter for an injury done to her in 
the excess of his affection, and then to take leave of her for ever.” : 

“Sir? Offence tome! Take leave for ever! What does all this mean?” 
said Miss Vere. 

“Yes, Isabella, Iam serious. But first let me ask you, have you no sus- 
picion that I may have been privy to the strange chance which befel you 
yesterday morning ?” 

“You sir?” answered Isabella, stammering between a consciousness that 
he had guessed her thoughts justly, and the shame as well as fear which 
forbade her to acknowledge a suspicion so degrading and so unnatural. 

‘Yes!’ he continued, ‘‘ your hesitation confesses that you entertained 
such an opinion, and I have now the painful task of acknowledging that 
your suspicions have done me no injustice. But listen to my motives. In 
an evil hour I countenanced the addresses of Sir Frederick Langley, con- 
ceiving it impossible that you could have any permanent objections to a 
match where the advantages were, in most respects, on your side. In a 
worse, I entered with him into measures calculated to restore our banished 
monarch, and the independence of my country. He has taken advantage 
vf my unguarded confidence, and now has my life at his disposal.” - 
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** Your life, sir?” said Isabella, faintly. 

* Yes, Isabella,” continued her father, “the life of him who gave life to 
you. So soon as I foresaw the excesses into which his headlong passion 

for to do him justice, I believe his unreasonable conduct arises from excess 
of attachment to you) was likely to hurry him, I endeavoured, by finding a 
plausible pretext for your absence for some weeks, to extricate myself from 
the dilemma in which I am placed. For this purpose I wished, in case 
‘your objections to the match continued insurmountable, to have sent you 
pao for a few months to the convent of your maternal aunt at Paris. 

y a series of mistakes you have been brought from the place of secrecy 
and security which I had destined for your temporary abode. Fate has 
baffled my last chance of escape, and I have only to give you my blessing, 
and send you fro:n the castle with Mr. Ratcliffe, who now leaves it; my 
own fate will soon be decided.” 

“Good Heaven, sir! can this be possible?” exclaimed Isabella. ‘0, 
why was I freed from the restraint in which you placed me? or why did 
you not impart your pleasure to me?” 

“Think an instant, Isabella. Would you have had me prejudice, in your 
opinion, the friend I was most desirous of serving, by communicating to 
you the injurious eagerness with which he pursued his object? Could I do 
so honourably, having promised to assist his suit?—But it is all over. I 
and Mareschal have made up our minds to die like men; it only remains 
to send you from hence under a safe escort.” 

“Great powers! and is there no remedy?” said the terrified young 
woman. 

“None, my child,” answered Vere, gently, “unless one which you would 
not advise your father to adopt—to he the first to betray his friends.” 

“QO, no! no!” she answered, abhorrently yet hastily, as if to reject the 
temptation which the alternative presented to her. ‘ But is there no other 
hope—through flight—through mediation—through supplication ?—I will 
bend my knee to Sir Frederick !” 

“It would be a fruiiless degradation; he is determined on his course, and 
I am equally resolved to stand the hazard of my fate. On one condition 
only he will turn aside from his purpose, and that condition my lips shall 
never utter to you.” 

‘Name it, | conjure you, my dear father!” exclaimed Isabella. ‘‘ What 
can he ask that we ought not to grant, to prevent the hideous catastrophe 
with which you are threatened ?” 

«That, Isabella,” said Vere, solemnly, “ you shall never know, until your 
father’s head has rolled on the bloody scaffold; then, indeed, you will learn 
there was one sacrifice by which he might have been saved.” 

“« And why not speak it now?” said Isabella; “do you fear I would flinch 
from the sacrifice of fortune for your preservation? or would you bequeath 
me the bitter legacy of life-long remorse, so oft as I shall think that you 

erished, while there remained one mode of preventing the dreadful mis- 

ortune that overhangs you?” 

“Then, my child,” said Vere, “since you press me to name what I would 
t thousand times rather leave in silence, I must inform you that he will 
accept for ransom nothing but your hand in marriage, and that conferred 
before midnight this very evening!” 

“This evening, sir!’ said the young lady, struck with horror at the pro- 
posal—‘“‘ and to such a man!—A man !—a monster, who could wish to win 
= daughter by threatening the life of the father— it is indeed impos 
sible. 

“You say right, my child,” answered her father, “it is indeed impos 
sible; nor have I either the right or the wish to exact such a sacrifice —- It 
is the course of nature that the old should die and be forgot, and the young 
should live and be happy.” 

Vou, I1.— 22 2D 
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‘“‘My father die, and his child can save him !—- but no —no—my dear 
father, pardon me, it is impossible; you only wish to guide me to your 
wishes. I know your object is what you think my happiness, and this 
dreadful tale is scr’ told to influence my conduct and subdue my scruples.” 
_ “My daughter,” replied Ellieslaw, in atone where offended authority 
seemed to struggle with paternal affection, ‘‘my child suspects me of in- 
venting a false tale to work upon her feelings! Even this I must bear, and 
even from this unworthy suspicion I must descend to vindicate myself. You 
know the stainless honour of your cousin Mareschal— mark what I shall 
write to him, and judge from his answer, if the danger in which we stand is 
not real, and whether I have not used every means to avert it.” 

He sate down, wrote a few lines hastily, and handed them to Isabella, 
who, after repeated and painful efforts, cleared her eyes and head sufficiently 
to discern their purport. 

‘Dear cousin,” said the billet, ‘I find my daughter, as I expected, in 
despair at the untimely and premature urgency of Sir Frederick Langley. 
She cannot even comprehend the peril in which we stand, or how much we 
are in his power—Use your influence with him, for Heaven’s sake, to modify 
proposals, to the acceptance of which I cannot, and will not, urge my child 
against all her own feelings, as well as those of delicacy and propriety, and 
oblige your loving cousin, — R. V.” 

In the agitation of the moment, when her swimming eyes and dizzy brain 
could hardly comprehend the sense of what she looked upon, it is not sur- 
prising that Miss Vere should have omitted to remark that this letter seemed 
to rest her scruples rather upon the form and time of the proposed union, 
than on a rooted dislike to the suitor proposed to her. Mr. Vere rang the 
bell, and gave the letter to a servant to be delivered to Mr. Mareschal, and 
rising from his chair, continued to traverse the apartment in silence and in 
great agitation until the answer was returned. He glanced it over, and 
wrung the hand of his daughter as he gave it to her. The tenor was as 
follows : — yo eee 

‘My dear kinsman, I have already urged the knight on the po 
mention, and I find him as fixed as Cheviot. I am truly sorr 
cousin should be pressed to give up any of her maidenly rights 
rick consents, however, to leave the castle with me the instant the 
is performed, and we will raise our followers and begin the fra 
there is great hope the bridegroom may be knocked on the head before he 
and the bride can meet again, so Bell has a fair chance to be Lady Langley 
a trés bon marché. For the rest, I can only say, that if she can make up her 
mind to the alliance at all— it is no time for mere maiden ceremony —m 
pretty cousin must needs consent to marry in haste, or we shall all repent. 
at leisure, or rather have very little leisure to repent; which is all at present 
from him who rests your affectionate kinsman, — R. M. 

**P.S.—Tell Isabella that I would rather cut the knight’s throat after all, 
and end the dilemma that way, than see her constrained to marry him 
against her will.” 

When Isabella had read this letter, it dropped from her hand, and she 
would, at the same time, have fallen from her chair, had she not been sup- 
ported by her father. Z 

“My God, my child will die!” exclaimed Vere, the feelings of nature 
overcoming, even in Ais breast, the sentiments of selfish policy; ‘look up, 
Isabella—look up, my child—come what will, you shall not be the sacrifice 
—I will fall myself with the consciousness I leave you happy — My child 
may weep on my grave, but she shall not — not in this instance—reproach 
my memory.’ He called a servant.— ‘Go, bid Ratcliffe come hither 
‘lirectly.” ’ ; 

During this interval, Miss Vere became deadly pale, clenched her hands, 
pressing the palms strongly together, closed her eyes, and drew. her. lips 
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with strong vompression, as if the severe constraint which she put upon her 
‘ternal feelings extended even to her muscular organization. Then raisin 
her head, and drawing in her breath strongly ere she spoke, she said wit 
firmness, — “‘ Father, I consent to the marriage.” 

‘You shall not—you shall not,—my child—my dear child—you shall not 
embrace certain misery to free me from uncertain danger |” 

So exclaimed Ellieslaw; and, strange and inconsistent beings that we 
are! he expressed the real though momentary feelings of his heart. 

“Father,” repeated Isabella, ‘‘I will consent to this marriage.” 

“No, my child, no—not now at least—we will humble ourselves to obtain 
delay from him; and yet, Isabella, could you overcome a dislike which has 
no real foundation, think, in other respects, what a match !—wealth—rank 
— importance.” 

‘“‘ Father,” reiterated Isabella, ‘‘I have consented.” 

It seemed as if she had lost the power of saying anything else, or even 
of varying the phrase which, with such effort, she had compelled herself to 
utter. 

“Heaven bless thee, my child! — Heaven bless thee! — and it witl bless 
thee with riches, with pleasure, with power.” 

Miss Vere faintly entreated to be left by herself for the rest of the 
evening. , 

* But will you not receive Sir Frederick ?” said her father anxiously. 

‘J will meet him,” she replied, “‘I will meet him — when I must, and 
where I must; but spare me now.” 

‘““Be it so, my dearest; you shall know no restraint that I can save you 
from. Do not think too hardly of Sir Frederick for this, —it is an excess 
of passion.” 

Isabella waved her hand impatiently. 

‘Forgive me, my child —I go — Heaven bless thee. At eleven—if you 
eall me not before — at eleven I come to seek you.” 

When he left Isabella she dropt upon her knees — ‘‘ Heaven aid me to 
support the resolution I have taken—Heaven only can—O, poor Earnscliff! 
who shall comfort him? and with what contempt will he pronounce her 
name, who listened to him to-day and gave herself to another at night! 
But let him despise me — better so than that he should know the truth — 
Let him despise me; if it will but lessen his grief, I should feel comfort in 
the loss of his esteem.” 

She-wept bitterly; attempting in vain, from time to time, to commence 
the prayer for which she had sunk on her knees, but unable to calm her 
spirits sufficiently for the exercise of devotion. As she remained in this 
agony of mind, the door of her apartment was slowly opened. 


a 


Chater the Fifteenth. 


The darksome cave they enter, where they found 
The woful man, low sitting on the ground, 
Musing full sadly in his sullen mind. 

FAERY QUEEN. 


Tne intruder on Miss Vere’s sorrows was Ratcliffe. Ellieslaw had, in the 
agitation of his mind, forgotten to countermand the order he had given to 
vail him thither, so that he opened the door with the words, ‘‘ You sent for 
me, Mr. Vere” Then looking around—“ Miss Vere, alone! on the ground! 
.ad ir tears!” : 
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*‘Leuve me-—leaye me, Mr. Ratcliffe,” said the unhappy young laly. 

“‘T must not leave you,” said Ratcliffe; ‘I have been repeatedly request 
ing admittance to take my leave of you, and have been refused, until your 
father himself sent for me. Blame me not, if Iam bold and intrusive; I 
have a duty to discharge which makes me so.” 

“T cannot listen to you—I cannot speak to you, Mr. Ratcliffe; take my 
best wishes, and for God’s sake leave me.”’ 

“Tell me only,” said Ratcliffe, ‘is it true that this monstrous match is 
to go forward, and this very night? I heard the servants proclaim it as 
I was on the great staircase —J heard the directions given to clear out the 
chapel.” , 

ee me, Mr. Ratcliffe,” replied the luckless bride; ‘‘and from the 
state in which you see me, judge of the cruelty of these questions.” 

“Married! to Sir Frederick Langley! and this night! It must not— 
cannot—shall not be.” 

“It must be, Mr. Ratcliffe, or my father is ruined.” 

‘“‘ Ah! I understand,” answered Ratcliffe; ‘‘and you have sacrificed your- 
self to save him who—But let the virtue of the child atone for the faults of 
the father—it is no time to rake them up. What can be done? Time presses 
—TI know but one remedy —with four-and-twenty hours I might find many 
—Miss Vere, you must implore the protection of the only human being who 
has it in his power to control the course of events which threatens to hurry 
you before it.” 

‘* And what human being,” answered Miss Vere, ‘‘ has such power ?” 

“Start not when I name him,” said Ratcliffe, coming near her, and 
speaking in a low but distinct voice. ‘It is he who is called Elshender the 
Recluse of Mucklestane-Moor.” 

“You are mad, Mr. Ratcliffe, or you mean to insult my misery by an 
ill-timed jest!” 

“Yam as much in my senses, young lady,” answered her adviser, “as 
you are; and I am no idle jester, far less with misery, least of all with 
your misery. J swear to you that this being (who is other far than what 
he seems) actually possesses the means of redeeming you from this hateful 
union.” 

‘And of ensuring my father’s safety ?” 

“Yes! even that,” said Ratcliffe, “if you plead his cause with him—yet 
how to obtain admittance to the Recluse !” 

“ Fear not that,” said Miss Vere, suddenly recollecting the incident of the 
rose ; ‘‘ I remember he desired me to call upon him for aid in my extremity, 
and gave me this flower asa token. Ere it faded away entirely, I would 
need, he said, his assistance: is it possible his words can have been aught 
but the ravings of insanity ?” | 

* Doubt it not—fear it not—but above all,” said Ratcliffe, “let us lose no 
time—aAre you at liberty, and unwatched ?” 

“‘T believe so,” said Isabella; ‘‘ but what would you have me to do ?” 

‘Leave the castle instantly,” said Ratcliffe, ‘and throw yourself at the 
feet of this extraordinary man, who, in circumstances that seem to argue the 
extremity of the most contemptible poverty, possesses yet an almost absolute 
influence over your fate-—Guests and servants are deep in their carouse— 
the leaders sitting in conclave on their treasonable schemes — my horse 
stands ready in the stable —I will saddle one for you, and meet you at the 
_ little garden-gate—O, let no doubt of my prudence or fidelity prevent your 
taking the only step in your power to escape the dreadful fate which must 
attend the wife of Sir Frederick Langley.” 

‘“‘Mr. Ratcliffe,” said Miss Vere, ‘“‘ you have always been esteemed a man 
-f honour and probity, and a drowning wretch will always catch at the 
feeblest twig,—I will trust you—I will follow your advice—I will meet you 
at the garden-gate.” 
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She bolted the outer-door of her apartment as soon as Mr. Ratcliffe left 
her, and descended to the garden by a separate stair of communication 
which opened to her dressing-room. On the way she felt inclined to retract 
she consent she had so hastily given to a plan so hopeless and extravagant. 
But as she passed in her descent a privat: door which entered into the 
chapel from the back stair, she heard tlc voice of the female servants as 
they were employed in the task of cleani::g it. 

“Married! and to sae bad a man — Ewhow, sirs! ony thing rather than 
that.” 

“They are right—they are right,” said Miss Vere, “any thing rather 
than that.” 

She hurried to the garden. Mr. Ratcliffe was true to his appointment — 
the horses stood saddled at the garden-gate, and in a few minutes they were 
advancing rapidly towards the hut of the Solitary. 

While the ground was favourable, the speed of their journey was such 
as to prevent much communication; but when a steep ascent compelled 
them to slacken their pace, a new cause of apprehension occurred to Miss 
Vere’s mind. 7 

“Mr. Ratcliffe,” she said, pulling up her horse’s bridle, ‘let us prosecute 
no farther a journey which nothing but the extreme agitation of my mind 
can vindicate my having undertaken—I am well aware that this man passes 
among the vulgar as being possessed of supernatural powers, and carrying 
on an intercourse with beings of another world ; but I would have you aware 
I am neither to be imposed on by such follies, nor, were I to believe in 
their existence, durst I, with my feelings of religion, apply to this being in 
 mny distress.” 

“‘T should have thought, Miss Vere,” replied Ratcliffe, ‘my character 
and habits of thinking were so well known to you, that you might have 
held me exculpated from crediting in such absurdity.” 

“But in what other mode,” said Isabella, ‘can a being, so miserable 
' himself in appearance, possess the power of assisting me ?” 

“Miss Vere,” said Ratcliffe, after a momentary pause, ‘I am bound by 
a solemn oath of secrecy — You must, without farther explanation, be 
satisfied with my pledged assurance, that he does possess the power, if you 
can inspire him with the will; and that, I doubt not, you will be able 
to do.” 

‘Mr. Ratcliffe,” said Miss Vere, “you may yourself be mistaken; you 
ask an unlimited degree of confidence from me.” 

“Recollect, Miss Vere,” he replied, ‘that when, in your humanity, you 
asked me to interfere with your father in favour of Haswell and his ruined 
family — when you requested me to prevail on him to do a thing most 
abhorrent to his nature—to forgive an injury and remit a penalty —I 
stipulated that you should ask me no questions concerning the sources of 
my influence — You found no reason to distrust me then, do not distrust 
me now.” 

“But the extraordinary mode of life of this man,” said Miss Vere; “his 
seclusion — his figure — the deepness of misanthropy which he is said to 
express in his language — Mr. Ratcliffe, what can I think of him if he 
really possesses the powers you ascribe to him ?” 

“This man, young lady, was bred a Catholic, a sect which affords a 
thousand instances of those who have retired from power and affluence to 
voluntary privations more strict even than his.” 

“‘ But he avows no religious motive,” replied Miss Vere. 

“No,” replied Ratcliffe ; “ disgust with the world has operated his retreat 
from it without assuming the veil of superstition. Thus far I may tell you 
‘— he was born to great wealth, which his parents designed should become 
greater by his union with a kinswoman, whom for that puvpose they bred 
up in their own house. You shat! a= his figure; judge what the young 
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lady must have thought of the lot to which she was destined — Yet, habit 
uated to his appearance, she showed no reluctance, and the friends of —— 
of the person whom I speak of, doubted not that the excess of his attach- 
ment, the various acquisitions of his mind. his many and amiable qualities, 
had overcome the natural horror which his destined bride must have enter. 
tained at an exterior so dreadfully inauspicious.” : 

“ And did they judge truly?” said Isabella. | 

“You shall hear. He, at least, was fully aware of his own deficiency , 
the sense of it haunted him like a phantom. ‘Iam,’ was his own expression 
to me, — I mean to a man whom he trusted, —‘f am, in spite of what you 
would say, a poor miserable outcast, fitter to have been smothered in the 
cradle than to have been brought up to scare the world in which I crawl.’ 
The person whom he addressed in vain endeavoured to impress him with 
the indifference to external form, which is the natural result of philosophy, 
or entreat him to recall the superiority of mental talents to the more at- 
tractive attributes that are merely personal. ‘I hear you,’ he would reply; 
‘but you speak the voice of cold-blooded stoicism, or, at least, of friendly 
partiality. But look at every book which we have read, those excepted of 
that abstract philosophy which feels no responsive voice in our natural 
feelings. Is not personal form, such as at least can be tolerated without 
horror and disgust, always represented as essential to our ideas of a friend, 
far more a lover? Is not such a misshapen monster as I am excluded, by 
the very fiat of Nature, from her fairest enjoyments? What but my wealth 
prevents all— perhaps even Letitia, or you— from shunning me as some- 
thing foreign to your nature, and more odious, by bearing that distorted 
resemblance to humanity which we observe in the animal tribes that are 
more hateful to man because they seem his caricature ?’ ” 

“You repeat the sentiments of a madman,” said Miss Vere. . 

‘“*No,” replied her conductor, ‘‘ unless a morbid and excessive sensibility 
on such a subject can be termed insanity. , Yet I will not deny that this 
governing feeling and apprehension carried the person who entertained it to 
lengths which indicated a deranged imagination. He appeared to think 
that it was necessary for him, by exuberant, and not always well-chosen 
instances of liberality, and even profusion, to unite himself to the human 
race, from which he conceived himself naturally dissevered. The benefits 
which he bestowed, from a disposition naturally philanthropical in an un- 
common degree, were exaggerated by the influence of the goading reflection, 
that more was necessary from him than from others, — lavishing his trea- 
sures as if to bribe mankind to receive him into their class. It is scarcely 
necessary to say, that the bounty which flowed from a source so capricious 
was often abused, and his confidence frequently betrayed. These disap- 
pemnesnts which occur to all, more or less, and most to such as confer 

enefits without just discrimination, his diseased fancy set down to the 
hatred and contempt excited by his personal deformity.—But I fatigue you, 
Miss Vere ?”’ 

‘No, by no means ; I—TI could not prevent my attention from wandering 
an instant; pray proceed.” 

“Tle became at length,” continued Ratcliffe, ‘the most ingenious self 
tormentor of whom I have ever heard: the scoff of the rabble, and the 
sneer of the yet more brutal vulgar of his own rank, was to him agony and 
breaking on the wheel. He regarded the laugh of the common people 
whom he passed on the strect, and the suppressed titter, or yet more offen- 
sive terror, of the young girls to whom he was introduced in company, as 
proofs of the true sense which the world entertained of him, as a prodigy 
unfit to be received among them on the usual terms of society, and as 
vindicating the wisdom of his purpose in withdrawing himself from among 
‘hem. On the faith and sincerity of two persons alone, he seemed to rely 
implicitly — on that of his betrothed bride, and of a friend eminently gifted — 
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in parsenal accomplishments, who seemed, and indeed probably was, 
sincerely attached to him. He ought to have been so at least, for he was 
literally loaded with benefits by him whom you are now about to see. The 

arents of the subject of my story died within a short space of each other 

heir death postponed the marriage, for which the day had been fixed. 
The lady did not seem greatly to mourn this delay, — perhaps that was nor 
to have been expected; but she intimated no change of intention, when, 
after a decent interval, a second day was named for their union. The friend 
of whom I spoke was then a constant resident at the Hall. In an evil hour, 
at the earnest request and entreaty of this friend, they joined a general 
party, where men of different political opinions were mingled, and where 
they drank deep. <A quarrel ensued; the friend of the Recluse drew his 
sword with others, and was thrown down and disarmed by a more powerful 
antagonist. They fell in the struggle-at the feet of the Recluse, who, maimed 
and truncated as his form appears, possesses, nevertheless, great strength, 
as well as violent passions. He caught up a sword, pierced the heart of his 
friend’s antagonist, was tried, and his life, with difficulty, redeemed from 
justice at the expense of a year’s close imprisonment, the punishment of 
manslaughter. The incident affected him most deeply, the more that the 
deceased was a man of excellent character, and had sustained gross insult 
and injury ere he drew his sword. I think, from that moment, I observed 
—I beg pardon — The fits of morbid sensibility which had tormented this 
unfortunate gentleman, were rendered henceforth more acute by remorse, 
which he, of all men, was least capable of having incurred, or of sustaining 
when it became his unhappy lot. His paroxysms of agony could not be ~ 
concealed from the lady to whom he was betrothed; and it must be con- 
fessed they were of an alarming and fearful nature. He comforted himself, 
that, at the expiry of his imprisonment, he could form with his wife and 
friend a society, encircled by which he might dispense with more extensive 
communication with the world. He was deceived ; before that term elapsed, 
his friend and his betrothed bride were man and wife. ‘The effects of a 
shock so dreadful on an ardent temperament, a disposition already soured 
by bitter remorse, and loosened by the indulgence of a gloomy imagination 
from the rest of mankind, I cannot describe to you; it was as if the last 
cable at which the vessel rode had suddenly parted, and left her abandoned 
to all the wild fury of the tempest. He was placed under medical restraint. 
As a temporary measure this might have been justifiable; but his hard- 
hearted friend, who, in consequence of his marriage, was now his nearest 
ally, prolonged his confinement, in order to enjoy the management of his 
immense estates. There was one who owed his all to the sufferer, an hum- 
ble friend, but grateful and faithful. By unceasing exertion, and repeated 
invocation of justice, he at length succeeded in obtaining his patron’s free- 
dom, and reinstatement in the management of his own property, to which 
was soon added that of his intended bride, who, having died without male 
issue, her estates reverted to him, as heir of entail. But freedom, and 
wealth, were unable to restore the equipoise of his mind; to the former his 
grief made him indifferent — the latter only served him as far as it afforded 
him the means of indulging his strange and wayward fancy. He had re- 
nounced the Catholic religion, but perhaps some of its doctrines ¢»ntinued 
to influence a mind, over which remorse and misanthropy now assumed, in 
appearance, an unbounded authority. His life has simce been that alter- 
nately of a pilgrim and a hermit, suffering the most severe privations, not 
indeed in ascetic devotion, but in abhorrence of mankind. Yet no man’s 
words and actions have been at such a wide difference, nor has any hypo- 
critical wretch ever been more ingenious in assigning good motives for his 
vile actions, than this unfortunate in reconciling to his abstract principles 
of misanthropy a conduct which flows from his natural generosity and ku-d 
ness of feeling.” 
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‘Still, Mr. Ratcliffe — still you describe the inconsistencies of a mad 
man.” ; 

‘By no means,” replied Ratcliffe. ‘That the imagination of this ger- 
tleman is disordered, I will not pretend to dispute; I have already told you 
that it has sometimes broken out into paroxysms approaching to real mental 
alienation. But it is of his common state of mind that I speak; it is irre- 
gular, but not deranged; the shades are as gradual as those that divide the 
light of noonday from midnight. The courtier who ruins his fortune for 
the attainment of a title which can do him no good, or power of which he 
zan make no suitable or creditable use, the miser who hoards his useless 
wealth, and the prodigal who squanders it, are all marked with a certain 
shade of insanity. To criminals who are guilty of enormities, when the 
temptation, to a sober mind, bears no proportion to the horror of the act, 
or the probability of detection and punishment, the same observation 
applies; and every violent passion, as well as anger, may be termed a short 
madness.” 

“This may be all good philosophy, Mr. Ratcliffe,’ answered Miss Vere ; 
‘hut excuse me, it by no means emboldens me to visit, at this late hour, a 
person whose extravagance of imagination you yourself can only palliate.” 

‘“‘ Rather, then,” said Ratcliffe, “‘receive my solemn assurances, that you 
do not incur the slightest danger. But what I have been hitherto afraid 
to mention for fear of alarming you, is, that now when we are within sight 
of his retreat, for I can discover it through the twilight, I must go no 
farther with you; you must proceed alone.” 

‘* Alone ?—I dare not.” 

‘You must,” continued Ratcliffe: ‘I will remain here and wait for 

ou.” 

“You will not, then, stir from this place,” said Miss Vere; ‘yet the dis- 
tance is so great, you could not hear me were I to ery for assistance.” 

“Fear nothing,” said her guide; ‘‘or observe, at least, the utmost cau- 
tion in stifling every expression of timidity. Remember that his predomi- 
nant and most harassing apprehension arises from a consciousness of the 
hideousness of his appearance. Your path lies straight beside yon half- 
fallen willow; keep the left side of it; the marsh lies on the right. Fare- 
well for a time. Remember the evil you are threatened with, and let it 
overcome at once your fears and scruples.” 

“Mr. Ratcliffe,” said Isabella, ‘farewell; if you have deceived one so 
unfortunate as myself, you have for ever forfeited the fair character for 
probity and honour to which I have trusted.” 

‘“On my life—on my soul,” continued Ratcliffe, raising his voice as the 
distance between them increased, ‘‘ you are safe—perfectly safe.” 


PPL P PPI ARALONS 


Chapter the Sixteenth. 


-—— 'Twas time and griefs 
That framed him thus: Time, with his fairer hand, 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him. — Bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. 


OLD PLAY. 


JHE sounds of Ratcliffe’s voice had died on Isabella’s ear; but as she 
frequently looked back, it was some encouragement to her to discern his 
orm now darkening in the gloom. Ere, however, she went mach farther, 
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she lost the object in the increasing shade. The last glimmer of the 
twilight placed her before the hut of the Solitary. She twice extended 
her hand to the door, and twice she withdrew it; and when she did at 
length make the effort, the knock did not equal in violence the throb of her 
own bosom. Her next effort was louder; her third was reiterated, for the 
fear of not obtaining the protection from which Ratcliffe promised so much, 
began to overpower the terrors of his presence from whom she was to 
request it. At length, as she still received no answer, she repeatedly called 
upon the Dwarf by his assumed name, and requested him to answer and 
open to her. | 

‘‘What miserable being is reduced,” said the appalling voice of the 
Solitary, ‘“‘to seek refuge here? Go hence; when the heath-fowl need 
shelter, they seek it not in the nest of the night-raven.” 

“‘T come to you, father,” said Isabella, “in my hour of adversity, even as 


you yourself commanded, when you promised your heart and your door .- 


should be open to my distress; but I fear a 

“Ha!” said the Solitary, ‘then thou art Isabella Vere? Give mea token 
that thou art she.” 

“YT have brought you back the rose which you gave me; it has not had 
time to fade ere the hard fate you foretold is come upon me!” 

“And if thou hast thus redeemed thy pledge,” said the Dwarf, “I will 
not forfeit mine. The heart and the door that are shut against every other 
earthly being, shall be open to thee and to thy sorrows.” 

She heard him move in his hut, and presently afterwards strike a light. 
One by one, bolt and bar were then withdrawn, the heart of Isabella 
throbbing higher as these obstacles to their meeting were successively 
removed. The door opened, and the Solitary stood before her, his uncouth 
form and features illuminated by the iron lamp which he held in his 
hand. 

“Enter, daughter of affliction,” he said,—‘“‘ enter the house of misery.” 

She entered, and observed, with a precaution which increased her trepi- 
dation, that the Recluse’s first act, after setting the lamp upon the table, 
was to replace the numerous bolts which secured the door of his hut. She 
shrunk as she heard the noise which accompanied this ominous operation, 
yet remembered Ratcliffe’s caution, and endeavoured to suppress all appear- 
ance of apprehension. The light of the lamp was weak and uncertain; 
but the Solitary, without taking immediate notice of Isabella, otherwise 
than by motioning her to sit down on a small settle beside the fire-place, 
made haste to kindle some dry furze, which presently cast a blaze through 
the cottage. Wooden shelves, which bore a few books, some bundles of 
dried herbs, and one or two wooden cups and platters, were on one side of 
the fire; on the other were placed some ordinary tools of field-labour, 
mingled with those used by mechanics. Where the bed should have been, 
there was a wooden frame, strewed with withered moss and rushes, the 
couch of the ascetic. The whole space of the cottage did not exceed ten 
‘eet by six within the walls; and its only furniture, besides what we have 
mentioned, was a table and two stools formed of rough deals. 

Within these narrow precincts Isabella now found herself enclosed with 
a being, whose history had nothing to reassure her, and the fearful con- 
formation of whose hideous countenance inspired an almost superstitious 
terror. He occupied the seat opposite to her, and dropping his huge and 
shagey eye-brows over his piercing black eyes, gazed at her in silence, as 
‘f agitated by a variety of contending feelings. On the other side sate 
Isabella, pale as death, her long hair uncurled by the evening damps, and 
falling over her shouiders and breast, as the wet streamers droop from the 
mast when the storm has passed away, and left the vessel stranded on the 
beach. The Dwarf first broke the silence with the sudden, abupt and 
blarming question, —“ Woman, what evil fate has brought they hither 2” 
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“My father’s danger, and your own command,” she replied fsintly, be 
firmly. 

¥ era you hope for aid from me?” 

“Tf you can bestow it,’’ she replied, still in the same tone of mild sub- 
mission. 

‘‘ And how should I possess that power?” continued the Dwarf, with a 
bitter sneer; “Is mine the form of a redresser of wrongs? Is this the 
eastle in which one powerful enough to be sued to by a fair supplant is 
likely to hold his residence? I but mocked thee, girl, when I said I would 
fealieve thee.” 

“Then must I depart, and face my fate as I best may !” 

““No!” said the Dwarf, rising and interposing between her and the door 
and motioning to her sternly to resume her seat—‘‘ No! you leave me not 
in this way; we must have farther conference. Why should one being 
desire aid of another? Why should not each be sufficient to itself? look 
round you—I, the most despised and most decrepit on Nature’s common, 
have required sympathy and help from no one. These stones are of my 
own piling; these utensils I framed with my own hands; and with this’—— 
and he laid his hand with a fierce smile on the long dageer which he always 
wore beneath his garment, and unsheathed it so far that the blade glim- 
mered clear in the fire-light—‘‘ With this,” he pursued, as he thrust the 
weapon back into the scabbard, ‘I can, if necessary, defend the vital spark 
enclosed in this poor trunk, against the fairest and strongest that shall 
threaten me with injury.” 

It was with difficulty Isabella refrained from screaming out aloud; but 
she did refrain. 

“This,” continued the Recluse, “is the life of nature, solitary, self-suf- 
ficing, and independent. The wolf calls not the wolf to aid him in forming 
his den; and the vulture invites not another to assist her in striking down 
her ‘prey.” 

“And when they are unable to procure themselves support,” said Isa- 
bella, judiciously thinking he would be most accessible to argument couched 
in his own metaphorical style, ‘‘ what then is to befall them ?” 

‘‘Let them starve, die, and be forgotten: it is the common lot of hu- 
manity.” 

‘It is the lot of the wild tribes of nature,” said Isabella, “ but chiefly of 
those who are destined to support themselves by rapine, which brooks no 
partner; but it is not the law of nature in general; even the lower orders 
have confederacies for mutual defence. But mankind —the race would 
perish did they cease to aid each other.— From the time that the mother 
binds the child’s head, till the moment that some kind assistant wipes the 
- death-damp from the brow of the dying, we cannot exist without mutual 
help. All, therefore, that need aid, have right to dsk it of their fellow-— 
mortals; no one who has the power of eranting can refuse it without 
guilt.” 

‘‘ And in this simple hope, poor maiden,” said the Solitary, “thou hast 
wome into the desert, to seek one whose wish it were that the league thou 
hast spoken of were broken for ever, and that, in very truth, the whole race 
should perish 7 ? Wert thou not frightened ?” 

“Misery,” said Isabella, firmly, “is superior to fear.’ 

“Tfast thou not heard it said in thy mortal world ‘kad I have ledirued’ 
myself to other powers, deformed to the eye and malevolent to the human 

“ace as myself? Hast thou not heard this ?—And dost thou seek my cell 
ut midnight?” qui 

“The ‘being I worship supports me against such idle fears,” said Isa- 
bella; but the i increasing agitation of her ‘bosom belied the ufected courage 
which her words expressed. 

“To! ho!’ said the Dwarf, “ thou vauntest thyself a philosopher 7 Yet 


THE BLACK DWARF. 347 


shouldst thou not have thought of the danger of intrusting thyself, young 
and beautiful, in the power of one so spited against humanity, as to place 
his chief pleasure in defacing, destroying, and degrading her fairest works ?” 

Isabella, much alarmed, continued to answer with firmness, ‘*‘ Whatever 
injuries you may have sustained in the w orld, yeu are incapable of reveng: 
ing them on one who never wronged you, nor, wilfully, any other.’ 

“Ay, but maiden,” he continued, his dark eyes flashing with an ex- 
pression of malignity which communicated itself’ to his wild and distorted 
features, ‘“‘revenge is the hungry wolf, which asks only to tear flesh and 
lap blood. ‘Think you the lamb’s plea of innocence would be listened. to 
by him ?” 

‘“*Man!” said Isabella, rising, and expressing herself with much dignity, 
“J fear not the horrible ideas with which you would impress me. I cast 
them from me with disdain. Be you mortal or fiend, you would not offer 


injury to one who sought you as a suppliant in her ‘utmost need. You oe 


would not -— you durst not. 

“Thou say’st truly, maiden,” rejoined the Solitary; ‘‘I dare not—I would 
not. Begone to thy dwelling. Fear nothing with which they threaten thee, 
Thou hast asked my protection—thou shalt find it effectual.” 

‘“‘ But, father, this very night I have consented to wed the man that I 
abhor, or I must put the seal to my father’s ruin.” 

“This night—at what hour ?” 

“ Kre midnight.” 

“And twilight,” said the Dwarf, “has already passed away. But fear 
nothing, there is ample time to protect thee.” 

“And my father?” continued Isabella in a supplant tone. 

“Thy father,” replied the Dwarf, “has been, and is, my most bitter 
enemy. But fear not; thy virtue shall save him. And now, begone: 
were [ to keep thee longer by me, I might again fall into the stupid dreams 
concerning human worth from which I have been so fearfully awakened. 
But fear nothing—at the very foot of the altar I will redeem thee. Adieu, 
time presses, and I must act!” 

He led her to the door of the hut, which he opened for her departure. 
She remounted her horse, which had been feeding in the outer enclosure, 
and pressed him forward by the light of the moon, which was now rising, 
to the spot where she had left Ratcliffe. 

‘Have you succeeded ?”’ was his first eager question. 

_“T have obtained promises from him to w whom you sent me; but how can 
he possibly accomplish them ?” 

“Thank God!” said Rateliffe; ‘doubt not his power to fulfil his promise.” 

At this moment a shrill whistle was heard to resound along the heath. — 

‘“ Hark!” said Ratcliffe, ‘‘he calls me— Miss Vere, return home, and 
leave unbolted the postern-door of the garden; to that which opens on the 
back-stairs I have a private key.” 

A second whistle was heard, yet more shrill and prolonged than the 
first. 

“IT come, I come,” said Ratcliffe; and setting spurs to his horse, rode 
over the heath in the direction of the Recluse’s hut. Miss Vere returned 
to the eastle, the mettle of the animal on which she rode, and her own 
auxiety of mind, combining to accelerate her journey. 

She obeyed Ratclitfe’s directions, though without well apprehending their 
. purpose, and leaving her horse at large in a paddock near the garden, 
‘hurried to her own apartment, which she reached without observation. 
She now unbolted her door, and rang her bell for lights. Her father ap 
peared along with the ser vant who answered her summons. 

. “He had been twice,” he said, ‘listening at her door during the twe 
~ hours that had elapsed since he left her, and, not hearing her speak, had 
Gecome apprehensive that she was taken ill.’ 
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‘“And now, my dear father,” she said, ‘ permit me to claim the promise 

aaa so kindly gave; let the last moments of freedom which I am to enjoy 

e mine without interruption ; ; and protract to the last moment the respits 
which is allowed me.’ 

‘“‘} will,” said her father ; ‘‘nor shall you be again interrupted. But this 
disordered dress—this dishevelled hair—do not let me find you thus when 
1 call on you again; the sacrifice, to be beneficial, must be voluntary.” 

‘*Must it be so?” she replied; ‘then fear not, my father! the victim 
shall be adorned.” 


Chapter the Srarnteenth. 


This looks not like a nuptial. 
Mvucu Apo anour NoTtHING. 


THE chapel in the castle of Ellieslaw, destined to be the scene of this ill- 
omened union, was a building of much older date than the castle itself, 
though that claimed considerable antiquity. Before the wars between 
Kngland and Scotland had become so common and of such long duration, 
that the buildings along both sides of the Border were chiefly dedicated to 

warlike purposes, there had been a small settlement of monks at Ellieslaw, 
a dependency, it is believed by antiquaries, on the rich Abbey of Jedburgh. 
Their possessions had long passed away under the changes introduced by 
war and mutual ravage. A feudal castle had arisen on the ruin of their 
cells, and their chapel \ was included in its precincts. 

The edifice, in its round arches and massive pillars, the simplicity of 
which referred their date to what has been called the Saxon architecture, 
presented at all times a dark and sombre appearance, and had been fre- 
quently used as the cemetery of the family of the feudal lords, as well as 
formerly of the monastic brethren. But it looked doubly gloomy by the 
effect of the few and smoky torches which were used to enlighten it on the 
present occasion, and which, spreading a glare of yellow light i in their im- 
mediate vicinity, were surrounded beyond by a red and purple halo reflected 
from their own smoke, and beyond that again by a zone of darkness which 
magnified the extent of the chapel, while it rendered it impossible for the 
eye to ascertain its limits. Some injudicious ornaments, adopted in haste 
for the occasion, rather added to the dreariness of the scene. Old fragments 
of tapestry, torn from the walls of other apartments, had been hastily and 
partially disposed around those of the chapel, and mingled inconsistently 
with scutcheons and funeral emblems of the dead, which they elsewhere 
exhibited. On each side of the stone altar was a monument, the appear- 
ance of which formed an equally strange contrast. On the one was the 
figure, in stone, of some grim hermit, or monk, who had died in the odour 
of sanctity ; he was represented as recumbent, in his cowl and scapulaire, 
with his face turned upward as in the act of devotion, and his hands folded, 
from which his string of beads was dependent. On the other side was a 
tomb, in the Italian taste, composed of the most beautiful statuary marble, 
and accounted a model of modern art. It was erected to the memory of 
Isabella’s mother, the late Mrs. Vere of Kllieslaw, who was represented as 
in a dying posture, while a weeping cherub, with eyes averted, seemed in 
the act of extinguishing a dying lamp as emblematic of her speedy dissu- 
lution. It was, indeed, a& masterpiece of art, but misplaced im the rude 
vault to which it had been cousigned. Many were surprised, und even 
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scan fa’ized, that Ellieslaw, not remarkable for attention to his lady while 
alive, should erect after her death such a costly mausoleum in affected 
sorro« ;. others cleared him from the imputation of hypocrisy, and averred 
that tne monument had been constructed under the direction and at the sole 
expense of Mr. Ratcliffe. 

efore these monuments the wedding guests were assembled. They were 
few in number; for many had left the castle to prepare for the ensuing 
pee explosion, and Ellieslaw was, in the circumstances of the case, far 
rom being desirous to extend invitations farther than to those near relations 
whose presence the custom of the country rendered indispensable. Next 
to the altar stood Sir Frederick Langley, dark, moody, and thoughtful, even 
beyond his wont, and near him, Mareschal, who was to play the part of 
bridesman, as it was called. The thoughtless humour of this young gentle- 
man, on which he never deigned to place the least restraint, added to the 
cloud which overhung the brow of the bridegroom. 


“The bride is not yet come out of her chamber,” he whispered to Sir- 


Frederick ; “I trust that we must not have recourse to the violent expe- 
dients of the Romans which I read of at College. It would be hard upon 
my pretty cousin to be run away with twice in two days, though I know 
none better worth such a violent compliment.” 

Sir Frederick attempted to turn a deaf ear to this discourse, hamming a 
tune, and looking another way, but Mareschal proceeded in the same wild 
- manner. 

“This delay is hard upon Dr. Hobbler, who was disturbed to accelerate 
preparations for this joyful event when he had successfully extracted the 
cork of his third bottle. I hope you will keep him free of the censure of 
his superiors, for I take it this is beyond canonical hours. — But here come 
Ellieslaw and my pretty cousin—prettier than ever, I think, were it not she 
seems so faint and so deadly pale — Hark ye, Sir Knight, if she says not 
YES with right good-will, it shall be no wedding, for all that has come and 
gone yet.” 

x o wedding, sir?” returned Sir Frederick, in a loud whisper, the tone 

_ of which indicated that his angry feelings were suppressed with difficulty. 
““No—no marriage,” replied Mareschal, ‘there’s my hand and glove 

on’t.” a 

Sir Frederick Langley took his hand, and as he wruns it hard, said ma 
lower whisper, ‘‘ Mareschal, you shall answer this,” aid then flung his hand 
from him. 

“That I will readily do,” said Mareschal, ‘for never word escaped my 
lips that my hand was not ready to guarantee. — So, speak up, my pretty 
cousin, and tell me if it be your free will and unbiassed resolution to accept 
of this gallant knight, for your lord and husband; for if you have the tenth 
part of a scruple upon the subject, fall back, fall edge, he shall not have 

you.” 

“Are you mad, Mr. Mareschal?” said Ellieslaw, who, having been this 
young man’s guardian during his minority, often employed a tone of au- 
thority to him. ‘Do you suppose I would drag my daughter to the foot of 
the altar, were it not her own choice ?” 

“Tut, Ellieslaw,” retorted the young gentleman, “never tell me of the 
contrary; her eyes are full of tears, and her cheeks are whiter than her 
white dress. I must insist, in the name of common humanity, that tho 
ceremony be adjourned till to-morrow.” 

“She shall tell you, herself, thou incorrigible intermeddler in what con- 
cerns thee not, that it is her wish the ceremony should go on— Is it not, 

Isabella, my dear?” : 

“Tt is,” said Isabella, half fainting — ‘since there is no help either in 
God or man.” 

The first word alone was distinetly audible. Mareschal shrugged up his 

2k 
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shoulders and stepped back. LEllieslaw led, or rather supportea, hia 
daughter to the altar. Sir Frederick moved forward and placed himsel? by 
her side. The clergyman opened his prayer-book, and looked to Mr. Vera 
for the signal to commence the service. 

“Proceed,” said the latter. 

But a voice, as if issuing from the tomb of his deceased wife, called, ix 
such loud and harsh accents as awakened every echo in the vaulted chapel, 
“‘ Forbear !” 

All were mute and motionless, till a distant rustle, and the clash of swords, 
or something resembling it, was heard from the remote apartments. It 
ceased almost instantly. 

‘What new device is this?” said Sir Frederick, fiercely, eyeing Ellieslaw 
and Mareschal with a glance of malignant suspicion. 

“It can be but the frolic of some intemperate guest,” said Ellieslaw, 
though greatly confounded ; ‘we must make large allowances for the excess 
of this evening’s festivity. Proceed with the service.” 

Before the clergyman could obey, the same prohibition which they had 
before heard, was repeated from the same spot. The female attendants 
screamed, and fied from the chapel; the gentlemen laid their hands on their 
swords. Ere the first moment of surprise had passed by, the Dwarf stepped 
from behind the monument, and placed himself full in front of Mr. Vere. 
The effect of so strange and hideous an apparition in such a place and in 
such circumstances, appalled all present, but seemed to annihilate the Laird 
of Ellieslaw, who, dropping his daughter’s arm, staggered against the near- 
est pillar, and, clasping it with his hands as if for support, laid his brow 
against the column. 

‘Who is this fellow?” said Sir Frederick; ‘‘and what does he mean by 
this intrusion ?” 

‘“‘It is one who comes to tell you,” said the Dwarf, with the peculiar acri- 
mony which usually marked his manner, ‘that, in marrying that young lady, 
you wed neither the heiress of Ellicslaw, nor of Mauley-Hall, nor of Pol- 
verton, nor of one furrow of land, unless she marries with my consent; and to 
thee that consent shall never be given. Down — down on thy knees, and 
thank Heaven that thou art prevented from wedding qualities with which 
thou hast no concern—portionless truth, virtue, and innocence. And thou, 
base ingrate,” he continued, addressing himself to Ellieslaw, ‘‘ what is thy 
wretched subterfuge now? Thou, who wouldst sell thy daughter to relieve 

thee from danger, as in famine thou wouldst have slain and devoured her 
to preserve thy own vile life! Ay, hide thy face with thy hands; well 
mayst thou blush to look on him whose body thou didst consign to chains, 
his hand to guilt, and his soul to misery. Saved once more by the virtue 
of her who calls you father, go hence, and may the pardon and benefits I 
confer on thee prove literal coals of fire, till thy brain 1s seared and scorched 
like mine!” 

Kllieslaw left the chapel with a gesture of mute despair. 

“Follow him, Hubert Ratcliffe,” said the Dwarf, ‘‘and inform him of his 
destiny. He will rejoice — for to breathe air and to handle gold is to him 
Sappiness.”’ 

“T understand nothing of all this,” said Sir Frederick Langley; “ but 
we are here a body of gentlemen in arms and authority for King James; 
and whether you really. sir, be that Sir Edward Mauley, whe has been so 
long supposed dead in confinement, or whether you be an impostor assum- 
ing “his name and title, we will use the freedom of detaining you, till your 
appearance here, at this moment, is better accounted for; we will have no 
Spies amony us Seize on him, my friends.” 

But the domestics shrunk back in doubt and alarm. Sir Frederick him- 
self stepped forward towards the Recluse, as if to lay hands on his person, 
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when his progress was suddenly stopped by the glittering point of a partisan, 
which the sturdy hand of Hobbie Klliot presented against his bosom. 

“Vl gar day-light shine through ye, if you offer to steer him!” said the 
stout Borderer; “stand back, or I’ll'strike ye through! N»achody shall lay 
a finger on Elshie ; he’s a canny neighbourly man, aye ready to make a 
friend help; and, though ye may think him a lamer, yet, grippie for 
grippie, friend, [’11 wad a wether he’ll make the bluid spin frae under your 
nals. He’s a teugh carle, Elshie! he grips like a smith’s vice.’ 

‘What has br ought you here, Elliot ?”? said Mareschal; ‘ who called on 
yeu for interference ?” 

‘““'Troth, Mareschal-Wells,’’ answered Hobbie, ‘‘ I am just come here, wi’ 
twenty or thretty mair 0’ us, in my ain name and the King’s — or Queen’s, 
ea’ they her? and Canny Elshie’s into the bargain, to keep the peace, and 
pay back some ill usage Ellieslaw has gien me. A bonny breakfast the 
oons gae me the ither morning, and him at the bottom on’t; and trow ye I 
wasna ready to supper him up? (Ye needna lay your hands on your swords, 
gentlemen, the house is ours wi’ little din; for the doors were open, and 
there had been ower muckle punch amang your folk; we took their swords 
and pistols as easily as ye wad shiel peacods.” 

Mareschal rushed out, and immediately re-entered the chapel. 

“By Heaven! it is true, Sir Frederick; the house is filled with armed 
men, and our drunken beasts are all disarmed. Draw, and let us fight our 
way.” : 

“ Binna rash — binna rash,” exclaimed Hobbie; ‘‘hear me a bit. We 
mean ye nae harm; but, as ye are in arms for King James, as ye ca’ him, 
and the prelates, we thought it right to keep up the auld neighbour war, 
and stand up for the other ane and the Kirk; but we’ll no hurt a hair o” 
your heads, if ye like to gang hame quietly. And it will be your best way, 
for there’s sure news come frae Loudoun, that him they ca’ Bang, or Byng, 
or what is’t, has bang’d the French ships and the new king aff the coast 
howeyer ; sac ye had best bide content wi’ auld Nanse for want of a better 
Queen.” 

Ratcliffe, who at this moment entered, confirmed these accounts so uh- 
favourable to the Jacobite interest. Sir Frederick, almost instantly, and 
without taking leave of any one, left the castle, with such of his attendants 
as were able to follow him. 

“And what will you do, Mr. Mareschal ?” said Ratcliffe. 

“Why, faith,” answered he, smiling, “I hardly know; my spirit is too 
great, and my fortune too small, for me to follow the example of the doughty 
bridegroom. It is not in my nature, and it is hardly worth my while.” 

‘Well, then, disperse your men, and remain quiet, and this will be over- 
leoked, as there has been no overt act.” 

“Tout, ay,’ said Elliot, “just let byganes be byganes, and a’ friends 
again ; deil ane I bear malice at but Westbur nflat, and I hae gien him baith 
a het skin and a cauld ane. I sia changed three blows of the broad- 
sword wi’ him before he lap the window into the castle- moat, and swattered 
through it like a wild-duck. Ie’s a clever fallow, indeed! maun kilt awe 
wi’ ae » bonny lass in the morning, and another at night, less wadna serve 
him! but if he disna kilt himself out 0’ the country, Ise kilt him wi’ a tow, 
for the Castleton mecting’s clean blawn ower; his friends will no counte- 

nance him.” 

During the general confusion, Isabella had thrown herself at the feet of 
her kinsman, Sir Edward Mauley, for so we must now call the Solitery, to 
express at once her gratitude, and to beseech forgiveness for her father. 
The eyes of all began to be fixed on them, as soon as their own agitation 
and the bustle of the attendants had somewhat abated. Mias Vere kneeled 
beside the tomb of her mother, to whose statue her features exnibited a 
marked resemblance. She held the hand of the Dwarf, which she kissed 
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repeatedly and bathed with tears. He stood fixed and motionless, excepe 
ing that his eyes glanced alternately on the marble figure and the living 
suppliant. At length, the large drops which gathered on his eye-lashes 
compelled him to draw his hand across them. 

“JT thought,” he said, “ that tears and I had done; but we shed them at 
eur birth, and their spring dries not until we are in our graves. But no 
melting of the heart shall dissolve my resolution. I part here, at once, and 
for ever, with all of which the memory,” (looking to the tomb,) ‘for the 
pr esence,” (he pressed Isabella’s hand,) ‘‘is dear to me. Speak not to me! 
attempt not to thwart my deter mination ! it will avail nothing ; you will hear 
of and see this lump of deformity no more. To you I shall be dead ere I am 
actually in my grave, and you will think of me as of a friend disencumbered 
from the toils and crimes of existence.” 

He kissed Isabella on the forehead, impressed another kiss on the brow 
of the statue by which she knelt, and left the chapel followed by Ratcliffe. 
Isabella, almost exhausted by the emotions of the day, was carried to her 
apartment by her women. Most of the other guests dispersed, after having 
separately endeavoured to impress on all who would listen to them their 
disapprobation of the plots formed against the government, or their regret 
for having engaged in them. Hobbie Elliot assumed the command of the 
castle for the night, and mounted a regular guard. He boasted not a little 
of the alacrity with which his friends and he had obeyed a hasty summons 
received from Elshie through the faithful Ratcliffe. And it was a lucky 
chance, he said, that on that, very day they had got notice that Westburnflat 
did not intend to keep his tryste at Castleton, but to hold them at defiance ; 
so that a considerable party had assembled at the Heugh-foot, with the 
intention of paying a visit to the robber’s tower on the ensuing morning, 
and their course was easily directed to Ellieslaw Castle. 


Chapter the Cighternth. 


Last scene of all, 
To close this strange eventful history. 
As You LIKE It. 


On the next morning, Mr. Ratcliffe presented Miss Vere with a luster 
from her father, of which the following is the tenor :— 


“My DEAREST CHILD, 

‘““'The malice of a persecuting government will compel me, for my own 
safety, to retreat abroad, and to remain for some time in foreign parts. 1 
do not ask you to accompany, or follow me; you will attend to my interest 
and your own more effectually by remaining | where you are. It is unneces- 
sary to enter into a minute detail concerning the causes of the strange 
events which yesterday took place. I think I have reason to complain of 
the usage I have received from Sir Edward Mauley, who is your nearest 
kinsman by the mother’s side; but as he has declared you his heir, and is 
to put you in immediate possession of a large part of his fortune, I account 
it ufull atonement. I am aware he has never forgiven the preference which 
your mother gave to my addresses, instead of complying with the terms of 
a sort of family compact, which absurdly and tyranhically destined her to” 
wed her deformed relative. The shock was even sufficient to unsettle his 
wits, (which, indeed, were never over-well arranged,) and I had, as the 
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husband >f hig nearest kinswoman and heir, the delicate task of taking care 
af his person and property, until he was reinstated in the management of 
the latter by those who, no doubt, thought they were doing him justice; 
although if some parts of his subsequent conduct be examined, it will appear 
that he ought, for his own sake, to have been left under the influence of a 
mild and salutary restraint. 

“In one particular, however, he showed a sense of the ties of blood, as 
well as of his own frailty; for while he sequestered himself closely from 
the world, under various names and disguises, and insisted on spreading a 
report of his own death, (in which to gratify him I willingly acquiesced, ) 
he left at my disposal the rents of a great proportion of his estates, and 
especially all those, which, having belonged to your mother, reverted to 
him as a male fief. In this he may have thought that he was acting 
with extreme generosity, while, in the opinion of all impartial men, he will 
only be considered as having fulfilled a natural obligation, seeing that, i». 
justice, if not in strict law, you must be considered as the heir of your 
mother, and I as your legal administrator. Instead, therefore, of consider- 
ing myself as loaded with obligations to Sir Edward on this account, I think 
I had reason-to complain that these remittances were only doled out to me 
at the pleasure of Mr. Ratcliffe, who, moreover, exacted from me mortgages 
over my paternal estate of Ellieslaw for any sums which I required as an 
extra advance; and thus may be said to have insinuated himself into the 
absolute management and control of my property. Or, if all this seeming 
friendship was employed by Sir Edward for the purpose of obtaining a com- 
plete command of my affairs, and acquiring the power of ruining me at his 
pleasure, I feel myself, 1 must repeat, still less bound by the alleged obli- 

ation. | 

wer About the autumn of last year, as I understand, either his own crazed 
imagination, or the accomplishment of some such scheme as I have hinted, 
brought him down to this country. His alleged motive, it seems, was a 
desire of seeing a monument which he had directed to be raised in the 
chapel over the tomb of your mother. Mr. Ratcliffe, who at this time had 
done me the honour to make my house his own, had the complaisance to 
introduce him secretly into the chapel. The consequence, as he informs 
me, was a frenzy of several hours, during which he fled into the neighbour- 
ing moors, in one of the wildest spots of which he chose, when he was some- 
what recovered, to fix his mansion, and set up for a sort of country empiric, 
a character which, even in his best days, he was fond of assuming. It is 
remarkable, that, instead of informing me of these circumstances, that I 
might have had the relative of my late wife taken such care of as his calam- 
itous condition required, Mr. Ratcliffe seems to have had such culpable 
indulgence for his irregular plans as to promise and even swear secrecy 
concerning them. Ie visited Sir Edward often, and assisted in the fantas- 
tic task he had taken upon him of constructing a hermitage. Nothing they 
appear to have dreaded more than a discovery of their intercourse. 

“The ground was open in every direction around, and a small subter- 
ranean cave, probably sepulchral, which their researches had detected near 
the great granite pillar, served to conceal Ratcliffe, when any one ap- 
proached his master. I think you will be of opinion, my love, that this 
secrecy must have had some strong motive. It is also remarkable, that 
while I thought my unhappy friend was residing among the Monks of La 
Trappe, he should have been actually living, for many months, in this 
bizarre disguise, within five miles of my house, and obtaining regular infor- 
mation of my most private movements, either by Ratcliffe, or through West- 
burnflat or others, whom he had the means to bribe to any extent. He 
makes it a crime against me that I endeavoured to establish your marriage 
with Sir Frederick. I acted for the best; but if Sir Edward Mauley thought 
»therwise, why did. he not step manfully forward, express his owr purpose 
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of becoming a party to the settlements, and take that interest which he is 
entitled to claim in you as heir to his great property ? 

“Even now, though your rash and eccentric relation is somewhat tardy 
in announcing his purpose, I am far from opposing my authority against 
his wishes, although the person he desires you to regard as your future 
husband be young Karnscliff, the very last whom I should have thought 
likely to be acceptable to him, considering a certain fatal event. Bu* I 
give my free and hearty consent, providing the settlements are drawn in 
such an irrevocable form as may secure my child from suffering by that 
state of dependence, and that sudden and causeless revocation of allow- 
ances, of which I have so much reason to complain. Of Sir Frederick 
Langley, I augur, you will hear no more. He is not likely to claim the 
hand vf a dowerless maiden. -I therefore commit you, my dear Isabella, to 
the wisdom of Providence and to your own prudence, begging you to lose 
qo time in securing those advantages, which the fickleness of your kinsman 
has withdrawn from me to shower upon you. 

“Mr. Ratcliffe mentioned Sir Edward’s intention to settle a considerable 
sum upon me yearly, for my maintenance in foreign parts; but this my 
heart is too proud to accept from him. I told him I had a dear child, who, 
while in affluence herself, would never suffer me to be in poverty. IJ thought 
it right to intimate this to him pretty roundly, that whatever increase “be 
settled upon you, it may be calculated so as to cover this necessary and 
natural encumbrance. I shall willingly settle upon you the castle and 
manor of Ellieslaw, to show my parental affection and disinterested zeal 
for promoting your settlement in life. The annual interest of debts charged 
on the estate somewhat exceeds the income, even after a reasonable rent 
has been put upon the mansion and mains. But as all the debts are in 
the person of Mr. Ratcliffe, as your kinsman’s trustee, he will not be a 
troublesome creditor. And here I must make you aware, that though I 
have to complain of Mr. Ratcliffe’s conduct to me personally, I, neverthe- 
less, believe him a just and upright man, with whom you may safely con- 
sult on your affairs, not to mention that to cherish his good opinion will be 
the pest way to retain that of your kinsman. Remember me to Marchie— 
I hope he will not be troubled on account of late matters. I will write 
more fully from the Continent. Meanwhile, I rest your loving father, 

“RicuarD VERE.” 


The above letter throws the. only additional light which we have been 
able to procure upon the earlier part of our story. It was Hobbie’s opinion, 
and may be that of most of our readers, that the Recluse of Mucklestane-Moor 
had but a kind of gloaming, or twilight understanding; and that he had 
neither very clear views as to what he himself wanted, nor was apt to pur- 
sue his ends by the clearest and most direct means; so that to seek the clew 
of his conduct, was likened, by Hobbie, to looking for a straight path 
through a common, over which are a hundred devious tracks, but not one 
distinct line of road. : 

When Isabella had perused the letter, her first inquiry was after her 
father. He had left the castle, she was informed, early in the morning, 
after a long interview with Mr. Ratcliffe, and was already far on his way 
vo the next port, where he might expect to find shipping for the Continent. 

““Where was Sir Edward Mauley ?” 

No one had seen the Dwarf since the eventful scene of the preceding 
eveuing. 

“ .dd, if ony thing has befa’en puir Elshie,” said Hobbie Elliot, ‘I wad 
rather I were harried ower again.”’ 

Hie immediately rode to his dwelling, and the remaining she-goat came 
bieating uw meet him, for her milking-time was long past. The Solitary 
was nowhere to be seen; his door, contrary to wont, was open, his fire 
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extinguished, and the whole hut was left in the state which it exhibited on 
Isabella’s visit to him. It was pretty clear that the means of conveyance 
which had brought the Dwarf to Elheslaw on the preceding evening, had 
removed him from it to some other place of abode. Hobbie returned dis 
consolate to the castle. 

“T am doubting we hae lost Canny Elshie for gude an’ a’. 

“You have indeed, ” said Ratcliffe, producing a paper, which he put into 
Hobbie’s hands ; “but read that, and you will perceive you have been no 
loser by having known him.” 

It was a short deed of gift, by which ‘Sir Edward Mauley, otherwise 
called Elshender the Recluse, endowed Halbert or Hobbie Elliot, and Grace 
Armstrong, in full property, with a considerable sum borrowed by Elliot 
from him.” 

Hobbie’s joy was a with feelings which —— tears down his 
rough cheeks. 

“Tis a queer thing,” he said; ‘‘ but I canna joy in the gear, unless J hated 
the puir body was happy that eave it me.’ 

“ Next to enjoying happiness ourselves,” said Ratcliffe, “is the conscious- 
ness of having bestowed it on others. Had all my master’s benefits been 
conferred like the present, what a different return would they have produced ! 
But the indiscriminate profusion that would glut avarice, or supply prodi- 
gality, neither does good, nor is rewarded by gratitude. It is sowing the 
wind to reap the whirlwind.” 

“And that wad be a light har’st,” said Hobbie; “but, wi’ my young 
leddie’s leave, I wad fain take down Elshie’s skeps 0’ bees, and set them 
in Grace’s bit flower yard at the Heugh-foot —they shall ne’er be smeekit 
by ony o’ huz. And the puir goat, she would be negleckit about a great 
toun like this; and she could feed bonnily on our lily lea by the burn 
side, and the hounds wad ken her in a day’s time, and never fash her, and 
Grace wad milk her ilka morning wi’ her ain hand, for Elshie’s sake; for 
though he was thrawn and cankered in his converse, he likeit dumb creatures 
-weel.”’ 

Hobbie’s requests were readily granted, not without some wonder at 
the natural delicacy of feeling which pointed out to him this mode of dis- 
playing his gratitude. He was delighted when Ratcliffe informed him that 
his benefactor should not remain ignorant of the care which he took of his 
favourite. 

‘* And mind be sure and tell him that grannie and the titties, and, abune 
a’, Grace and mysell, are weel and thriving, and that it’s a’ his doing—that 
eanna but please him, ane wad think.” 

And Ellot and the family at Heugh-foot were, and continued to be, as 
fortunate and happy as his undaunted honesty, tenderness, and gallantry, 
so well merited. 

All bar between the marriage of Earnscliff and Isabella was now removed, 
and the settlements which Ratcliffe produced on the part of Sir Edward 
Mauley, might have satisfied the cupidity of Ellieslaw himself. But Miss 
Vere and Ratcliffe thought it unnecessary to mention to Harnscliff that one 
great motive of Sir Edward, in thus loading the young pair with benefits, 
was to expiate his having, many years before, shed the blood of his father 
ina hasty brawl. If it be t true, as Ratcliffe asserted, that the Dwarf’s extreme 
misanthropy seemed to relax somewhat, under the consciousness of having 
diffused happiness among so many, the recollection of this circumstance 
might probably be one of his chief motives for refusing obstinately ever to 
witness their state of contentment. 

Mareschal hunted, shot, and drank claret—tired of the country, went 
abroad, served three campaigns, came home, and married Lucy Hdei ton. 

Years fled over the heads of Earnscliff and his wife, and found ani. left 
them contented and happy. The scheming ambition of Sir Frederick 
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Langley engaged him in the unfortunate insurrection of 1715. He was 
made prisoner at Preston, in Lancashire, with the Earl of Derwentwater, 
and others. His defence, and the dying. speech which he made at his 
execution, may be found in the State Trials. Mr. Vere, supplied by his 
daughter with an ample income, continued to reside abroad, engaged 
deeply in the affair of Law’s bank during the regency of the Duke of 
Orleans, and was at one time supposed to be immensely rich. But, on the 
bursting of that famous bubble, he was so much chagrined at being again 
reduced to a moderate annuity, (although he saw thousands of his compa- 
nions in misfortune absolutely starving,) that vexation of mind brought on 
a paralytic stroke, of which he died, after lingering under its effects a few 
weeks. 

Willie of Westburnflat fled from the wrath of Hobbie Elliot, as his betters 
did from the pursuit of the law. His patriotism urged him to serve his 
country abroad, while his reluctance to leave his native soil pressed him 
rather to remain in the beloved island, and collect purses, watches, and 
rings on the highroads at home. Fortunately for him, the first impulse 
prevailed, and he joined the army under Marlborough; obtained a com- 
mission, to which he was recommended by his services in collecting cattle 
for the commissariat; returned home after many years, with some money, 
(how come by Heaven only knows,)—demolished the peel-house at West- 
burnflat, and built, in its stead, a high narrow onstead, of three stories, with 
a chimney at each end—drank brandy with the neighbours, whom, in his 
younger days, he had plundered—died in his bed, and is recorded upon his 
tombstone at Kirkwhistle, (still extant,) as having played all the parts of a 
brave soldier, a discreet neighbour, and a sincere Christian. 

Mr. Ratcliffe resided usually with the family at Ellieslaw, but regularly 
every spring and autumn he absented himself for about a month. On the 
direction and purpose of his periodical journey he remained steadily silent ; 
but it was well understood that he was then in attendance on his unfortu- 
nate patron. At tength, on his return from one of these visits, his grave 
countenance and deep mourning dress, announced to the Ellieslaw family 
that their benefactor was no more. Sir Edward’s death made no addition 
to their fortune, for he had divested himself of his property during his life- 
time, and chiefly in their favour. Ratcliffe, his sole confidant, died at a 
good old age, but without ever naming the place to which his master haa 
finally retired, or the manner of his death, or the place of his burial. It 
was supposed that on all these particulars his patron had enjoined him 
strict secrecy. : 

The sudden disappearance of Elshie from his extraordinary hermitage 
corroborated the reports which the common people had spread concerning 
him. Many believed that, having ventured to enter a consecrated building, 
contrary to his paction with the Evil One, he had been bodily carried off 
while on his return to his cottage; but most are of opinion that he only 
disappeared for a season, and continues to be seen from time to time among 
the hills. And retaining, according to custom, a more vivid recollection 
of his wild and desperate language, than of the benevolent tendency of most 
of his actions, he is usually identified with the malignant demon called 
the Man of the Moors, whose feats were quoted by Mrs. Elliot to her grand- 
sons; and, accordingly, is generally represented as bewitching the sheep, 
causing the ewes to keb, that is, to cast their lambs, or seen loosening the 
impending wreath of snow to precipitate its weight on such as take shelter, 
during the storm, beneath the bank of a torrent, or under the shelter of 
a deep glen. In short, the evils most dreaded and deprecated by the 
inhabitants of that pastoral country are inscribed to the agency of the 
Brack Dwarr. 


END OF THE BLACK DWARF. 
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Hear, Land o’Cakes and brither Scota, 
Frac Maidenkirk to Johnny Groats’, 
If there’s a hole in a’ your coats, 
I rede ye tent it; 
A chiel’s amang you takin’ notes, 
An’ faith he’ll prent it! — Burne. 


Old Maurtolity. 


(857) 


Ahora dren, dixo tl Cura; traedme, senor huésped, aquesos libros, que tos quiero ver 
Que me place, respondié el; y entrando en su aposento, sacé dél una malletiila vieja 
cerrada con una cadenilia, y abriéndola, hallé en ella tres libros grandes y unos papele 
de muy buena letra escritos de mano.—Don Quixote, Parte I. Capitulo 32. 


It is mighty well, said the priest; pray, landlord, bring me those books, for I have 
a mind to see them. With all my heart, answered the host; and going to his cham- 
ber, he brought out a little old eloke-bag, with a padlock and chain to it, and opening 
it, he took out three large volumes, and some manuscript papers written in a fine 
character.—JARvVIs’s Translation. 


, 858) 


oa MORTALITY ¥, 


(359) 


INTRODUCTION TO OLD MORTALITY. 3038 


after all, he did not feel himself at ease with his company; he might suspect 
the questions asked by a north-country minister and a young barrister t 
savour more of idle curiosity than profit. At any rate, in the phrase of 
John Bunyan, Old Mortality went on his way, and I saw him no more. 

The remarkable figure and occupation of this ancient pilgrim was re 
called to my memory by an account transmitted by my friend Mr. Joseph 
Train, supervisor of excise at Dumfries, to whom I owe many obligations 
of a similar nature. From this, besides some other circumstances, among 
which are those of the old man’s death, I learned the particulars described. 
in the text. Jam also informed, that the old palmer’s family, in the third 
generation, survives, and is highly respected both for talents and worth. 

While these sheets were passing through the press, I received the folloy 
ing communication from Mr. Train, whose undeviating kindness had, dur 
the intervals of laborious duty, collected its materials from an indubite ~. — 
source : — : 

‘“‘In the course of my periodical visits to the Glenkens, I have become in- 
timately acquainted with Robert Paterson, a son of O14 Mortality, who lives 
in the little village of Blamaclellan; and although he is now in the 70th 
year of his age, preserves all the vivacity of youth — has a most retentive” 
memory, and a mind stored with information far above what could be ex- 
pected from a person in his station of life. To him I am indebted for the 
following particulars relative to his father, and his descendants down to the 

resent time. 

‘‘ Robert Paterson, alias Old Mortality, was the son of Walter Paterson 
and Margaret Scott, who occupied the farm of Haggisha, in the parish of 
Hawick, during nearly the first half of the eighteenth century. Here Robert 
was born, in the memorable year 1715. 

“Being the youngest son of a numerous family, he, at an early age, went 
to serve with an elder brother, named Francis, who rented, from Sir John. 
Jardine of Applegarth, a small tract in Comcockle Moor, near Lochmaben. 
During his residence there, he became acquainted with Elizabeth Gray, 
daughter of Robert Gray, gardener to Sir John Jardine, whom he after- 
wards married. His wife had been, for a considerable time, a cook-maid fo — 
Sir Thomas Kirkpatrick of Closeburn, who procured for her husband, from 
the Duke of Queensberry, an advantageous lease of the freestone quarry — 
of Gatelowbrigg, in the parish of Morton. Here he built a house, and had 
as much land as kept a horse and cow. My informant cannot say, with 
certainty, the year in which his father took up his residence at Gatelow- 
brigg, but he is sure it must have been only a short time prior to the year 
1746, as, during the memorable frost in 1740, he says his mother still resided 
in the service of Sir Thomas Kirkpatrick. When the Lighlanders were 
returning from England on their route to Glasgow, in the year I745-6, they 
plundered Mr. Paterson’s house at Gatelowbrigg, and carried him a prisoner 
as far as Glenbuck, merely because he said to one of the straggling army, 
that their retreat might have been easily foreseen, as the strong arm of the 
Lord was evidently raised, not only against the bloody and wicked house 


“of Stuart, but against all who attemptedto-supportthe abominable heresies 


of the Church of Rome. From this circumstance it appears that Old Mor- 
tality had, even at that early period of his life, imbibed the religious enthu- 
siasm by which he afterwards became so much distinguished. 

_ The religious sect called Hill-men, or Cameronians, was at that time 
much noted for austerity and devotion, in imitation of Cameron, their 
founder, of whose tenets Old Mortality became a most strenous supporter. 
lie male frequent journeys into Galloway to attend their conventicles, and 
vecasicnally carried with him gravestones from his quarry at Gatelowbrigg, 
to keep in remembrance the righteous whose dust had been gathered tc 
vheir fathers, Old Mortality was not one of those religious devotees, who, — 
although one eye is seemingly turned towards heaven, keep the other stead- — 
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fastly fixed on some sublunary object. As his enthusiasm increased, his 


journeys into Galloway became more frequent; and he ¢ gradually neglected 
even the common prudential_duty_of roviding for hi From 


about the year 1758, he neglected wholly to return from Galloway to his 
wife and five children at Gatelowbrigg, which induced her to send her eldest 
son, Walter, then only twelve years of age, to Galloway, in search of his 
father. After traversing nearly the whole of that extensive district, from 
the nick of Benncorie to the Fell of Barullion, he found him at last work- 
ing on the Cameronian monuments, in the old kirkyard of Kirkchrist, on 
tue west side of the Dee, opposite the town of Kirkcudbright. The little 
wanderer used all the influence in his power to induce his father tc 
sturn to his family; but in vain. Mrs. Paterson sent even some of her 
ale children into Galloway in search of their father, for the same pur- 
2-ef-persuading him to return home; but without any success. At last, 
in the summer of 1768, she removed to the little upland village of Balma- 
slellan, in the Glenkens ‘of Galloway, where, upon the small pittance derived 
from keeping a little school, she supported her numerous family in a re- 
spectable manner. 

‘‘ There is a small monumental stone in the farm of the Caldon, near the 
House of the Hill, in Wigtonshire, which is highly venerated as being the 
first erected, by Old Mortality, to the memory of several persons who fell 
at that place in defence of their religious tenets in the civil war, in the reign 
of Charles Second.* 

“From the Caldon, the labours of Old Mortality, in the course of time, 
spread over nearly all the Lowlands of Scotland. There are few church- 
yards in Ayrshire, Galloway, or Dumfries-shire, where the work of his 
chisel is not yet to be seen. It is easily distinguished from the work of any 
other artist by the primitive rudeness of the emblems of death, and of the 
inscriptions which adorn the ill-formed blocks of his erection. This task 
of repairing and erecting gravestones, practised without fee or reward, was 
the only ostensible employment of this singular person for upwards of forty 
years. "The door of every Cameronian’s house was indeed open to him at 
all times when he chose to enter, and he was gladly received as an inmate 
of the family; but he did not invariably accept of these civilities, as may 
be seen by the following account of his frugal expenses, found amongst 
other little papers (some of which I have likewise in my possession), in his 
pocket-book after his death: — 


“ Gatehouse of Fleet, 4th February, 1796, 
Rosert PATERSON debtor to MARGARET CHRYSTALE. 


To drye Lodginge for seven weeks, . . .... . £2 4 
To Four Auchilet MAM Blealia to Vote, 03 4 
To 6 Lippies of Potatoes, . .°. ... ang aoe . 0.13 
To Lent Money at the time of Mr. Reidii srament, 0 6 0 
To 3 Chappins of Yell with Sante, the Keelman,t 090 9 
ie" £015 5 
received in part, 010 0 
Unpaid. 23. Ge. ~ £0'°°5:.5 


“‘This statement shows the rcligious wanderer to have been very poor in 
his old age; but he was so more “by choice than through necessity, as, at 
the period here alluded to, his children were all comfortably situated, and 
were most anxious to keep their father at home. But no entreaty could 
induce him to alter his erratic way of life; he travelled from one church- 
yard to another, mounted on his old white pony, till the last day of his 
existence, and died, as you have described, at Bankhill, near Lockerby, on 
the 14th February, 1801, in the 86th year of his age. As soon as his body 

was found, intimation was sent to his sons at Balmaclellan; but from tha 


* The house was stormed by a Captain Orchard or Urquhart, who was shot in the attack. 


+ ©A weli-known humourist, still alive, popularly called by the name of Old Ke elybags, whe deals sa saa 
kee! or chalk with which farmers mark their flocks.” 
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great depth of the snow at that time, the letter communicating che par 
ticulars of his death was so long detained by the way, that the remains 
of the pilgrim were interred before any of his relations could arrive at 
Bankhill. 

“ The following is an exact copy of the account of his funeral expenses,- 
the original of which I have in my possession :— 


“ Memorandum of the Funral Charges of Robert Paterson, who dyed at Bankhil 
on the 14th day of February, 1801. 


PEG Bo CONOR ss 61S ayes ais eee A ere. cee £f 12 )o 
Nee OD see a a ce we ee es 0 8 
me acsnee for mim, so ek es Oe es 056 
20 ;a-vair of Cotten Stockings, . « «, # «7+ , 2.5% 0 2 0 
wo tend a the wouiral, ¢ 5° 2s 4 ee ee 02 6 
Po Chie ar diihe -os ce Pe ee 0320 
Or pin ume, on oe ee ee, ge 0 Os pas 
M72 Milt WhisKis, © ee ae a 0 0 dis 
eo. idan poine to Annany - ial 60. hoe 6. os es Oo 2 0 
PO Ce Brave aioe, ee A ete ee OT YD 
To Linnen for a sheet to him,. . ...... 0 2 8 
£2 110 
Taken off him when dead, . .. 17 6 
£014 4 


“The above account is authenticated by the son of the deceased. 

‘“‘ My friend was prevented by indisposition from even going to Bankhill 
to attend the funeral of his father, which I regret very much, as he is not 
aware in what churchyard he was interred. 

‘For the purpose of erecting a small monument to his memory, I have 

made every possible inquiry wherever I thought there was the least chance 
of finding out where Old Mortality was laid; but I have done so in vain, 
as his death is not registered in the session-book of any of the neighbour- 
ing parishes. I am sorry to think, that in all probability this singular per- 
son, who spent so many years of his lengthened existence in striving with | 
his chisel and mallet to perpetuate the memory of many less deserving than 
himself, must remain even without a single stone to mark out the resting 
place of his mortal remains. 
_ “Qld Mortality had three sons, Robert, Walter, and John; the former, 
as has been already mentioned, lives in the village of Balmaclellan, in com- 
fortable circumstances, and is much respected by his neighbours. Walter 
died several years ago, leaving behind him a family now respectably situated 
in this point. John went to America in the year 1776, and after various 
turns of fortune, settled at Baltimore.” . 

Old Nol himself is said to have loved an innocent jest. (See Captain 
Hodgson’s Memoirs.) Old Mortality somewhat resembled the Protector in 
this turn to festivity. 1: Master Silence, he had been merry twice and 
once in his time; but even!’ ~ ‘3 were of a melancholy and sepulchral 
nature, and sometimes attended w«.°° inconvenience to himself, as wild 
appear from the following anecdote :— Bie 

The old man was at one time following his wonted occupation of repair- 
ing the tombs of the martyrs, in the churchyard of Girthon, and the sexton 
of the parish was plying his kindred task at no small distance. Some 
roguish urchins were sporting near them, and by their noisy gambols dis- 
turbing the old men in their serious occupation. The most petulant of the 
juvenile party wére two or three boys, grandchildren of a person well known 
by the name of Cooper Climent. This artist enjoyed almost a monopoly 
in Girthon and the neighbouring parishes, for making and selling ladles, 
youps, bickers, bowls, spoons, cogues, and trenchers, formed of wood, for 
the use of the country people. It must be noticed, that, notwithstanding 
the excellence of the Cooper’s vessels, they were apt, when new, to impart 
a reddish tinge to whatever liquor was put into them, a circumstance no$ 
gncecmmon in like cases. 
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The grandchildren of this dealer in wooden work took it into their head 
to ask the sexton, what use he could possibly make of the numerous frag 
ments of old coffins which were thrown up in opening new graves. ‘ Do 
you not know,” said Old Mortality, “that he sells them to your grandfather, 
who makes them into spoons, trenchers, bickers, bowies, and so forth?” 
At this assertion, the youthful group broke up in great confusion and dis- 
gust, on reflecting how many meals they had eaten out of dishes which, by 
Old Mortality’s account, were only fit to be used at a banquet of witches or 
of ghoules. They carried the tidings home, when many a dinner was 
spoiled by the loathing which the intelligence imparted ; for the account of 
the maceria!s was supposed to explain the reddish tinge, which, even in the 
days of the Cooper’s fame, had seemed somewhat suspicious. The ware of 
Cooper Climent was rejected in horror, much to the benefit of his rivals the 

-.. muggers, who dealt in earthenware. The man of cutty-spoon and ladle 
saw his trade interrupted, and learned the reason, by his quondam cus- 
tomers coming upon him in wrath to return the goods which were com- 
posed of such unhallowed materials, and demand repayment of their 
money. In this disagreeable predicament, the forlorn artist cited Old Mor- 
tality into a court of justice, where he proved that the wood he used in his 
trade was that of the staves of old wine-pipes bought from smugglers, with 
whom the country then abounded —a circumstance which fully accounted 
for their imparting a colour to their contents. Old Mortality himself made 
the fullest declaration that he had no other purpose in making the asser- 
tion, than to check the petulance of the children. But it is easier to take 
away a good name than to restore it. Cooper Climent’s business continued 
to languish, and he died in a state of poverty. 
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Ghaxter the first. 


- PRELIMINARY. 


Why seeks he with unwearied toil 
Through death’s dim walks to urge his way, 
Reclaim his long-asserted spoil, 
And lead oblivion into day ? 
LANGHORNE. 


* Most readers,” says the Manuscript of Mr. Pattieson, “ must have wit 
‘messed with delight the joyous burst which attends the dismissing of a 
village-school on a fine summer evening. The buoyant spirit of childhood, 
repressed with so much difficulty during the tedious hours of discipline, 
may then be seen to explode, as it were, in shout and song, and frolic, as 
the little urchins join in groups on their play-ground, and arrange their 
matches of spert for the evening. But there is one individual who partakes 
of the relief afforded by the moment of dismission, whose feelings are not 
so obvious to the eye of the spectator, or so apt to receive his sympathy. I 
mean the teacher himself, who, stunned with the hum, and suffocated with 
the closeness of his school-room, has spent the whole day {himself against 
a host) in controlling petulance, exciting indifference to action, striving to 
enlighten stupidity, and labouring to soften obstinacy; and whose very 
powers of intellect have been confounded by hearing the same dull lesson 
repeated a hundred times by rote, and only varied by the various blanders 
of the reciters. Even the flowers of classic genius, with which his solitary 
fancy is most gratified, have been rendered degraded, in his imagination, 
by their connexion with tears, with errors, and with punishment; so that 
the Kclognes of Virgil and Odes of Horace are each inseparably allied in 
association with the sullen figure and monotonous recitation of some blub- 
bering school-boy. If to these mental distresses are added a delicate frame 
of body, and a mind ambitious of some higher distinction than that of being 
the tyrant of childhood, the reader may have some slight conception of the 
relief which the solitary walk, in the cool of a fine summer evening, affords 
to the head which has ached, and the nerves which have been shaitered, for 
so many hours, in plying the irksome task of public instruction. 

‘To me these evening strolls have been the happiest hours of an unhappy 
life; and if any gentle reader shall hereafter find pleasure in perusing these 
lucubrations, I ant not unwilling he should know that the plan of them has 
been usually traced in those moments when relief from toil and clamour, 
combined with the quiet scenery around me, has disposed my mind to the 
task of composition. 

“My chief haunt, in these hours of golden leisure, is the banks of the 
small stream, which, winding thr ugh a ‘lone vale of green bracken,’ passes 
in ficnt of the village school-house of Gandercleuch. For the first quarter 
of a mile, perhaps, I may be disturbed from my sce ale er} to 
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return the scrape, or doffed bonnet, of such stragglers among my pupils as 
fish for trouts or minnows in the little brook, or seek rushes and wild flowers 
by its margin. But, beyond the space I have mentioned, the juvenile an- 
glers do not, after sunset, voluntarily extend their excursions. The cause is, 
that farther up the narrow valley, and in a recess which seems scooped out 
of the side of the steep heathy bank, there is a deserted burial ground, 
which the little cowards are fearful of approaching in the twilight. To me, 
however, the place has an inexpressible charm. It has been leng the favours © 
ite termination of my walks, and, if my kind patron forgets not his promise, 
will (and probably at no very distant day) be my final resting-place after 
my mortal pilgrimage.* 
“Tt is a spot which possesses all the solemnity of feeling attached to a 
burial-ground, without exciting those of a more unpleasing description. 
_Haying been very little used for many years, the few hillocks which rise 
‘above the levei plain are covered with the same short velvet turf. Tha 
monuments, of which tiere are not above seven or eight, are half sunk in 
the ground, and overgrown with moss. No newly-erected tomb disturbs 
the sober serenity of our reflections by reminding us of recent calamity, 
and no rank-springing grass forces upon our imagination the recollection, 
that it owes its dark luxuriance to the foul and festering remnants of mor- 
tality which ferment beneath. The daisy which sprinkles the sod, and the 
harebell which hangs over it, derive their pure nourishment from the dew 
of heaven, and their growth impresses us with no degrading or disgusting 
recollections. Death has indeed been here, and its traces are before us; 
but they are softened and deprived of their horror by our distance from the 
period when they have been first impressed. Those who sleep beneath are 


- only connected with us by the reflection, that they have once been what we 


now are, and that, as their relics are now identified with their mother earth, 
ours shall, at some future period, undergo the same transformation. 

‘** Yet, although the moss has been collected on the most modern of these 
humble tombs during four generations of mankind, the memory of some of 
those who sleep beneath them is still held in reverent remembrance. It is 
true, that, upon the largest, and to an antiquary, the most interesting mon- 

-ument of the group, which bears the effigies of a doughty knight in his 
hood of mail, with his shield hanging on his breast, the armorial bearings 
are defaced by time, and a few worn-out letters may be read, at the pleasure 
of the decipherer, Dns. Johan—de Hamel,—or Johan—de Lamel— And it 
is also true, that of another tomb, richly sculptured with an ornamented 
cross, mitre, and pastoral staff, tradition can only aver that a certain name- 
less bishop lies interred there. But upon other two stones which lie beside, 
may still be read in rude prose, and ruder rhyme, the history of those who — 
sleep beneath them. ‘They belong, we are assured by the epitaph, to the 
class of persecuted Presbyterians who afforded a melancholy subject for 
history in the times of Charles II. and his successor.; In returning from 
the battle of Pentland Hills, a party of the insurgents had been attacked 
in this glen by a small detachment of the King’s troops, and three or four 
either killed in the skirmish, or shot after being made prisoners, as rebels 
taken with arms in their hands. The peasantry continued to attach to the 
tombs of those victims of prelacy an honour which they do not render to 
more splendid mausoleums; and, when they point them out to their sons, 
and narrate the fate of the sufferers, usually conclude, by exhorting them 
to be ready, should times call for it, to resist to the death in the cause of — 
zivil and religious liberty, like their brave forefathers. 


* Note, by Mr Jedediah Cleishbotham.—That. 1 kept my plight in this melancholy matter with my deceased 
and lamented friend, appeareth from a handsome headstone, erected. at my proper charges n this spot, bear- 
yng the name and calling of Peter Pattieson, with the date of his nativity and sepulture; together also with 
a testimony of his merits, attested by myself as his superior and patron.—J. C. ‘ i 2 8 

+ James Seventh King of Scotland of that name, and Second according to the enumeration of the Kings 
of England.—J © 
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“‘ Although I am far from venerating the peculiar tenets asserted by those 
wno call themselves the followers of those men, and whose intolerance and 
narrow-minded bigotry are at least as conspicuous as their devotional zeal, 
yet it is without depreciating the memory of those sufferers, many of whom 
united the independent sentiments of a Hampden with the suffering zeal 
of a Hooper or Latimer. On the other hand, it would be unjust to forget, 
that many even of those who had been most active in crushing what they 
conceived the rebellious and seditious spirit of those unhappy wanderers, 
displayed themselves, when called upon to suffer for their political and reli- 
gious opinions, the same daring and devoted zeal, tinctured, in their case, 
with chivalrous loyalty, as in the former with republican enthusiasm. It 
has often been remarked of the Scottish character, that the stubbornness 
with which it is moulded shows most to advantage in adversity, when it 
seems akin to the native sycamore of their hills, which scorns te-be-pr 
in its mode of growth even by the influence of the prevailing wind, but, 
shooting its branches with equal boldness in every direction, shows no 
weather-side to the storm, and may be broken, but can never be bended. 
It must be understood that I speak of my countrymen as they fall under 
my own observation. When in foreign countries, I have been informed 
that they are more docile. But it is time to return from this digression. 

“One summer evening, as, in a stroll such as I have described, I ap- 

roached this deserted mansion of the dead, I was somewhat surprised to 
ae sounds distinct from those which usually soothe its solitude — the 
gentle chiding, namely, of the brook, and the sighing of the wind in the 
boughs of three gigantic ash-trees, which mark the cemetery. The clink 
of a hammer was on this occasion distinctly heard; and I entertained some 
alarm that a march-dike, long meditated by the two proprietors whose 
estates were divided by my favourite brook, was about to be drawn up the 
glen, in order to substitute its rectilinear deformity for the graceful winding 
of the natural boundary.* As I approached, I was agreeably undeceived. 
An old man was seated upon the monument of the slaughtered presbyterians, 
and busily employed in deepening with his chisel the letters of the inscrip- 
tion, which, announcing, in scriptural language, the promised blessings of 
futurity to be the lot of the slain, anathematized the murderers with eor- 
responding violence. A blue bonnet of unusual dimensions covered the 
grey hairs of the pious workman. His dress was a large old-fashioned coat 
of the coarse cloth called hoddin-grey, usually worn by the elder peasants, 
with waistcoat and breeches of the same; and the whole suit, though still 
in decent repair, had obviously seen a train of long service. Strong clouted 
shoes, studded with hobnails, and gramoches or leggins, made of thick black 
cloth, completed his equipment. Beside him, fed among the graves a pony, 
the companion of his journey, whose extreme whiteness, as well as its 
projecting bones and hollow eyes, indicated its antiquity. It was harnessed 
in the most simple manner, with a pair of branks, a hair tether, or halter, 
and a sunk, or cushion of straw, instead of bridle and saddle. A canvas 
pouch hung around the neck of the animal,—for the purpose, probably, of 
containing the rider’s tools, and anything else he might have oceasion to 
earry with him. Although I had never seen the old man before, yet from 
the singularity of his employment, and the style of his equipage, f had no 
difficulty in recognising a religious itinerant, whom I had often heard talked 
of, and who was known in various parts of Scotland by the title. of Old 
Mortality. 


* ] deem it fitting that the reader should be apprised that this limitary boundary between the conterminous 
heritable property of his honour the Laird of Gandercleuch, and hi kaaoor the Laird of Gusedub, was t> 
save been in fashion an agger, or rather murus of uncemented granite, called by the vulgar a dry-stane dyke, 
urmounted, or coped. cespite viridi, i. e.. with a sod-turf. Truly their honours fell into discord concernmg 
two roods of marshy ground, near the cove. called the Bedral’s Beild; and the controversy, raving sone 
years bygone been removed from besore the judges of the land (with whom it abode long). even unto the 
great city of London and the Assembly of the Nobles therein, is, as | may say, adhuc in pendente. — J. C. 
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“Wher” this man was born, or what was his real name, I have never 
been able to learn, not are the motives which made him desert his home, 
and adopt the erratic mode of, life which he. pursued, known to me, except 
very generally. According to the belief of most people, he was a native 
of either the county of Dumfries or Galloway, and lineally descended from 
some of those champions of the Covenant, whose deeds and sufferings were 
his favourite theme. He is said to have held, at one period of his life, a 
small moorland farm; but, whether from pecuniary losses, or domesti¢ 
misfortune, he had long renounced that and every other gainful calling. 
In the language of Scripture, he left his house, his home, and his kindred, 
and wandered about until the day of his death, a period of nearly thirty 
ears. 
ae During this long pilgrimage, the pious enthusiast regulated his circuit 
as annually to visit the graves of the unfortunate Covenanters who 
suffered by the sword, or by the executioner, during the reigns of the two 
last monarchs of the Stuart line. These are most numerous in the western 
districts of Ayr, Galloway, and Dumfries; but they are also to be found in 
other parts of Scotland, wherever the fugitives had fought, or fallen, or 
suffered by military or civil execution. \ Their tombs are often apart from 
all human habitation, in the remote moors and wilds to which the wanderers 
had fled for concealment. But wherever they existed, Old Mortality was 
sure to visit them when his annual round brought them within his reach. 
In the most lonely recesses of the mountains, the moor-fowl shooter has 
_ been often surprised to find him busied in cleaning the moss from the grey 
stones, renewing with his chisel the half-defaced inscriptions, and repairing 


the emblems of death with which these simple monuments are usually 


adorned, ‘iotives of the most sincere, though fanciful devotion, induced 
the old man to dedicate so many years of existence to perform this tribute 
to the memory of the deceased warriors of the church. He considered him- 
self as fulfilling a sacred duty, while renewing to the eyes of posterity the 
decaying emblems of the zeal and sufferings of their forefathers, and thereby — 
trimming, as it were, the beacon-light which was to warn future generations 
to defend their religion even unto blood. 

“In all his wanderings, the old pilgrim never seemed to need, or was 
known to accept, pecuniary assistance. It is true, his wants were very few ; 
for wherever he went, he found ready quarters in the house of some Came- 
ronian of his own sect, or of some other religious person. The hospitality 
which was reverentially paid to him he always acknowledged, by repairing 
the gravestones (if there existed any) belonging to the family or ancestors 
of his host. As the wanderer was usually to be seen bent on this pious 
task within the precincts of some country churchyard, or reclined on the 
solitary tombstone among the heath, disturbing the plover and the black- 
cock with the clink of his chisel and mallet, with his old white pony grazing 
by his side, he acquired, from his converse among the dead, the popular — 
appellation of Old Mortality. ; 

“The character of such a man could have in it little connexion even 
with innocent gaiety. Yet, among those of his own religious persuasion, 
he is reported to have been cheerful. The descendants of persecutors, or 
those whom he supposed guilty of entertaining similar tenets, and the 
scoffers at religion by whom he was sometimes assailed, he usually termed 
the generation of vipers. Conversing with others, he was grave and sen- 
tentious, not without a cast of severity. But he is said never to have been 
observed to give way to violent pasSion, excepting upon one occasion, when 
a mischievous truant-boy defaced with a stone the nose of a cheruh’s face, 
which the old man was engaged in re-touching. Iam in general a sparer 
of the rod, notwithstanding the maxim of Solomon, for which school-boys 
have little reason to thank his memory; but on this occasion I deemed it 
proper to show that I did not hate the child.— But I must return to tke 
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arcumstantes attending my first interview with this interesting enthu 
slast. 

“Tn accosting Old Mortality, I did not fail to pay respect to his years and 

his principles, beginning my address by a respectful apology for interrupt 

ing his labours. The old man intermitted the operation of the chisel, took 

off his spectacles and wiped them, then replacing them on his nose, acknow- 
ledged my courtesy by a suitable return. Encouraged by his affability, I 
intruded upon him some question’ concerning the sufferers on whose monu- 
ment he was now employed. To talk of the exploits of the Covenanters, was 

the delight, as to repair their monuments was the business of his life. He 

was profuse in the communication of all the minute information which he 

had collected concerning them, their wars, and their wanderings. One 
would almost have supposed he must have been their contemporary, and 
have actually beheld the passages which he related, so much had-he ident —— 
fied his feelings and opinions with theirs, and so much had his narratives 
the circumstantiality of an eye-witness. : 

“We, he said, in a tone of exultation, —‘we are the only true whigs. 
Carnal men have assumed that triumphant appellation, following him whose 
kingdom is of this world. Which of them would sit six hours on a wet 
hill-side to hear a gedly sermon? I trowan hour o’t wad stawthem. They 
are ne’er a hair better than them that shame na to take upon themsells the 
persecuting name of blude-thirsty tories.’ Selfseekers all of them, strivers 
after wealth, power, and worldly ambition, and furgetters alike of what has 
been dree’d and done by the mighty men who stood in the gap in the great _ 
day of wrath. Nae wonder they dread the accomplishment of what was . 
spoken by the mouth of the worthy Mr. Peden (that precious servant of the 
Lord, none of whose words fell to the ground), that the French monzies* 
sall rise as fast in the glens of Ayr, and the kenns of Galloway, as ever the — 
Highlandmen did in 1677. And now they are gripping to the bow and 
to the spear, when they suld be mourning for a sinfu’ land and a broken 
covenant.’ | 

*“ Soothing the old man by letting his peculiar opinions pass without con- 
tradiction, and anxious to prolong conversation with so singular a character, 

I prevailed upon him to accept that hospitality, which Mr. Cleishbotham is 
always willing to extend to those who need it. In our way to the school- 
master’s house, we called at the Wallace Inn, where I was pretty certain I 
should find my patron about that hour of the evening. After a courteous 
interchange of civilities, Old Mortality was, with difficulty, prevailed upon | 
to join his host in a single glass of liquor, and that on condition that he 
should be permitted to name the pledge, which he prefaced with 4 grace of 
about five minutes, and then, with bonnet doffed, and eyes uplifted, drank 
to the memory of those heroes of the Kirk who had first uplifted her banner 
upon the mountains. As no persuasion could prevail on him to extend his 
conviviality to a second cup, my patron accompanied him home, and accom- 
modated him in the Prophet’s Chamber, as it is his pleasure to call the closet 
which holds a spare bed, and which is frequently a place of retreat for the 
poor traveller. 

‘“‘The next day I took leave of Old Mortality, who seemed affected by the 
unusual attention with which I had cultivated his acquaintance and listened | 
to his conversation.. After he had mounted, not without difficulty, the old 
white pony, he took me by the hand and said, ‘'The blessing of our Master 


* Probably monsieurs, It would seem that this was spoken during the apprehensions of invasion from 
France.— Publishers. 


+7 He might have added, and for the rich also; since, I Jaud my stars, the great of the earth have also taken 
harbourage in my poor domicile. And, during the service of my hand-maiden, Dorothy,who was buxom and 
comely of aspect, his Honour the Laird of Smackawa, in his peregrinations to and from the metropolis, wag 
wontt prefer my Prophet’s Chamber even to the sanded chamber of dais in the Wallace Inn, and to bestow 
4 mutehkmm, as he would jocosely say. to obtain the freedom of the house, but, in reality, to assure himself d 
ny Company during the evening.—J. C. : 
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be with you, young man! My hours are like the ears of the latter harvest, 
and your days are yet in the spring; and yet you may be gathered into the 
garner of mortality before me, for the sickle of death cuts down the green — 
as oft as the ripe, and there is a colour in your cheek, that, like the bud of 
the rose, serveth oft to hide the worm of corruption. Wherefore labour as 
one who knoweth not when his Master calleth. And if it be my lot to return 
to this village after ye are gane hame to your ain place, these auld withered 
hands will frame a stane of memorial, that your name may not perish from 
among the people.’ : 

“] thanked Old Mortality for his kind intentions in my behalf, and heaved 
a sigh, not, I think, of regret, so much as of resignation, to think of the 
chance that I might soon require his good offices. But though, in all 
human probability, he did not err in supposing that my span of life may be 


y——abridged in youth, he had over-estimated the period of his own pilgrimage 


ms ny ° e e _ See NE 
on earth. It is now some years since he has been missed in all his usual 


haunts, while moss, lichen, and deer-hair, are fast covering those stones, to 
cleanse which had been the business of his life. About the beginning of 
this century, he closed his mortal toils, being found on the highway near 
Lockerby, in Dumfries-shire, exhausted and just expiring. The old white 
pony, the companion of all his wanderings, was standing by the side of his 
dying master. There was found about his person a sum of money sufficient 
for his decent interment, which serves to show that his death was in no 
ways hastened by violence or by want. The common people still regard his 
memory with great respect; and many are of opinion, that the stones which 
he repaired will not again require the assistance of the chisel. They even 
assert, that on the tombs where the manner of the martyrs’ murder is re- 
sorded, their names have remained indelibly legible since the death of Old 
Mortality, while those of the persecutors, sculptured on the same monuments, 
have been entirely defaced. It is hardly necessary to say that this is a fond 
tmagination, and that, since the time of the pious pilgrim, the monuments 
which were the objects of his care are hastening, like all earthly memorials, 
into ruin or decay. 

‘“‘ My readers will of course understand, that in embodying into one com- 
pressed narrative many of the anecdotes which I had the advantage of 
deriving from Old Mortality, I have been far from adopting either his style, 
his opinions, or even his facts, so far as they appear to have been distorted 
by party prejudice. I have endeavoured to correct or verify them from the 
most authentic sources of tradition afforded by the representatives of either 

arty. ; 
ae On the part of the Presbyterians, I have consulted such moorland 
farmers from the western districts, as, by the kindness of their landlords 
or otherwise, have been able, during the late general change of property, to 
retain possession of the grazings on which their grandsires fed their flocks 
and herds. I must own, that of late days I have found this a limited source 
of information. I have therefore called in the supplementary aid of those 
modest itinerants, whom the scrupulous civility of our ancestors denomi- 


“Thad more difficulty in finding materials for correcting the tone of par- 
tiality which evidently pervaded those stores of traditional learnirig, in order 


OLD MORTALITY. BS 


that I might, be enabled to present an unbiassed picture of the manners of 
that unhappy period, and at the same time to do justice to the merits of both 
parties. But I have been enabled to qualify the narratives of Old Mortalicz 
and his Cameronian friends, by the reports of more than one descendant of © 
ancient and honourable families, who, themselves decayed into the humble 
vale of life, yet look proudly back on the period when their ancestors fought 
and fell in behalf of the exiled house of Stuart. I may even boast right 
reverend authority on the same score; for more than one nonjuring bishop, 
whose authority and income were upon as apostolical a scale as the greatest 
abominator of Episcopacy could well desire, having deigned, while partaking 
of the humble cheer of the Wallace Inn, to furnish me with information 
corrective of the facts which I learned from others. There are also here and 
there a laird or two, who, though they shrug their shoulders, profess no 


great shame in their fathers having served in the persecuting squadrons of | 


Earlshall and Claverhouse. From the gamekeepers of these gentlemen, an 
ofice the most apt of any other to become hereditary i such families, I have 
also contrived to collect much valuable information. | 

*“Upon the whole, I can hardly fear, that at this time, in describing the 
operation which their opposite principles produced upon the good and bad . 
men of both parties, I can be suspected of meaning insult or injustice to 
either. If recollection of former injuries, extra-loyalty, and contempt and 
hatred of their adversaries, produced rigour and tyranny in the one party, 
it will hardly be denied, on the other hand, that if the zeal for God’s house 
did not eat up the conventiclers, it devoured at least, to imitate the phrase 
of Dryden, no small portion of their loyalty, sober sense, and good breed- 
ing. We may safely hope, that the souls of the brave and sincere on either 
side have long looked down with surprise and pity upon the ill-appreciated 
mctives which caused their mutual hatred and hostility while in this valley 
of darkness, blood, and tears. Peace to their memory! Let us think of | 
them as the heroine of our only Scottish tragedy entreats her lord to think 
of her departed sire — 


2 not _up the ashes of our fathers! 

Implacable resentment was their crime 
= = = 9 

grievous has the expiation been.” 
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Chapter the Second. 


Summon an hundred horse, by break of day, 
To wait our pleasure at the castle gates. 


DOUGLAS 


Unner the reign of the last Stuarts, there was an anxious wish on the 
part of Government to counteract, by every means in their power, the strict 
or puritanical spirit which had been the chief characteristic of the repub- 
lican government, and to revive those feudal institutions which united the 
vassal to the liege lord, and both to the Crown. Frequent musters and as- 
semblies of the people, both for military exercise and for sports and pas- 
times, were appointed by authority. The interference, in the latter case, 
was impolitic, to say the least; for, as usual on such occasions, the con- 
sciences which were at first only scrupulous, became confirmed in their 
opinions, instead of giving way to the terrors of authority; and the youth 
of both sexes, to whom the pipe and tabor in England, or the bagpipe in 
Scotland, would have been in themselves an irresistible temptation, were 
enabled to set them at defiance, from the proud consciousness that they were 
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at the sme time resisting an act of council. To compel men to dance and 
be merry by authority, has rarely succeeded even on board of slave-ships, 


_ where it was formerly sometimes attempted by way of inducing the wretched 


captives to agitate their limbs and restore the circulation, during the few 
minutes they were permitted to enjoy the fresh air upon deck. The rigour 
of the strict Calvinists increased, in proportion to the wishes of the Govern 
ment that it should be relaxed. A judaical observance of the Sabbath —a 
supercilious condemnation of all manly pastimes and harmless recreations, © 
as well as of the profane custom of promiscuous dancing, that is, of men 
and women dancing together in the same party (for I believe they admitted 
that the exercise might be inoffensive if practised by the parties separately) 
— distinguishing those who professed a more than ordinary share of sanc- 


bad instructions from the Government to spare no pains which might 
render them agreeable to the young men who were thus summoned toge- 
ther, upon whom the military exercise of the morning, and the sports which 
usually closed the evening, might naturally be supposed to have a seductive 
effect. 

The preachers and proselytes of the more rigid presbyterians laboured, 
therefore, by caution, remonstrance, and authority, to diminish the attend- 
ance upon these summonses, conscious that in doing so, they lessened not 
only the apparent, but the actual strength of the Government, by impeding 
the extension of that esprit de corps which soon unites young men who are 
in the habit of meeting together for manly sport, or military exercise. They 
therefore exerted themselves earnestly to prevent attendance on these ocea- 
sions by those who could find any possible excuse for absence, and were 
especially severe upon such of their hearers as mere curiosity led to be spee- 
tators, or love of exercise to be partakers, of the array and the sports which 
took place. Such of the gentry as acceded to these doctrines were nol 
always, however, in a situation to be ruled by them. The commands of 
the law were imperative; and the privy council, who administered the 
executive power in Scotland, were severe in enforcing the statutory penal- 
ties against the crown-vassals who did not appear at the periodical wappen- 
schaw. ‘The landholders were compelled, therefore, to send their sons, 
tenants, and vassals, to the rendezvous, to the number of horses, men, and 
spears, at which they were rated ; and it frequently happened, that notwith- 
standing the strict charge of their elders to return as soon as the formal 
inspection was over, the young men-at-arms were unable to resist the temp- 
tation of sharing in the sports which succeeded the muster, or to avoid lis- 
tening to the prayers read in the churches on these occasions,—and thus, in 
the opinion of their repining parents, meddling with the accursed thing - 
which is an abomination in the sight of the Lord. 

The sheriff of the county of Lanark was holding the wappen-schaw of a 
wild district called the Upper Ward of Clydesdale, on a haugh or levet 
plain, near to a royal borough, the name of which is no way essential to 
my story, on the morning of the 5th of May, 1679, when our narrative com- 
mences. When the musters had been made; and duly reported, the voung 
men, as was usual, were to mix in various sports, of which the chief was 
to shoot at the popinjay,* an ancient game formerly practised with archery, 


* T’he festival of the Popinjay is still, I believe, practised at Maybole, in Ayrshire. The following. passage 
in the history of the Somerville family, suggested the scenes in the text. ‘The author of that curions-manu 
script, thus celebrates his father’s demeanour at such an assermbly. ® os 

‘‘ Having now passed his infancie, in the tenth year of his age, he was by his aught the 81 prtt to tus grams 


inay school, ther being Unen att the toune of Delserf a very able master that taught the grainmar and G'ted | 
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hut at this period with fire-arms. This was the figure of a bird, decked 
with party-coloured feathers, so as to resemble a popinjay or parrot. It 
was suspended to a pole, and served for a mark at which the competitors 
discharged their fusees and carabines in rotation, at the distance of sixty 
or seventy paces. He whose ball brought down the mark, held the proud 
title of Captain of the Popinjay for the remainder of the day, and waa 
usually escorted in triumph to the most reputable change-house in tho 
neighbourhood, where the evening was closed with conviviality, conducteu 
under his auspices, and, if he was able to sustain it, at his expense. , 

It will of course be supposed that the ladies of the country assembled te 
witness this gallant strife, those excepted who held the stricter tenets of 
puritanism, and would therefore have deemed it criminal to afford counte- 
nance to the profane gambols of the malignants. Landaus, baruuches, or 
county (a personage of ducal rank) alone pretended to the magnificence of 
a wheel-carriage, a thing covered with tarnished gilding and sculpture, in 
shape like the vulgar picture of Noah’s ark, dragged by eight long-tailed 
Flanders mares, bearing eight insides and six outsides. The insides were 
their Graces in person — two maids of honour — two children —a chaplain 
stuffed into a sort of lateral recess, formed by a projection at the door of 
the vehicle, and called, from its appearance, the boot —and an equerry to 
his Grace, ensconced in the corresponding convenience on the opposite side. 
A coachman and three postilions, who wore short swords, and tie-wigs with 
three tails, had blunderbusses slung behind them, and pistols at their sad- 
dle-bow, conducted the equipage. On the foot-board, behind this moving 
mansion-house, stood, or rather hung, in triple file, six lacqueys in rich 
liveries, armed up to the teeth. The rest of the gentry, men and women, 
old and young, were on horseback, followed by their servants ; but the com- 
pany, for the reasons already assigned, was rather select than numerous. 

Near to the enormous leathern vehicle which we have attempted to 
describe, vindicating her title to precedence over the untitled gentry of the 
country, might be seen the sober palfrey of Lady Margaret Bellenden, bear- 
ing the erect and primitive form of Lady Margaret herself, decked in those 
widow’s weeds which the good lady had never laid aside, since the execu- 
tion of her husband for his adherence to Montrose. 

Her grand-daughter, and only earthly care, the fair-haired Edith, who 
was generally allowed to be the prettiest lass in the Upper Ward, appeared 


tilburies, there were none in those simple days. The lord-lieutenant of the~ 


beside her aged relative, like Spring placed close to Winter. Ter. black | 
Spanish jennet, which she managed with much grace, her gay riding dress, — 


and laced side-saddle, had been anxiously prepared to set her forth to the 
best advantage. But the clustering profusion of ringlets, which, escaping 
from under her cap, were only confined by a green ribbon from wantoning 
over her shoulders — her cast of features, soft and feminine, yet not with- 
out a certain expression of playful archness, which redeemed their sweet- 
ness from the charge of insipidity sometimes brought against blondes and 


hoyes for the colledge. Dureing his educating in this place, they had then a custome every year to solemnize 


the first Sunday of May with danceing about a May-pole. fyreing of pieces, and all manner of ravelling then — 


in use. ‘Ther being at that tyme feu or noe merchants in this pettie village, to furnish necessaries for the 
achullars sports, this youth resolves to provide himself elsewhere, so that he may appeur with the bravest. 
In order to this. by break of day he ryses and gues to Hamiltoune, and there bestowes all the money that for 
@ long tyme before he had gotten from his freinds, or had otherwayes purchased, upon ribbones of diverse 
coloures, a new hatt and gloves. But in nothing he bestowed his money more liberrailie than upon gun- 
powder, a great quantitie whereof he buyes, for his owne use, and to supplie the wantes of his coimerades ; 
thus furnished with these commodities, but ane empty purse, he returns tu Delserf by seven a clock (haveing 
travelled that Sabbath morning above eight myles), puttes on his cloathes and new hait, flying with ribbones 
af all culloures; and in this equipage, with his little phizie (fusee) upon his shoulder, he marches to tie 


church yaird, where the May-pole wassett up, and the solemnitie of that day was to be kept. ‘There first at. 


the foot-ball he equalled any one that played; but in handleing his piece, in chargeing and dischargeing, he 
was so ready. aud shoot so near the marke that he farre surpassed all his fellow schollars, and becaine @ 
teacher of that art to them before the thretteenth year of his oune age. And really, 1 huve often admired 
his dexterity in this, both at the exercizeing of his soulders, and when for recreatione. I have gone to the 
gunning with him when [ was but a stripeling myself; aud albeit that passelyme was the exercize I delightea 
most in, yet could [ never attaine to any peritectione Comparable to him. ‘his dayes sport being over, he had 
the appause of all the spectators, the kynduesse of his fellow-condigeiples, and the favour of the whole in 
haiwents va une, siltle village.” 


— 
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blue-eyed beauties, —these attracted more admiration from the western 
ce than either the splendour of her equipments or the figure of her 
ulfre 

TE endance of these distinguished ladies was rather inferior to their 
hirth and fashion in those times, as it consisted only of two servants on 
horseback. The truth was, that the good old lady had been obliged to make 
all her domestic servants turn out to complete the quota which her baron 
ought to furnish for the muster, and in which she would not for the uni- 
verse have been found deficient. The old steward, who in steel cap and 
jack-boots led forth her array, had, as he said, sweated blood and water in 
his efforts to evercome the scruples and evasions of the moorland farmers, 
who ought to have furnished men, horse, and harness, on these occasions. 
At last, their dispute came near to an open declaration of hostilities, the 

-—inicensed episcopalian bestowing on the recusants the whole thunders of the 
Sac astion; and receiving from them, in return, the denunciations of a 
Calvinistic excommunication. What was to be done?— To punish the re- 
fractory tenants would have been easy enough —the privy council would 
readily have imposed fines, and sent a troop of horse to collect them. But 
this would have been calling the huntsman and the hounds into the garden 
to kill the hare. 

“For,” said Harrison to himself, ‘the carles have little enough gear at 
ony rate, and if I call in the red-coats and take away what little they have, 

how is my worshipful lady to get her rents paid at Candlemas, which is but 
a difficult matter to bring round even in the best of times ?” 

So he armed the fowler and falconer, the footman, and the ploughman ~ 
at the home farm, with an old drunken cavaliering butler, who had served 
with the late Sir Richard under Montrose, and stunned the family nightly 
with his exploits at Kilsythe and Tippermoor, and who was the only man 
in the party that had the smallest zeal for the work in hand. In this man- 
ner, and by recruiting one or two latitudinarian poachers and black-fishers, 
Mr. Harrison completed the quota of men which fell to the share of Lady 
Margaret Bellenden, as liferentrix of the barony of Tillietudlem and others. 
But when the steward, on the morning of the eventful day, had mustered 

_ his troupe dorée before the iron gate of the tower, the mother of Cuddie 
Headrigg the ploughman appeared, loaded with the jack-boots, buff coat, 
and other accoutrements which had been issued forth for the service of 
the day, and-laid them before the steward; demurely assuring him, that 
‘“‘ whether it were the colic, or a qualm of conscience, she couldna tak upon 
her to decide, but sure it was, Cuddie had been in Sair s Bpaacite a’ night, and she 
couldna say he was muckle ‘better this morning. — The finger of Heaven, B 
she said, “‘was in it, and her bairn should gang on nae sie errands.” 
Pains, penalties, and threats of dismission, were denounced in vain; the 
mother was obstinate, and Cuddie, who underwent a domiciliary visitation 
for the purpose of verifying his state of body, could, or would, answer only 
by deep groans. Mause, who had been an ancient domestic in the family, 
was a sort of favourite with Lady Margaret, and presumed accordingly. 
Lady Margaret had herself set furth, and her authority could not be ap- 
pealed to. In this dilemma, the good genius of the old butler suggested an 
expedient. ; 

“Fre had seen mony a braw callant, far less than Guse Gibbie, fight 
brawly under Montrose. What for no tak Guse Gibbie?” 

This was a half-witted lad of very small stature, who had a kind of charge 
of the poultry under the old henwife; for in a Scottish family of that day, 
there was a wonderful substitution of labour. This urchin being sent for 
from the stubble-field, was hastily muffled in the buff coat, and girded 
rather ¢o than with the sword of a full-grown man, his little legs plunged 
into jack-boots, and a steel cap put upon his head, which seemed, from its 
size, as if it had been intended to extinguish him. Thus acsous trad, he wae 
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hoisted, at nis own earnest request, upon the quietest horse of the party, 
and, prompted and supported by old Gudyill the butler, as his front file, 
he passed muster tolerably enough; the sheriff not caring to examine too 
closely the recruits of so well-affected a person as Lady Margar et Bellenden. 

To the above cause it was owing that the personal retinue of Lady Mar- 
garet, on this eventful day, amounted only to two lacqueys, with which di 
minished train she would, on any other occasion, have been much ashamed 
to appear in public. But for the cause of royalty she was ready at any 
time to have made the most unreserved personal sacrifices. She had lost 
her husband and two promising sons in the civil wars of that unhappy pe- 
riod; but she had received her reward,—for, on his route through the west 
of Scotland to meet Cromwell in the unfortunate field of Worcester, Charles 
the Second had actually breakfasted at the Tower of Tillietudlem—an 1 ingi- 


dent which formed, from that moment, an important era in the life of Lady — ae 


Margaret, who seldom afterwards partook of that meal, either at home or 
abroad, without detailing the whole circumstances of the royal visit, not 
forgetting the salutation which his Majesty conferred on each side of her 
face, though she sometimes omitted to notice that he bestowed the same 
favour on two buxom serving-wenches who appeared at her back, elevated 
for the day into the capacity of waiting gentlewomen. 

These instances of royal favour were decisive ; and if Lady Margaret had 
not been a confirmed royalist already, from sense of high birth, influence of 
education, and hatred to the opposite party, through whom she had suffered 
such domestic calamity, the having given a breakfast to majesty, and re- 
ceived the royal salute in return, were honours enough of themselves to 
unite her exclusively to the fortunes of the Stuarts. These were now, in 
all appearance, triumphant; but Lady Margaret’s zeal had adhered to 
them through the worst of times, and was ready to sustain the same sever- 
ities of fortune should their scale once more kick the beam. At present 
she enjoyed in full extent the military display of the force which stood 
ready to support the crown, and stifled, as well as she could, the mortiti- 
cation she felt at the unworthy desertion of her own retainers. 

Many civilities passed between her_ladyship and the representatives of 
sundry ancient loyal families who were upon the ground, by whom she was 
held in high reverence; and not a young man of rank passed by them in 
the course of the muster, but he carried his body more erect in the saddle, 
and threw his horse upon its haunches, to display his own horsemanship, 
and the perfect bitting of his steed, to the best advantage in the eyes of 
Miss Edith Bellenden. But the young cavaliers, distinguished by high 
descent and undoubted loyalty, attracted no more attention from Edith 
than the laws of courtesy peremptorily demanded; and she turned an in- 
different ear to the compliments with which she was addressed, most of 
which were little the worse for the wear, though borrowed for the nonce from 
the laborious and long-winded romances of Calprenede and Scuderi, the 
mirrors in which the youth of that age delighted to dress themselves, ere 
Folly had thrown her ballast overboard, and cut down her vessels of the 
first-rate, such as the romances of Cyrus, Cleopatra, and others, into small 
craft, drawing as little water, or, to speak more plainly, consuming as little 
time as the little cock-boat in which the gentle reader has deioned to em: 
bark. It was, however, the decree of fate that Miss Bellenden should not 
confine to evince the same equanimity till the conclusion of the day. : 
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Chanter the Chirk. 


Horseman and horse confess’d the bitter pang, 
And arms and warrior fell with hollow clang. 


PLEASURES OF Hope. 


WueEn the military evolutions had been gone through tolerably weil, 
allowing for the awkwardness of men and of horses, a loud shout announced 
that the competitors were about to step forth for the game of the po,injay 
already described. The mast, or pole, having a yard extended across it, 
‘from which the mark was displayed, was raised amid the acclamations of 
the assembly ; and even those who had eyed the evolutions of the feudal 
militia with a sort of malignant and sarcastic sneer, from disinclination to 
the royal cause in which they were professedly embodied, could not refrain 
from taking considerable interest in the strife which was now approaching. 
They crowded towards the goal, and criticised the appearance of each com- 
petitor, as they advanced in succession, discharged their pieces at the mark, 
and had their good or bad address rewarded by the laughter or applause of 
the spectators. But when a slender young man, dressed with great simpli- 
city, yet not without a certain air of pretension to elegance and gentility, 
approached the station with his fusee in his hand, his dark green cloak 
thrown back over his shoulder, his lace ruff and feathered cap indicating a 
superior rank to the vulgar, there was a murmur of interest among the 
spectators,—whether altogether favourable to the young adventurer, it was 
difficult to discover. 

‘¢Ewhow, sirs! to see his father’s son at the like o’ thae fearless follies!” 
was the ejaculation of the elder and more rigid puritans, whose curiosity 
had so far overcome their bigotry as to bring them to the play-ground. But 
the generality viewed the strife less morosely, and were contented to wish 
success to the son of a deceased presbyterian leader, without strictly ex- 
amining the propriety of his being a competitor for the prize. 

Their wishes were gratified. At the first discharge of his piece the green 
adventurer struck the popinjay, being the first palpable hit of the day, 
though several balls had passed very near the mark. A loud shout of ap- 
plause ensued. But the success was net decisive, it being necessary that 
each who followed should have his chance, and that those who succeeded in 
hitting the mark, should renew the strife among themselves, till one dis- 
played a decided superiority over the others. Two only of those who 
followed in order succeeded in hitting the popinjay. The first was a young 
man of low rank, heavily built, and who kept his face muffled in his grey 
cloak; the second a gallant young cavalier, remarkable for a handsome 
exterior, sedulously decorated for the day. He had been since the muster 
in close attendance on Lady Margaret and Miss Bellenden, and had left 
them with an air of indifference, when Lady Margaret had asked whether 
there was no young man of family and loyal principles who would dispute 
the prize with the two lads who had been successful. In half a minute, 
young Lord Evandale threw himself from his horse, borrowed a gun from a 
servant, and, as we have already noticed, hit the mark. Great was the in- 
terest excited by the renewal of the contest between the three (andidates 
who had been hitherto successful. The state equipage of the Duke was, 
with some difficulty, put in motion, and approached more near to the scene 
ef action. The riders, both male and female, turned their horses’ heads 
in the same direction, and all eyes were bent upon the issue of the trial 
of skill. 

It was the etiquette in the second contest, that the competitors should 


>. 
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take their turn of firing after drawing lots. The first fell upon the young 
plebeian, who, as he took his stand, halfuncloaked his rustic countenance, 
and said to the gallant in green, “ Yeo see, Mr. Hienry, if it were ony other 
day, 1 could hae wished to miss for your sake, but Jenny Dennison is look- 
ing at us, sac J maun-do my best.” 

He took his aim, and his bullet whistled past the mark so nearly, that 
the pendulous object at which it was directed was seen to shiver. Still, 
however, he had not hit it, and with a downcast look he withdrew himself 
from further competition, and hastened to disappear from the assembly, as 
if fearful of being recognized. The green chasseur next advanced, and his 
ball a second time struck the popinjay. All shouted ; and from the outskirts 
of the assembly arose a cry of “The good old cause for ever !”’ 


While the dignitaries bent their brows at these exulting shouts of the ve 


disaffected, the young Lord Evandale advanced again to the hazard, and 
again was successful. The shouts and congratulations of the well-affected 
and aristocratical part of the audience attended his success; but still a 
subsequent trial of skill remained. 

The green marksman, as if determined to bring the affair to a decision, 
took his horse from a person who held him, having previously looked care- 
fully to the security of his girths and the fitting of his saddle, vaulted on 
his back, and motioning with his hand for the bystanders to make way, set 
spurs, passed the place from which he was to fire at a gallop, and, as he 

‘passed, threw up the reins, turned sideways upon his saddle, discharged his 
carbine, and brought down the popinjay. Lord Evandale imitated his 
example, although many around him said it was an innovation on the 
established practice which he was not obliged to follow. But his skill was 
not so perfect, or his horse was not so well trained. The animal swerved 
at the moment his master fired, and the ball missed the popinjay. Those 
who had been surprised by the address of the green marksman, were now 
equally pleased by his courtesy. He disclaimed all merit from the last shot, 
and proposed to his antagonist that it should not be counted as a hit, and 
that they should renew the contest on foot. 

‘I would prefer horseback, if I had a horse as well bitted, and, probably, 
as well broken to the exercise, as yours,” said the young Lord, addressing 
his antagonist. 

“Will you do me the honour to use him for the next trial, on condition 
you will lend me yours?” said the young gentleman. 

Lord Evandale was ashamed to accept this courtesy, as conscious how 
much it would diminish the value of victory ; and yet, unable to suppress his 
wish to redeem his reputation as a marksman, he added, “ that although he 
renounced all pretensions to the honour of the day” (which he said some- 


what scornfully), ‘‘ yet, if the victor had no particular objection, he would . 


willingly embrace his obliging offer, and change horses with him, for the 
purpose of trying a shot for love.” 

As he said so, he looked boldly towards Miss Bellenden, and tradition 
says, that the eyes of the young tirailleur travelled, though more covertly, 
inthe same direction. The young Lord’s last trial was as unsuccessful as 
the former, and it was with difficulty that he preserved the tone of scornful 
indifference which he had hitherto assumed. But, conscious of the ridicule 
which attaches itself to the resentment of a losing party, he returned to his 
gntagonist the horse on which he had made his last unsuccessful attempt, 
and received back his own; giving, at the same time, thanks to his com- 
petitor, who, he said, had re-established his favourite horse in his good 
opinion, for he had been in great danger of transferring to the poor nag the 
hlame of an inferiority, which every one, as well as himself, must now be 
satisfied remained with the rider. Having made this speech, in a tone in 

which mortification assumed the veil of indifference, he mounted his horse 


and rode off the ground. 
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As is the usual way of the world, the applause and attention even of those 
whose wishes had favoured Lord Evandale, were, upon his decisive discom- 
fture, transferred to his triumphant rival. 

‘Who is he? what is his name?” ran from.mouth to mouth among the 
gentry who were present, to few of whom he was personally known. His 
style and title having soon transpired, and being within that class whom a 
ereat man might notice without derogation, four of the Duke’s friends, with 
the obedient start which poor Malvolio ascribes to his imaginary retinue, 
made out to lead the victor to his presence. As they conducted him in 
triumph through the crowd of spectators, and stunned him at the same time 
with their compliments on his success, he chanced to pass, or rather to be 
led, immediately in front of Lady Margaret and her grand-daughter. The 

Captain of the popinjay and Miss Bellenden coloured like crimson, as the 
latter returned, with embarrassed courtesy, the low inclination wnich the 
victor made, even to the saddlebow, in passing her. 

“Do you know that young person?” said Lady Margaret. 

*“‘J—J—-have seen him, madam, at my uncle’s, and—and elsewhere occa- 
sionally,” stammered Miss Edith Bellenden. 

“T hear them say around me,” said Lady Margaret, “that the young 
spark is the nephew of old Milnwood.” 2 

‘The son of the late Colonel Morton of Milnwood, who commanded a 
regiment of horse with great courage at Dunbar and Inverkeithing,” said a 
gentleman who sate on horseback beside Lady Margaret. 

“Ay, and who, before that, fought for the Covenanters both at Marston- 
Moor and Philiphaugh,” said Lady Margaret, sighing as she pronounced 
the last fatal words, which her husband’s death gave her such sad reason to 

cemember. 

‘“‘ Your ladyship’s memory is just,” said the gentleman, smiling; “ but it 
were well all that were forgot now.” 

“He ought to remember it, Gilbertscleugh,” returned Lady Margaret, 
‘‘and dispense with intruding himself into the company of those to whom — 
his name must bring unpleasing recollections.” 

“You forget, my dear lady,” said her nomenclator, “that the young gen- 
tleman comes here to discharge suit and service in name of his uncle. I 
would every estate in the country sent out as pretty a fellow.” 

‘“‘ His uncle, as well as his umquhile father, is a roundhead, I presume,” 
said Lady Margaret. ; 

“fie is an old miser,” said Gilbertscleugh, “‘ with whom a broad piece 
would at any time weigh down political opinions, and therefore, although 
probably somewhat against the grain, he sends the young gentleman to 
attend the muster to save pecuniary pains and penalties. As for the rest, I 
suppose the youngster is happy enough to escape here for a day from the 
dulness of the old house at Milnwood, where he sees nobody but his hypo- 
chondriac uncle and the favourite housekeeper.” 

“Do you know how many men and horse the lands of Milnwood are rated 
at?’ said the old lady, continuing her inquiry. “A 

“Two horsemen with complete harness,” answered Gilbertscleugh. 

“Our land,” said Lady Margaret, drawing herself up with dignity, “ has 
always furnished to the muster eight men, cousin Gilbertscleugh, and often 
a voluntary aid of thrice the number. I remember his sacred Majesty 
King Charles, when he took his disjune at Tillietudlem, was particular in 
inquiring” 

‘“‘T see the Duke’s carriage in motion,” said Gilbertscleugh, partaking at 
the moment an alarm common to all Lady Margaret’s friends, when she 
touched upon the topic of the royal visit at the family mansion—“ I see the 
Duke’s carriage in motion; I presume your ladyship will take your right | 
of rank in leaving the field. May I be permitted to convoy your Jadyship 
and Miss Bellenden home? Parties of the wild whigs have hee. abroad, 
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nnd are said to insult and disarm the well-affected who travel in small 
numbers.” 

‘““We thank you, cousin Gilbertscleugh,” said Lady Margaret; ‘but as 
we shall have the escort of my own people, I trust we have less need than 
others to be troublesome to our friends. Will you have the goodness tc 
order Harrison to bring up our people somewhat more briskly; he rides 
them towards us as if he were leading a funeral procession.” 

The gentleman in attendance communicated his lady’s orders to the 
trusty steward. 

Honest Harrison had his own reasons for doubting the prudence of this 
command; but once issued and received, there was a necessity for obeying 
it. He set off, therefore, at a hand-gallop, followed by the butler, in such a 
military attitude as became one who had served under Montrose, and with 
a look of defiance, rendered sterner and fiercer by the inspiring fumes of a 
gill of brandy, which he had snatched a moment to bolt to the king’s health, 
and confusion to the Covenant, during the intervals of military duty. Un- 
happily this potent refreshment wiped away from the tablets of his memory 
the necessity of paying some attention to the distresses and difficulties 
of his rear-file, Goose Gibbie. No sooner had the horses struck a canter, 
than Gibbie’s jackboots, which the poor boy’s legs were incapable of steady- 
ing, began to play alternately against the horse’s flanks, and, being armed 
with long-rowelled spurs, overcame the patience of the animal, which 
bounced and plunged, while poor Gibbie’s entreaties for aid never reached 
the ears of the too heedless butler, being drowned partly in the concave of 
the steel cap in which his head was immersed, and partly in the martial 
tune of the Gallant Graemes, which Mr. Gudyill whistled with all his power 
of lungs. 

The upshot was, that the steed speedily took the matter into his own 
hands, and having gambolled hither and thither to the great amusement 
of all spectators, set off at full speed towards the huge family-coach already 
described. Gibbie’s pike, escaping from its sling, had fallen to a level 
direction across his hands, which, I grieve to say, were seeking dishonour- 
able safety in as strong a grasp of the mane as their muscles could manage. 
His casque, too, had slipped completely over his face, so that he saw as little 
in front as he did in rear. Indeed, if he could, it would have availed him 
little in the circumstances; for his horse, as if in league with the disaf 
fected, ran full tilt towards the solemn equipage of the Duke, which the 
projecting lance threatened to perforate from window to window, at the risk 
offtransfixing as many in its passage as the celebrated thrust of Orlando, 
which, according to the Italian epic poet, broached as many Moors as a 
Frenchman spits frogs. 

On beholding the bent of this misdirected career, a panic shout of 
mingled terror and wrath was set up by the whole equipage, insides and 
outsides, at once, which had the effect of averting the threatened misfor- 
tune. The capricious horse of Goose Gibbie was terrified by the noise, and 
stumbling, as he turned short round, kicked and plunged violently as soon 
as he recovered. The jack-boots, the criginal cause of the disaster, main- 
taining the reputation they had acquired when worn by better cavaliers, 
answered every plunge by a fresh prick of the spurs, and, by their pon- 
derous weight, kept their place in the stirrups. Not so Goose Gibbie, who 
was fairly spurned out of those wide and ponderous greaves, and precipi- 
tated over the horse’s head, to the infinite amusement of all the spectators. 
His lance and helmet had forsaken him in his fall, and, for the completion 
of his disgrace, Lady Margaret Bellenden, not perfectly aware that it was 
one of her warriors wlio was furnishing so much entertainment, came up 
m time to see her diminutive man-at-arms stripped of his lion’s hide, —of 
the buff-coat, that is, in which he was mufiled. 

As she had not been made acquainted with this metamo~phosis, ana 
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could not even guess its cause, her surprise and resentment were extreme, — 
nor were they much modified by the excuses and explanations of her 
steward and butler. She made a hasty retreat homeward, extremely indig- 
nant at the shouts and laughter of the company, and much disposed to vent 
her displeasure on the refractory agriculturist whose place Goose Gibbie 
had so unhappily supplied. The greater part of the gentry now dispersed, 
the whimsical misfortune which had befallen the gens d’armerie of Tillie 
tudlem furnishing them with huge entertainment on their road homeward. 
The horsemen also, in little parties, as their road lay together, diverged 
from the place of rendezvous, excepting such as, having tried their dex- 
terity at the popinjay, were, by ancient custom, obliged to partake of a 
grace-cup with their captain before their departure. 
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Chapter the Fourth. 


At fairs he played before the spearmen, 
Aud gaily graithed in their gear then, 
Steel bonnets, pikes, and swords shone clear then 
As ony bead; 
Now wha Sall play before sic weir men, 
Since Habbie’s dead ! 
ELEGY ON HABBIE SIMPSON. 


THE cavalcade of horsemen on their road to the little borough town, were 
preceded by Niel Blane, the town-piper, mounted on his white galloway, 
armed with his dirk and broadsword, and bearing a chanter streaming 
with as many ribbons as would deck out six country belles for a fair or 
preaching. Niel, a clean, tight, well-timbered, long-winded fellow, had 
gained the official situation of town-piper of by his merit, with all 
the emoluments thereof;—namely, the Piper’s Croft, as it is still called, a 
field of about an acre in extent; five merks, and a new livery-coat of the 
town’s colours, yearly ; some hopes of a dollar upon the day of the election 
of magistrates, providing the provost were able and willing to afford such a 
gratuity ; and the privilege of paying, at all the respectable houses in the 
neighbourhood, an annual visit at spring-time, to rejoice their hearts with 
his music, to comfort his own with their ale and brandy, and to beg from 
each a modicum of seed-corn. 

In addition to these inestimable advantages, Neil’s personal, or profes- 
sional, accomplishments won the heart of a jolly widuw, who then kept 
the principal change-house in the borough. Her former husband having 
been a strict Presbyterian, of such note that he usually went among his 
sect by the name of Gaius the publican, many of the more rigid were scan- 
dalized by the profession of the successor whom his relict had chosen for a 
second helpmate. As the browst (or brewing) of the Howff retained, never- 
theless, its unrivalled reputation, most of the old customers continued to 
give it a preference. ‘he character of the new landlord, indeed, was of 
that accommodating kind, which enabled him, by close attention to the 
helm, to kcep his little vessel pretty steady amid the contending tides of 
faction. ——JTle was a good-humoured, shrewd, selfish sort of fellow, indif- 
ferent alike to the disputes about church and state, and only anxious to 
sceure the good-will of customers of every description. But his character, 
as well as the state of the country, will be best understood by giving the 
reader an account of the instructions which he issued tc his daughter, a 
girl about eighteen, whom he was initiating in those cares which had beer 

soe 
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faithfully discharged by his wife, until about six months before our story 
rommences, when the honest woman had been carried to the kirkyara. 

“ Jenny,” said Niel Blane, as the girl assisted to disencumber him of his 
bagpipes, “ this is the first day that ye are to take the place of your worthy 
mither in attending to the public; a douce woman she was, civil to the cus- 
tomers, and had a ~ good name wi’ Whig and Tory, baith up the street and 
doun the street. It will be hard for you to fill her place, especially on sic 
a thrang day as this; but Heaven’s will maun be obeyed. Jenny, whatever 
Milnwood ca’s for, be sure he maun hae’t, for he’s the Captain o’ the 
Popinjay, and auld customs maun be supported; if he canna pay the law- 
ing himsell, as I ken he’s keepit unco short by the head, I’ll find a way to 
shame it out o’ his uncle. The curate is playing at dice wi’ Cornet Gra- 
hame. Be eident and civil to them baith — clergy and captains can gie an 
unco deal o’ fash in thae times, where they take an ill-will. The dragoons 
will be crying for ale, and they wunna want it, and maunna want it—they 
are unruly chields, but they pay ane some gate or other. I gat the humle- 
cow, that’s the best in the byre, frae black Frank Inglis and Sergeant 
Bothwell, for ten pund Scots, and they drank out the price at ae downsit- 
ting. 

. But, father,” interrupted Jenny, “they say the twa reiving loons drave 
the cow frae the gudewife o’ Bell’s-moor, just because she gaed to hear a 
field-preaching ae Sabbath afternoon.” 

‘“‘Whisht, ye silly tawpie!’”’ said her father; “we have naething to do 
how they come by the bestial they sell—be that atween them and their con- 
sciences.— Aweel—take notice, Jenny, of that dour, stour-looking carle that 
sits by the cheek o’ the ingle, and turns his back on a’ men. He looks like 
ane 0’ the hill-folk, for I saw him start a wee when he saw the red-coats, 
and I he wad hae liked to hae ridden by, but his horse (it’s a gude 
g° lding) was ower sair travailed ; he behoved to stop whether he wad or no. 

erve him cannily, Jenny, and wi? little din, and dinna bring the sodgers 
on him by speering ony questions at him; ‘put let na him hae a room to 
himsell—they wad say we were hiding him,.—For yoursell, Jenny yell be 
civil to a’ the folk, and take nae heed o’ ony nonsense and dafiing the young 
lads may say t’ye; :—folk in the hostler lin¢ maun put up wi’ muekle. Your 
mither—rest her saul!—could pit up wi’ as muckle as maist women—but 
aff hands is fair play; and if onybody be uncivil, ye may gie me a cry.— 
Aweel,—when the malt begins to get aboon the meal, they’il begin to speak 
about government in kirk and state, and then, Jenny, they are like to 
quarrel—Let them be doing—anger’s a drouthy passion, and the mair they 
dispute, the mair ale they’ll drink; but ye were best serve them wi’ a pint 
o’ the sma’ browst— it will heat them less, and they’ll never ken the dif 
ference.” 

“ But, father,” said Jenny, ‘“‘if they come to lounder ilk ither, as they 
did last time, suldna I ery on you?” 

‘“‘ At no hand, Jenny; the redder gets aye the warst lick in the fray. If 
the sodgers draw their swords, ye’ll cry on the corporal and the guard; if 
the country folk tak the tangs and poker, ye’ll cry on the bailie and town- 
officers ; — but in nae event cry on me, for I am wearied wi’ doudling the 
bag 0’ wind a’ day, and I am gaun to eat my dinner quietly in the spence. 
—And, now I think on’t, the Laird of Lickitup (that’s him that was the 
laird) was speering for sma’ drink and a saut herring—gie him a pw’ be the 
sleeve, and round into his lug I wad be blithe o’ his company to dine wi’ 
me; he was a gude customer anes in a day, and wants naething but means 
_ to be a gude ane again — he likes drink as weel as e’er he did. And if ye 
ken ony puir body o’ our acquaintance that’s blate for want o’ siller, and 
has far to gang hame, ye needna stick to gie them a waught o’ drink and a 
bannock — we’ll ne’er miss’t, and it looks creditable in a house like ours. 
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And now, hinny, gang awa’, and serve the folk, but first bring me my 
dinner, and twa chappins o’ yill and the mutchkin stoup o’ brandy.” 

Having thus devolved his whole cares on Jenny as prime minister, Niel 
Blane and the cé-devant laird, once his patron, but now glad to be his 
trencher-companion, sate down to enjoy themselves for the remainder of the 
evening, remote from the bustle of the public room. 

All in Jenny’s department was in full activity. The knights of the 
popinjay received and requited the hospitable entertainment of their cap- 
tain, who, though he spared the cup himself, took care it should go round 
with due celerity among the rest, who might not have otherwise deemed 
themselves handsomely treated. Their numbers melted away by degrees, 
and were at length diminished to four or five, who began to talk of breaking 
up their party. At another table, at some distance, sat two of the dragoons 
whom Niel Blane had mentioned, a sergeant and a private in the celebrated 
John Grahame of Claverhouse’s regiment of Life-Guards. Even the non- 
commissioned officers and privates in these corps were not considered as 
ordinary mercenaries, but rather approached to the rank of the French 
mousquetaires, being regarded in the light of cadets, who performed the 
duties of rank-and-file with the prospect of obtaining commissions in case 
of distinguishing themselves. 

Many young men of good families were to be found in the ranks, a cir- 
cumstance which added to the pride and self-consequence of these troops. 
A remarkable instance of this occurred in the person of the non-commis- 
sioned officer in question. His real name was ete, but he was 
universally known by the appellation of Bothwell, bemg lneally descended 
from the last earl of that name—not the Thfamous lover of the unfortunate 
Queen Mary, but Francis Stewart, Earl of Bothwell, whose turbulence and 
repeated conspiracies embarrassed the early part of James Sixth’s reign, 
and who at length died in exile in great poverty. The son of this Earl had 
sued to Charles I. for the restitution of part of his father’s forfeited estates, 
but the grasp of the nobles to whom they had been allotted was too tena- 
cious to be unclenched. The breaking out of the civil wars utterly ruined 
him, by intercepting a small pension which Charles I. had allowed him, 
and he died in the utmost indigence. His son, after having served as a 
soldier abroad and in Britain, and passed through several vicissitudes of 
fortune, was fain to content himself with the situation of a non-commis- 
sioned officer in the Life-Guards, although lineally descended from the 
royal family, the father of the forfeited Karl of Bothwell having been a 
natural son of James VI.* Great personal strength and dexterity in the 
‘use of his arms, as well as the remarkable circumstances of his descent, 
had recommended this man to the attention of his officers. But he partook 
in a great degree of the licentiousness and oppressive disposition, which 
the habit of acting as agents for government in levying fines, exacting free 
quarters, and otherwise oppressing the Presbyterian recusants, had ren- 
dered too general among these soldiers. They were so much accustomed 
to such missions, that they conceived themselves at liberty to commit all 
manner of licence with impunity, as if totally exempted from all law and 
authority, excepting the command of their officers. On such occasions 
Bothwell was usually the most forward. 


* The history of the restless and ambitious Francis Stewart, Earl of Bothwell, makes a considerable fignra 
in the reign of James VI. of Scotland, and First of Eugland After being repeatedly pardoned for acts of 
treason, he was at length obliged to retire abroad, where he died in great misery. Great part of iis ror- 
feited estate was bestowed on Walter Scott, first Lord of Buccleugh, and on the first Earl of Roxburghe. 

Francis Stewart, son of the forfeited Earl, obtained from the favour of Charles L a decreet-arbitral, ap. 
pointing the two noblemen, grantees of his father’s estate, to restore the same, or make some Compensation 
for retaining it. The barony of Crichton, with its beautiful castle, was surrendered by the curators of 
Francis, Karl of Buccleugh, but he retained the far mere extensive property in Liddesdale James Stewart 
also, us appears from writings in the author’s possession, made an advantageous composition with the Eari 
ef Roxl irghe. ‘“ But,” says the satirical Scotstarvet, “ male parta pejus ditabuntur ; for he never brooked them 
(enjoyed them) nor was anything the richer, since they accrued to his crediturs, anu are now in the posses- 
sivn of Vr Seaton. His eldest son Francis became a trooper in the late war; as for the other brother, 
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\ [tis probable that Bothwell and his companions would not so long have 

remained quiet, but for respect to the presence of their Cornet, who com- 

manded the small party quartered in the borough, and who was engaged 1p 

nu game at dice with the curate of the place. But both of these being sud: 

denly called from their amusement to speak with the chief magistrate upon 

some urgent business, Bothwell was not long of evincing his contempt foi” 
the rest of the company. 

‘‘Ts it not a strange thing, Halliday,” he said to his comrade, “to see a 
set of bumpkins sit carousing here this whole evening, without having drank 
the king’s health ?” 

“They have drank the king’s health,” said Halliday. “I heard that 
green kail-worm of a lad name his Majesty’s health.” 

“Did he?” said Bothwell. ‘Then, Tom, we’ll have them drink the 
Archbishop of St. Andrews’ health, and do it on their knees too.”- 

“So we will, by G—!” said Halliday ; ‘and he that refuses it, we'll have 
him to the guard-house, and teach him to ride the colt foaled of an acorn, 
with a brace of carabines at each foot to keep him steady.” 

“Right, Tom,” continued Bothwell; ‘and, to do all things in order, Pll 
begin with that sulky blue-bonnet in the ingle-nook.” 

He rose accordingly, and taking his sheathed broadsword under his arm 
to support the insolence which he meditated, placed himself in front of the 
stranger noticed by Niel Blane in his admonitions to his daughter, as being, 
in ali probability, one of the hill-folk, or refractory presbyterians. * 

“IT make so bold as to request of your precision, beloved,” said the 
trooper, in a tone of affected solemnity, and assuming the snufile of a coun- 
try preacher, “that you will arise from your seat, beloved, and, having 
bent your hams until your knees do rest upon the floor, beloved, that you 
will turn over this measure (called by the profane a gill) of the comfortable 
creature, which the carnal denominate brandy, to the health and glorifica- 
tion of his Grace the Archbishop of St. Andrews, the worthy primate of all 
Scotland.” 

All waited for the stranger’s answer. His features, austere even to 
ferocity, with a cast of eye which, without being actually oblique, approached 
nearly to a squint, and which gave a very sinister expression to his counte- 
nance, joined to a frame, square, strong and muscular, though something 
under the middle size, seemed to announce a man unlikely to understand 
rude jesting, or to receive insults with impunity. 

“« And what is the consequence,”’ said he, “if I should not be disposed to 
comply with your uncivil request?” 

“The consequence thereof, beloved,” said Bothwell, in the same tone of 
raillery, ‘“ will be, firstly, that I will tweak thy proboscis or nose. Secondly, 
beloved, that I will administer my fist to thy distorted visual optics; and 
will conclude, beloved, with a practical application of the flat of my sword 
to the shoulders of the recusant.”’ 

“Ts it even so?” said the stranger; “then give me the cup;’’ and, taking 
is in his hand, he said, with a peculiar expression of voice and manner, 
**The Archbishop of St. Andrews, and the place he now worthily holds; 
—may each prelate in Scotland soon be as the Right Reverend James 
Sharpe !” 


who was Abbat of Coldingham, he also disponed all that estate, and now has nothing, but lives on the 
charity of his friends.”* 

Francis Stewart, who had been a trooper during the great Civil War, seems to have received no prefer- 
ment, after the Restoration, suited to his high birth, though, in fact, third cousin to Charles II. Captain 
Crichton, the friend of Dean Swift, who published his Memoirs, found bit a private gentleman in the King’s 
Life-Guards. At the same time this was no degrading condition; for Fountainhall records a duel fought, be- 
tween a Life-Guardsman and an officer in the militia, because the latter had taken upon him to assume supe 
vior rank as an Officer.to a gentleman private in the Life-Guards. ‘The Life-Guardsman was killed in the 
¢encontre, and his antagonist was executed for murder. 

The character of Bothwell, except in relation to the namie, is entirely ideal. 


,* The Staggering State of the Scots Statesmen for one hundred years, by Sir John Scot of Scotstarvet 
&dinburgh, 1754. P. 154. 
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“ He has taken the test,” said Halliday, exultingly. by 

“ But with a qualification,” said Bothwell; “I don’t understand what the 
evil the crop-eared whig means.’ 

“Come, gentlemen,” said Morton, who beeame impatient of their inso- 
lence, ‘‘we are met here as good subjects, and on a merry occasion; and 
we have aright to expect we shall not be troubled with this sort of dis 
cussion.’ 

Botherell was about to make a surly answer, but Halliday reminded him 
in a whisper, that there were strict injunctions that the soldiers should give 
no offence to the men who were sent out to the musters agreeably to the 
council’s orders. So, after honouring Morton with a broad and fierce stare, 
he said, ‘‘ Well, Mr. Popinjay, I shall not distarb your reign; I reckon it 
will be out by twelve at night. — Is it not an odd thing, Halliday, ” he con- 
tinued, uddressing his companion, “that they should make such a fus 
about cracking off their birding-pieces at a mark which any woman or boy 
could hit at a day’s practice? If Captain Popinjay, now, or any of his 
troop, would try a bout, either with the broadsword, backsword, single 
rapier, or rapier and dagger, for a gold noble, the first-drawn blood, there 
would be some soul in it,—or, zounds, would the bumpkins but wrestle, or 
pitch the bar, or putt the stone, or throw the axle-tree, if {touching the end 
of Morton’s sword scornfully with his toe} they carey things about then 
that they are afraid to draw.’ 

Morton’s patience and prudence now gave way entirely, and he was about 
to make a very angry answer to Bothwell’s insolent observations, when the 
stranger stepped forward. : 

his is my quarrel,” he said, “and in the name of the good cause, I 
will see it out myself.—Hark thee, friend,” (to Bothwell,) “ wilt thou wrestle 
a fall with me?” 

“With my whole spirit, beloved,” answered Bothwell; ‘‘ yea I will strive 
with thee, to the downfall} of one or both.” 

“Then, as my trust is in him that can help,” retorted his antagonist, “ ¥ 
will forthwith make thee an example to all such railing Rabshakehs.” 

With that he dropped his coarse grey horseman’s coat from his shoulders, 
and, extending his strong brawny arms with a look of determined resolu- 
tion, he offered himself to the contest. The soldier was nothing abashed 
by the muscular frame, broad chest, square shoulders, and hardy look of 
his antagonist, but, whistling with great composure, unbuckled his belt, 
and laid aside his military coat. The company stood round them, anxious 
for the event. 

In the first struggle the trooper seemed to have some advantage, and also 
in the second, though neither could be considered as decisive. But it was 
plain he had put his whole strength too suddenly forth, against an anta, ago 
nist possessed of great endurance, skill, vigour, and length of wind. 
the third close, the countryman lifted his “opponent fairly from the floor, 
and hurled him to the ground with such violence, that he lay for an instant 
stunned and motionless. His comrade Halliday immediately drew his 
sword — ‘“ You have killed my sergeant,” he exclaimed to the victorious — 
wrestler, “and by all that is sacred you shall answer it!” 

‘Stand back!” cried Morton and his companions, “it was all fair play: 
your comrade sought a fall, and he has got it.” 

‘That is true enough, ” said Bothwell, as he slowly rose; “ put up your 
bilbo, Tom, I did not think there was a crop-ear of them all cou ald ae laid 
the best cap and feather in the King’s Life-Guards on the floor of a rascally 
change-house. — Hark ye, friend, give me your hand.” The stranger held 
out his hand. “I promise you, said Bothwell, squeezing his hand very 
hard, ‘that the time will come when we shall meet again, and try this game 
over in a more earnest manner,’ 

“‘ And I’ll promise you,” said the stranger, returning the grasp with qual 
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‘irmuiess, ‘‘ that when we next meet, I will lay your head as low as it lay 
even now, when you shall lack the power to lift it up again.” 

“Well, beloved,” answered Bothwell, “if thou be’st a whig, thou art @ 
stout and a brave one, and so good-even to thee — Hadst best take thy nag, 
before the Cornet makes the round; for I promise thee, he has stayed less 
suspicious-looking persons.” 

The stranger seemed to think that the hint was not to be neglected; he 
flung down his reckoning, and going into the stable, saddled and brought 
out a powerful black horse, now recruited by rest and forage, and turning 
to Morton, observed, “I ride towards Milnwood, which I hear is your 
home: will you give me the advantage and protection of your company ?” 

“Certainly,” said Morton; although there was something of gloomy and 
relentless severity in the man’s manner, from which his mind recoiled. 
His companions, after a courteous good-night, broke up and went off in 
different directions, some keeping them company for about a mile, until 
they dropped off one by one, and the travellers were left alone. 

The company had not long left the Howff, as Blane’s public-house was 
called, when the trumpets and kettle-drums sounded. The troopers got 
under arms in the market-place at this unexpected summons, while, with 
faces of anxiety and earnestness, Cornet Grahame, a kinsman of Claver- 
house, and the Provost of the borough, followed by half-a-dozen soldiers, 
and town-officers with halberts, entered the apartment of Niel Blane. 

“Guard the doors!” were the first words which the Cornet spoke; “ let 
no man leave the house.—So, Bothwell, how comes this? Did you not 
hear them sound boot and saddle?” 

“He was just going to quarters, sir,” said his comrade; “he has had a 
bad fall.” 

“In a fray, I suppose?” said Grahame. “If you neglect duty in this 
way, your royal blood will hardly protect you.” 

‘“‘ How have I neglected duty?” said Bothwell, sulkily. 

“You should have been at quarters, Sergeant Bothwell,” replied the 
officer; “‘ you have lost a golden opportunity. Here are news come that 
the Archbishop of St. Andrews has been strangely and foully assassinated 
by a body of the rebel whigs, who pursued and stopped his carriage on 
Magus-Muir, near the town of St. Andrews, dragged him out, and dispatched 
him with their swords and daggers.* 

All stood aghast at the intelligence. 

‘Here are their descriptions,” continued the Cornet, pulling out a pro- 
clamation, ‘‘ the reward of a thousand merks is on each of their heads.” 

“The test, the test, and the qualification!’ said Bothwell to Halliday, 
““] know the meaning now — Zounds, that we should not have stopt him! 
Go saddle our horses, Halliday. —— Was there one of the men, Cornet, very 
stout and square-made, double-chested, thin in the flanks, hawk-nosed ?” 

“Stay, stay,” said Cornet Grahame, “let me look at the paper. — Hack 
ston of Rathuillet, tall, thin, black-haired.” 

‘That is not my man,” said Bothwell. 

“John Balfour, called Burley, aquiline nose, red-haired, five feet eight 
inches in height” 

“Tt is he—it is the very man!” said Bothwell;— “skellies fearfully 
with one eye?” 

“ Right,” continued Grahame — “rode a strong black horse, taken from 
the primate at the time of the murder.” 

“The very man,” exclaimed Bothwell, ‘and the very horse! he was in 
this room not a quarter of an hour since.” 


* The general account of this act of assassination 1s to be found in all histories of the period. A more 
particalar narrative may be found in the works of one of the actors, James Russell, in the Appendix to Kirk. 
ton’s History of the Church of Scotland, published by Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe, Esquire —4to, Edinburgh, 
O17 ‘ 
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A few hasty inquiries tended still more to confirm the opinion that the 
reserved and stern stranger was Balfour of Burley, the actual commander 
of the band of assassins, who, in the fury of misguided zeal, had murdered 
the primate, whom they accidentally met, as they were searching for an- 
other person against whom they bore enmity.* In their excited imagination, 
the casual rencounter had the appearance of a providential interference, 
and they put to death the archbishop, with circumstances of great and 
cold-blooded cruelty, under the belief, that the Lord, as they expressed it, 
had delivered him into their hands.t 

‘“‘ Horse, horse, and pursue, my lads!’ exclaimed Cornet Graliame; “ the 
murdering dog’s head is worth its weight in gold.” 


Chapter the Fiith. 


Arouse thee, youth !—it is no human call— 
God’s church is leaguered—haste to man the wail; 
Huste where the Redcross banners wave on high, 
Signal of honoured death, or victory ! 

JAMES DUFF. 


Morton and his companion had attained some distance from the town 
before either of them addressed the other. ‘There was something, as we 
have observed, repulsive in the manner of the stranger, whivh prevented 
Morton from opening the conversation, and he himself seemed to have no 
desire to talk, until, on a sudden, he abruptly demanded, ‘“‘ What has your 
father’s son to do with such profane mummeries as I find you this day 
engaged in?” 

“T do my duty as a subject, and pursue my harmless recreations accord- 
ing to my own pleasure,” replied Morton, somewhat offended. 

“Ts it your duty, think you, or that of any Christian young man, to bear 
arms in their cause who have poured out the blood of God’s saints im the 
wilderness as if it had been water? or is it a lawful recrcation to waste 
time in shooting at a bunch of feathers, and close your evening with wine- 
bibbing in public-houses and market-towns, when He that is mighty is 
come into the land with his fan in his hand, to purge the wheat from the 
chaff ?” 

“‘T suppose, from your style of conversation,” said Morton, ‘that you 
are one of those who have thought proper to stand out against the Govern- 
ment. I must remind you that you are unnecessarily using dangerous lan- 


* One Carmichael, sheriff-depute in Fife, who had been active in enforcing the penal measures against 
nonconformists. He was on the moors hunting, but receiving accidental information that a party was out in 
ag of him, he returned home, and escaped the fate designed for him, which befell his patron the Arch- 
»ishop. 

+ ‘The leader of this party was David Hackston of Rathillet. a gentleman of ancient birth and good estate. 
He had been profligate in his younger days, but having been led from curiosity to attend the conventicles of 
the nonconforming clergy, he adopted their principles in the fullest extent. It appears that Hackston had 
some personal quarrel with Archbishop Sharpe, which induced him to decline the command of the party 
when the slaughter was determined upon, fearing his acceptance might be ascribed to motives of personal 
enmity. He felt himself free in conscience, however, to be present; and when the archbishop, dragged from 
his carriage, crawled towards him on his knees for protection, he replied coldly, “ Sir, | will never lay a 
finger on you.” It is remarkable that Hackston, as well as a shepherd who was also present, but passive, on 
the eecasion, were the only two of the party of assassins who suffered death by the hands of the execu 
tlone.. 

On Hackston’s refusing the command, it was by universal suffrage conferred on John Balfour of Kinloch 
valled Burley, who was Hackston’s brother-in-law. He is described “ as a little man, squint-eyed, and of a 
very fierce aspect.” —“ He was,” adds the same author, * by some reckoned none of the most religious: tet 
!.e was always reckoned zealous and honest-hearted, courageous in every enterprise, and a brave so(diex 
seldc™ any escaping that came into his hands. He was the principal actor in killing that arch .altor to tke 

ord and 1s clarch, James Sharpe.”* 


* See Scottish Worthies. 8vo. Leith 1816. P. 522 
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gm. se in tue presence of a mere stranger, and that the times do not render 
it safe for me to listen to it.” 

“Thou canst not help it, Henry Morton,” said his companion; “thy 
Master has his uses for thee, and when he calls, thou must obey. Well wot 
I thou hast not. heard the call of a true preacher, or thou hadst ere now 
been what thou wilt assuredly one day become.” 

“We are of the presbyterian persuasion, like yourself,” said Morton ; for 
his uncle’s family attended the ministry of one of thore numerous presby- 
terian clergymen, who, complying with certain regulations, were licensed 
to preach without interruption from Government. This indulgence, as it 
was called, made a great schism among the presbyterians, and those who 
accepted of it were severely censured by the more rigid sectaries, who 


refused the proffered terms. The stranger, therefore, answered with great — 


disdain to Morton’s profession of faith, — 

“That is but an equivocation—a poor equivocation. Ye listen on the — 
Sabbath to a cold, worldly, time-serving discourse, from one who forgets his 
high commission so much as to hold his apostleship by the favour of the 
courtiers and the false prelates, and ye call that hearing the word! Of all 
the baits with which the devil has fished for souls in these days of blood 
and darkness, that Black Indulgence has been the most destructive. An. 
awful dispensation it has been, a smiting of the shepherd and a scattering 
of the sheep upon the mountains—an uplifting of one Christian banner 
against another, and a fighting of the wars of darkness with the swords of 
the children of light !”’ 

“My uncle,” said Morton, ‘‘is of opinion, that we enjoy a reasonable 
freedom of conscience under the indulged cler gymen, and I must ueces- 
sarily be guided by his sentiments respecting the choice of a place of wor- 
ship for his family.” 

“Your uncle,” said the horseman, ‘‘is one of those to whom the least 
lamb in his own folds at Milnwood is dearer than the whole Christian 
flock. eis one that could willingly bend down to the golden calf of 
Bethel, and would have fished for the dust thereof when it was ground 
to powder and cast upon the waters. Thy father was a man of another 
stamp.” 

r My father,” replied Morton, ‘“‘was indeed a brave and gallant man, 
And you may have heard, sir, that he fought for that royal family in whose 
name [ was this day carrying arms.’ 

““Ay; and had he lived to see these days, he would have cursed the 
hour he ever drew sword in their cause. But more of this hereafter —I 
promise thee full surely that thy hour will come, and then the words 
thou hast now heard will stick in thy bosom like barbed arrows. My road 
lies there.” 

He pointed towards a pass leading up into a wild extent of dreary and 
desolate hills; but as he was about to turn his horse’s head into the rugged 
path which led from the high-road in that direction, an old woman wrapped 
in a red cloak, who was sitting by the cross-way, arose, and approaching 
him, said, in a mysterious tone ‘of voice, “If ye be of our ain folk, gangna 
up the pass the night for your lives. ‘There'is a lion in the path that is 
there. ‘The curate of Brotherstane and ten soldiers hae beset the pass, te 
nae the lives of ony of our puir wanderers that venture that gate to Join wi’ 
Hamilton and Dingwall.” 

“Tflave the persecuted folk drawn to any head among themselves?” 
demanded the stranger. 

‘“‘ About sixty or seventy horse and foot,” said the old dame; “ but ehow! 
they are puirly armed, and warse fended wi’ victual.”’ 

‘God will help. his own,” said the horseman.—‘ Which way shall I take 
+e Join them?” 

“Tt’?s a mere impossibility this pent, ” said the woman, “the trocperg 
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keep sae strict a guard; and they say there’s strange news come frae the 
east, that makes them rage in their cruelty mair fierce than ever.—Ye maun 
take shelter somegate for the night before ye get to the muirs, and keep 
yoursell in hiding till the grey o’ the morning, and then you may find your 
way through the Drake Moss. When I heard the awfu’ threatenings o’ the 
oppressors, I e’en took my cloak about me, and sat down by the wayside, 
to warn ony of our puir scattered remnant that chanced to come this gate, 
before they fell into the nets of the spoilers.” 

‘Have you a house near this?” said the stranger; ‘‘and can you give me 
hiding there ?” 

“T have,” said the old woman, ‘“‘a hut by the way-side, it may be a mile 
from hence; but four men of Belial, called dragoons, are lodged therein, to 
spoil my household goods at their pleasure, because I will not wait upon 
the thowless, thriftless, fissenless ministry of that carnal man, John Half- 
text, the curate.” 

“‘Good-night, good woman, and thanks for thy counsel,” said the stranger, 
as he rode away. 

“The blessings of the promise upon you!” returned the old dame; “may 
He keep you that can keep you!” 

“Amen!” said the traveller; ‘“‘for where to hide my head this night, 
mortal skill cannot direct me.” 

‘“‘T am very sorry for your distress,” said Morton; ‘‘and had I a house 
or place of shelter that could be called my own, I almost think I would 
risk the utmost rigour of the law rather than leave you in such a strait. 
But my uncle is so alarmed at the pains and penalties denounced by the 
laws against such as comfort, receive, or consort with intercommuned per- 
sons, that he has strictly forbidden all of us to hold any intercourse with 
them.” 

“Tt is no less than I expected,” said the stranger; ‘‘nevertheless, I might 
be received without his knowledge ; —a barn, a hay-loft, a cart-shed — any 
place where I could stretch me down, would be to my habits like a taber- 
nacle of silver set about with planks of cedar.” 

“J assure you,” said Morton, much embarrassed, ‘that I have not the | 
means of receiving you at Milnwood without my uncle’s consent and know- 
ledge ; nor, if I could do so, would I think myself justifiable in engaging 
him unconsciously in a danger, which, most of all others, he fears and 
deprecates.” 

“Well,” said the traveller, “I have but one word to say. Did you ever 
hear your father mention John Balfour of Burley ?” 

‘‘llis ancient friend and comrade, who saved his life, with almost the loss 
of his own in the battle of Longmarston-Moor ?—Often, very often.” : 

“Tam that Balfour,” said his companion. ‘ Yonder stands thy uncle’s — 
house; I see the light among the trees. The avenger of blood is behind 
me, and my death certain unless I have refuge there. Now, make thy 
choice, young man; to shrink from the side of thy father’s friend, like a 
thief in the night, and to leave him exposed to the bloody death from which 
he rescued thy father, or to expose thine uncle’s worldly goods to such peril, 
as, in this perverse generation, attends those who give a morsel of bread or 
a draught of cold water to a Christian man, when perishing for lack of 
refreshment!” 

A thousand recollections thronged on the mind of Morton at onee. His 
father, whose memory he idolized, had often enlarged upon his obligations 
to this man, and regretted that, after having been long comrades, they had 
parted in some unkindness at the time when the kingdom of Scotland was 
divided into Resolutioners and Protesters; the former of whom adhered co 
Charles II. after his father’s death upon the scaffold, while the Protesters 
inclined rather to a union with the triumphant Republicans. The stern 
fanaticism of Burley had attached him to this latter party, and the ‘oa 
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rades had parted in displeasure, never, as it happened, to meet again. 
[hese circumstances the deceased Colonel Morton had often mentioned te 
ais son, and always with an expression of deep regret that he had never 
im any manner been enabled to repay the assistance which on more thay 
one occasion he had received from Burley. 

To hasten Morton’s decision, the night-wind, as it swept along, brought 
from a distance the sullen sound of a kettle-drum, which, seeming to ap- 
proach nearer, intimated that a body of horse were upon their march te- 
wards them. f 

“Tt must be Claverhouse, with the rest of his regiment. What can have 
occasioned this night-march? If you go on, you fall into their hands — it 
you turn back towards the borough-town, you are in no less danger from 
Cornet Grahame’s party —the path to the hill is beset. I must shelter you 
at Milnwood, or expose you to instant death ;—but the punishment of the ~ 
law shall fall upon myself, as in justice it should, not upon my uncle.— 
Follow me.” 

Burley, who had awaited his resolution with great composure, now fol- 
lowed him in silence. . 

The house of Milnwood, built by the father of the present proprietor, was 
a decent mansion, suitable to the size of the estate, but, since the accessivun 
of this owner, it had been suffered to go considerably into disrepair. At 
some little distance from the house stood the court of offices. Here Morton 

aused. 
‘ ‘“‘T must leave you here for a little while,” he whispered, ‘until I can 
provide a hed for you in the house.” 

‘“‘T eare little for such a delicacy,” said Burley; “for thirty years this 
head has rested oftener on the turf, or on the next grey stone, than upon 
either wool or down. A dranght of ale, a morsel of bread, to say my 
prayers, and to stretch me upon dry hay, were to me as good as a painted 
chamber and a prince’s table.” 

_ It occurred to Morton at the same moment, that to attempt to introduce 
the fugitive within the house, would materially increase the danger of de- 
tection. Accordingly, having struck a light with implements left in the 
stable for that purpose, and having fastened up their horses, he assigned 
Burley, for his place of repose, a wooden bed, placed in a loft half-full of 
hay, which an out-of-door domestic had eccupied, until dismissed by his 
uncle in one of those fits of parsimony which became more rigid from day 
to day. In this untenanted loft Morton left his companion, with a caution 
so to shade his light that no reflection might be seen from the window, and 
a promise that he would presently return with such refreshments as he 
might be able to precure at that late hour. This last, indeed, was a sub- 
ject on which he felt by no means confident, for the power of obtaining 
even the most ordinary provisions depended entirely upon the humour in 
which he might happen to find his uncle’s sole confidant, the old house- 

eeper. If she chanced to be a-bed, which was very likely, or out of hu- 
mour, which was not less so, Morton well knew the case to be at least 
problematical. 

Cursing in his heart the sordid parsimony which pervaded every part of 
his uncle’s establishment, he gave the usual gentle knock at the bolted door 
oy which he was accustomed to seek admittance when accident had detained 
him abroad beyond the early and established hours of rest at the house of 
Milnwood. It was a sort of hesitating tap, which earried an acknowledg- 
ment of transgression in its very sound, and seemed rather to solicit than 
ssmmand attention. After it had been repeated again and again, the house- 
keeper, grumbling betwixt her teeth as she rose from the chimney corner 
in the hal’, and wrapping her checked handkerchief round her head te 
secure her from the cold air, paced across the stone-passage, and repeated 
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a careful ‘‘Wha’s there at this time 0’ night?” more than once before she 
undid the bolts and bars, and cautiously opened the door. 

“This is a fine time o’ night, Mr. Henry,” said the old dame, with the 
tyrannic insolence of a spoilt and favourite domestic—‘‘a braw time 0’ 
night and a bonny, to disturb a peaceful house in, and to keep quiet folk oust 
0’ their beds waiting for you. Your uncle’s been in his maist three hours 
syne, and Robin’s ill o’ the rheumatize, and he’s to his bed too, and sae I 
had to sit up for ye mysell, for as sair a hoast as I hae.” ; 

Here she coughed once or twice, in further evidence of the egregious in- 
convenience which she had sustained. 

‘“*Much obliged to you, Alison, and many kind thanks.” 

‘“‘ Hegh, sirs, sae fair-fashioned as we are! Mony folk ca’ me Mrs. Wilson, 
and Milnwood himsell is the only ane about this town thinks 0’ ca’ing me 
Alison, and indeed he as often says Mrs. Alison as ony other thing.” 

“Well, then, Mistress Alison,” said Morton, ‘I really am sorry to have 
kept you up waiting till I came in.” 

** And now that you are come in, Mr. Henry,” said the cross old woman, 
“‘ what for do you no tak up your candle and gang to your bed? and mind 
a dinna let the candle sweal as ye gang alang the wainscot parlour, and 

aud a’ the house scouring to get out the grease again.” 

‘But, Alison, I really must have something to eat, and a draught of ale, 
before I go to bed.” 

“‘ Kat ?—and ale, Mr. Henry? My certie, ye’re ill to serve! Do ye think 
we havena heard o’ your grand popinjay wark yonder, and how ye bleezed 
away as muckle pouther as wad hae shot a’ the wild-fowl that we’ll want 
atween now and Candlemas—and then ganging majoring to the piper’s 
Howtff wi’ a’ the idle loons in the country, and sitting there birling, at 
your poor uncle’s cost, nae doubt, wi’ a’ the scaff and ratf o’ the water side, 
till sun-down, and then coming hame and crying for ale, as if ye were 
maister and mair !’” 

Extremely vexed, yet anxious, on account of his guest, to procure refresh- 
ments if possible, Morton suppressed his resentment, and good-humouredly 
assured Mrs. Wilson, that he was really both hungry and thirsty; ‘and as 
for the shooting at the popinjay, 1 have heard you say you have been there 
yourself, Mrs. Wilson. —I wish you had come to look at us.” 

‘** Ah, Maister Henry,” said the old dame, ‘‘1 wish ye binna beginning to 
learn the way of blawing in a woman’s lug wi’ a’ your whilly-wha’s!— 
Aweel, sae ye dinna practise them but on auld wives like me, the less 
matter. But tak heed o’ the young queans, ladi—Popinjay—ye think your- 
sell a braw fellow enow; and troth!” (surveying him with the candle), 
“‘there’s nae fault to find wi’ the outside, if the inside be conforming. But 
I mind, when I was a gilpy of a lassock, seeing the Duke, that was him 
that lost his head at London—folk said it wasna a very gude ane, but it was 
aye a sair loss to him, puir gentleman — Aweel, he wan the popinjay, for 
few cared to win it ower his Grace’s head—weel, he had a comely presence, 
and when a’ the gentles mounted to show their capers, his Grace was as 
near to me as I am to you; and he said to me, ‘Tak tent o’ yoursell, my 
bonny lassie (these were his very words), for my horse is not very chancy.’ 
— And now, as ye say ye had sae little to eat or drink, I'll let you see that 
I havena been sae unmindfw’ o’ you; for I dinna think it’s safe for young 
folk to gang to their bed on an empty stomach.” 

To do Mrs. Wilson justice, her nocturnal harangues upon such occasions 
not unfrequently terminated with this sage apophthegm, which always pre- 
faced the producing of some provision a little better than ordinary, such as 
she now placed before him. In fact, the principal object of her maunder- 
sng was to display her consequence and love of power; for Mrs. Wilson 
was not, at the bottom, an ill-tempered woman, and certainly loved her uld 
and young master (both of whom she tormented extremely) bette: than acy 
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one else in the world. She now eyed Mr. Henry, as she called him with 
great complacency, as he partook of her good cheer. 

‘‘Muckle gude may it do ye, my bonny man. I trow ye dinna get sic a 
skirl-in-the-pan as that at Niel Blane’s. His wife was a canny body, and 
vould dress things very weel for ane in her line o’ business, but no like a 
gentleman’s housekeeper, to be sure. But I doubt the daughter’s a silly 
thing —an unco cockernony she had busked on her head at the kirk last 
Sunday. Iam doubting there will be news o’ a’ thae braws. But my auld 
een’s drawing thegither ;—dinna hurry yoursell, my bonny man; tak mind 
about the putting out the candle, and there’s a horn of ale, and a glass of 
clowgillie-flower water; I dinna gie ilka body that—I keep it for a pain I 
hae whiles in my ain stamach, and it’s better for your young blood than 
brandy. Sae, gude-night to ye, Mr. Henry, and see that ye tak gude care 
o’ the candle.” 

Morton promised to attend punctually to her caution, and requested her 
not to be alarmed if she heard the door opened, as she knew he must again, 
as usual, look to his horse, and arrange him for the night. Mrs. Wilson 
then retreated, and Morton, folding up his provisions, was about to hasten 
to his guest, when the nodding head of the old housekeeper was again thrust 
in at the door, with an admonition to remember to take an account of his 
ways before he laid himself down to rest, and to pray for protection during 
the hours of darkness. 

Such were the manners of a certain class of domestics, once common in 
Scotland, and perhaps still to be found in some old manor-houses in its 
remote counties. They were fixtures in the family they belonged to; and 
as they never conceived the possibility of such a thing as dismissal to be 
within the chances of their lives, they were, of course, sincerely attached to 
every member of it.* On the other hand, when spoiled by the indulgence 
or indolence of their superiors, they were very apt to become ill-tempered, 
self-sufficient and tyrannical; so much so, that a mistress or master would 
sometimes almost have wished to exchange their cross-grained fidelity for the 
smooth and accommodating duplicity of a modern menial. 


Chapter the Sixth. 


Yea, this man’s brow, like to a tragic leaf, 
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume. 
SHAKSPEARE, 


Brine at length rid of the housekeeper’s presence, Morton made a 
collection of what he had reserved from the provisions set before him, and 
prepared to carry them to his concealed guest. He did not think it neces- 
sary to take a light, being perfectly acquainted with every turn of the road ; 
and it was lucky he did not.do so, for he had hardly stepped beyond the 
threshold ere a heavy*trampling of horses announced that the body of 
3avalry, whose kettle-drumsf they had before heard, were in the act of 
passing along the high-road which winds round the foot of the bank on 


* A masculine retainer of this kind, having offended his master extremely, was commanded to leave huis 
ervsce instantly. “In troth and that will I not,” answered the domestic; “if your honour disna ken when 
se nae a gude servant, 1 ken when [ hae a gude master, and go away I will not.” Ou another occasion of 
he same nature, the master said, “John, you and I shall never sleep under the same roof again ;” to which 
‘ohn repsied, with much naivele, “ Whare the deil can your honour be ganging ?” 


+ Regimental music is never played at night. But who can assure us that such was not the castom im 


Uharles the Séeond’s time? ‘Till I am well informed on this point, the kettle-drums shall clash on, as adding 
wme.h._g to the ricturesque effect of the night-march. 
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which the house of Milnwood was placed. He heard the commanding 
officer distinctly give the word halt. A pause of silence followed, interrupted 
only by the occasional neighing or pawing of an impatient charger. 

‘““Whose house is this!” said a voice, in a tone of authority and com- 
mand. 

“* Milnwood, if it like your honour,” was the reply. 

“Ts the owner well affected?” said the inquirer. 

‘“‘He complies with the orders of Government, and frequents an indulged 
minister,’ was the response. 

“Hum! ay! indulged? a mere mask for treason, very impolitically al- 
lowed to those who are too great cowards to wear their principles barefaced. 
liad we not better send up a party, and search the house, in case some of 
the bloody villains concerned in this heathenish butchery may be concealed 
=in it?” 

Ere Morton could recover from the alarm into which this proposal had 
thrown him, a third speaker rejoined, “I cannot think it at all necessary ; 
Milnwood is an infirm, hypochondriac old man, who never meddles with 
politics, and loves his money-bags and bonds better than anything else in 
the world. His nephew, I hear, was at the wappen-schaw to-day, and gained 
-uc popinjay, which does not look like a fanatic. I should think they are 
all gone to bed long since, and an alarm at this time of night might kill the 
poor old man.” 

‘“‘Well,” rejoined the leader, ‘‘if that be so, to search the house would be 
lost time, of which we have but little to throw away. Gentlemen of the 
Life-Guards, forward—March !” 

A few notes on the trumpet, mingled with the occasional boom of the 
kettle-drum, to mark the cadence, joined with the tramp of hoofs, and the 
clash of arms, announced that the troop had resumed its march. The moon 
broke out as the leading files of the column attained a hill up which the 
road winded, and showed indistinctly the glittering of the steel caps; and 
the dark figures of the horses and riders might be imperfectly traced 
through the gloom. They continued to advance up the hill, and sweep 
over the top of it in such long succession as intimated a considerable numer- 
ical force. : 

When the last of them had disappeared, young Morton resumed his pur- 
pose of visiting his guest. Upon entering the place of refuge, he found him 
seated on his humble couch with a pocket Bible open in his hand, which he 
seemed to study with intense meditation. His broadsword, which he had 
unsheathed in the first alarm at the arrival of the dragoons, lay naked across 
his knees, and the little taper that stood beside him upon the old chest, 
which served the purpose of a table, threw a partial and imperfect light 
upon those stern and harsh features, in which ferocity was rendered more 
solemn and dignified by a wild cast of tragic enthusiasm. His brow was 
that of one in whom some strong o’ermastering principle has overwhelmed 
all other passions and feelings, like the swell of a high spring-tide, when 
the usual cliffs and breakers vanish from the eye, and their existence is 
only indicated by the chafing foam of the waves that burst and wheel over 
them. He raised his head, after Morton had contemplated him for about a 
minute. 

‘I perceive,” said Morton, looking at his sword, ‘‘that you heard the 
horsemen ride by; their passage delayed me for some minutes.” 

“‘T scarcely heeded them,” said Balfour; ‘ my hour is notyet come.. That 
I shall one day fall into their hands, and be honourably associated with the 
saints whom they have slaughtered, I am full well aware. And I would, 
young man, that the hour were come; it should be as weleome to me as ever 
wedding to bridegroom. But if my Master has more wo1k for me on earth, 
I must not do his labour grudgingly.” v 

“Ka and refresh yourself,” said Morton ; “ to-morrow your safety requiree 
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you should leave this place, in order to gain tl he hills, so soon as bee can see 
to distinguish the track through the morasses.’ 

“Young man,” returned Balfour, ‘‘you are already weary of me, and 
would be yet more so, perchance, did you know the task upon which I have 
been lately put. And I wonder not that it should be so, for there are times 
when I am weary of myself. Think you not it is a sore trial for flesh and 
blood, to be called upon to execute the righteous judgments of Heaven 
while we are yet in the body, and continue to retain that blinded sense and 
sympathy for carnal suffering, which makes our own flesh thrill when we 
strike a gash upon the body of another? And think you, that when some 
prime tyrant has been removed from his place, that the instruments of his 
punishment can at all times look back on their share in his downfall with 
firm and unshaken nerves? Must they not sometimes even question the 
truth of that inspiration which they have felt and acted under ?—must they 
not sometimes doubt the origin of that strong impulse with which their 
prayers for heavenly direction under difficulties have been inwardly an- 
swered and confirmed, and confuse, in their disturbed apprehensions, the 
responses of Truth itself with some strong delusion of the enemy ?” 

8 These are subjects, Mr. Balfour, on which I am ill qualified to converse 
with you,” answered Morton; “ but J own I should strongly doubt the ori 
gin of any inspiration which seemed to dictate a line of conduct contrary to 
those feelings of natural humanity which Heaven has assigned to us as the 
general law of our conduct.” 

Balfour seemed somewhat disturbed, and drew himself hastily up, but 
immediately composed himself, and answered coolly, “lt is natural you 
should think so; you are yet in the dungeon-house of the law, a pit darker 
than that into which Jeremiah was plunged, even the dungeon of Mal- 
eaiah the son of Hamelmelech, where there was no water but mire. Yet 
is the seal of the covenant upon your forehead, and the son of the right 
eous, who resisted to blood where the banner was spread on the mountains, 
shall not be utterly lost, as one of the children of darkness. ‘Trow ye, that 
in this day of bitterness and calamity, nothing is required at our hands but 
to keep the moral law as far as our carnal fr: ailty will permit? ‘Think ye 
our conquests must be only over our corrupt and evil affections and pas- 
sions? No—we are called upon, when we have girded up our loins, to run 
the race boldly, and when we have drawn the sword, we are enjoined to 
smite the ungodly, though he be our neighbour, and the man of power and 
cruelty, though he were of our own kindred, and the friend of our own 
bosom.” 

‘‘ These are the sentiments,” said Morton, ‘‘ that your enemies impute to 
you, and which palliate, if they do not vindicate the cruel measures which 
the council have directed against you. They affirm, that you pretend to 
derive your rule of action from what you call an inward light, rejecting the 
restraints of legal magistracy, of national law, and even of common human. 
ity, when in opposition | to what you call the spirit within you.’ 

“They do us wrong,” answered the Covenanter ; ‘it is they, perjured as 
they are, who have rejected all law, both divine and civil, and who now 
persecute us for adherence to the Solemn League and Covenant between 
God and the kingdom of Scotland, to which all of them, save a few popish 
raalignants, have sworn in former days, and which they now burn in the 
market-places, and tread under foot in derision. When this Charles Stuart 
returned to these kingdoms, did the malignants bring him back? They 
had tried it with strong hand,—but they failed, I trow. Could James Gra 
hame of Montrose, and his Highland caterans, have put him again in the 
place of his father? I think their heads on the Westport told another tale 
for many a long day. It was the workers of the glorious work — the re- 
formers of the beauty of the tabernacle, that called him again to the high 
piace from which his father fell. And what has been our reward? In the 
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rophet, ‘We looked for peace, but no good came; and for a 
alth, and behold trouble—The snorting of his horses was heard 
an; the whole land trembled at the sound of the neighing of his 
ig ones ; ; for they are come, and have devoured the land and all that is 
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n it. 
“Mr. Balfour,” answered Morton, “I neither undertake to subscribe to or 
refute your complaints against the Government. I have endeavoured to re- 
pay a debt due to the comrade of my father, by giving you shelter in your 
distress, but you will excuse me from engaging myself either in your cause, 
or in controversy. I will leave you to repose, and heartily wish it were in 
my power to render your condition more comfortable.” 

“But I shall see you, I trust, in the morning, ere I depart? Iam nota 
man whose bowels yearn after kindred and friends of this world. When 1 
put my hand to the plough, I entered into a covenant with my worldly 
affections that I should not look back on the things I left behind me. Yet 
the son of mine ancient comrade is to me as mine own, and I cannot behold 
him without the deep and firm belief that I shall one day see him gird on 
his sword in the dear and precious cause for which his father fought and 
bled.” 

With a promise on Morton’s part that he would call the refugee when it 
was time for him to pursue his journey, they parted for the night. 

Morton retired to a few hours’ rest; but his imagination, disturbed by 
the events of the day, did not permit him to enjoy sound repose. There 

~ was a blended vision of horror before him, in which his new friend seemed 
to be a principal actor. ‘The fair form of Edith Bellenden also mingled in 
his dream, weeping, and with dishevelled hair, and appearing to call on 
him for comfort and assistance, which he had not in his power to render, 
He awoke from these unrefreshing slumbers with a feverish impulse, and a 
heart which foreboded disaster. There was already a tinge of dazzling 
lustre on the verge of the distant hills, and the dawn was abroad in all the 
freshness of a summer morning. 

‘‘T have slept too long,”’ he exclaimed to himself, “and must now hasten 
to forward the journey of this unfortunate fugitive.” 

He dressed himself as fast as possible, opened the door of the house with 

as little noise as he could, and hastened to the place of refuge occupied by 
the Covenanter. Morton entered on tiptoe, for the determined tone and 
manner, as well as the unusual language and sentiments of this singular 
individual, had struck him with a sensation approaching to awe. Balfour 
was still asleep. A ray of light streamed on his uncurtained couch, and 
showed to Morton the working of his harsh features, which seemed agitated 
by some strong internal cause of disturbance. He had not undressed. Both 
his arms were above the bed-cover, the right hand strongly clenched, and 
occasionally making that abortive attempt to strike, which usually attends 
dreams of violence; the left was extended, and agitated, from time to time, 
by 2 movement as if repulsing some one. The | perspiration stood on his 
brow, ‘like bubbles in a late disturbed stream,’’ and these marks of emo- 
tion were accompanicd with broken words which escaped from him at in- 
tervals—‘ Thou art taken, Judas—thou art taken—Cling not to my knees 
cling not to my knees—hew him down!—A priest? Ay, a priest of Baal, 
to be bound and slain, even at the brook Kishon.—Fire-arms will not pre- 

vail against him—Str ike—thrust with the cold iron !—put him out of pain 
—put “him out of pain, were it but for the sake of his grey hairs.” 

Much alarmed at the import of these expressions, which seemed to burst 
from him even in sleep with the stern energy accompanying the perpetra- 
tion of some act of violence, Morton shook his guest by the shoulder in order 
jo awake him. The first words he uttered were, “Bear me where ye will, 
I will avouch the deed!” 

His glance around having then fully awakened him, he at once assumed 
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all the stern and gloomy composure of his ordinary manner, and throwing 
himself on his knees, before speaking to Morton, poured forth an ejacula- 
tory prayer for the suffering Church of Scotland, entreating that the blood 
of her murdered saints and seauty might be precious in the sight of 
Heaven, and that the shield of the Almighty might be spread over the seat 
tered romuant, who, for His name’s sake, were > abiders in the wilderness 
Vengeance—speedy and ample vengeance on the oppressors—was the con 
cluding petition of his devotions, which he expressed aloud in strong and em- 
phatic language, rendered more impressive by the Orientalism of Scripture. 

When he had finished his prayer he arose, and taking Morton by the 
arm, they descended together to the stable, where the Wanderer (to give 
Burley a title which was often conferred on his sect) began to make his 
horse ready to pursue his journey. When the animal was saddled and 
bridled, Burley requested Morton to walk with him a gun-shot into the 
wood, and direct him to the right road for gaining the moors. Morton 
readily complied, and they walked for some time in silence under the shade 
of some fine old trees, pursuing a sort of natural path, which, after passing 

through woodlands for about half a mile, led into the bare and wild country 
which extends to the foot of the hills. 

There was little conversation between them, until at length Burley sud- 
denly asked Morton, ‘‘ Whether the words he had spoken over-night had 
borne fruit in his mind ?” 

Morton answered, ‘“ That he remained of the same opinion which he had 
formerly held, and was determined, at least as far and as long as possible, 
to unite the duties of a good Christian with those of a peaceful subject.” 

“In other words,” replied Burley, “‘ you are desirous to serve both God 
and Mammon—to be one day professing the truth with your lips, and the 
next day in arms, at the command of carnal and tyrannic authority, to 
shed the blood of those who for the truth have forsaken all things! Think 
ye,” he continued, ‘‘to touch pitch and remain undefiled? to mix in the 
ranks of malignants, papists, papa-prelatists, latitudinarians, and atee: 
to partake of their sports, which are like the meat offered unto idols; 
hold intercourse, perchance, with their daughters, as the sons of God so 
the daughters of men in the world before the flood ?— think you, I say, to 
do all these things, and yet remain free from pollution? I say unto you, 
that all communication with the enemies of the Church is the accursed 
thing which God hateth! Touch not — taste not — handle not! And grieve 
not, young man, as if you alone were called upon to subdue your carnal 
affections, and renounce the pleasures which are a snare to your feet —I 
say to you, that the Son of David hath denounced no better lot on the 
whole generation of mankind.” 

He then mounted his horse, and turning to Morton, repeated the text of 
Scripture, ‘An heavy yoke was ordained for the sons of Adam from the 
day they go out of their mother’s womb, till the day that they return to the 
Mother of all things; from him who is clothed in blue silk and weareth a 
srown, even to him who weareth simple linen, — wrath, envy, trouble, and 
anquietness, rigour, strife, and fear of death in the time of rest.” 

Having uttered these words, he set his horse in motion, and soon disap- 
peared among the boughs of the forest. 

“ Farewell, stern enthusiast !” said Morton, looking: after him. ‘In some 
moods of my mind, how dangerous would be the society of such a com- 
panion! If I am daniwecd by his zeal for abstract doctrines of faith, or 
eather by a peculiar mode of worship” (such was the purport of his reflee- 
tions), ‘can I be a man, and a Scotchman, and look with indifference on 
that persecution which has made wise men mad? Was not the cause of 
freedom, civil and religious, that for which my father fought? and shall | 
lo well to remain inactive, or to take the part of an oppressive government, 
if there should appear any rational prospect of redressing the insufferable — 
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wrongs ts which my miserable countrymen are subjected ?— And yet, wha 
shall wartant me that these people, rendered wild by persecution, would 
not, in the hour of victory, be as cruel and as intolerant as those by whom 
they are now hunted down? What degree of moderation, or of mercy, can 
be expected from this Burley, so distinguished as one of their principal 
champions, and who seems even now to be reeking from some recent deed 
of violence, and to feel stings of remorse which even his enthusiasm cannot 
altogether stifle. I am weary of seeing nothing but violence and fury 
around me — now assuming the mask of lawful authority, now taking that 
of religious zeal. Iam sick of my country —of myself— of my dependent 
situation — of my repressed feelings — of these woods — of that river — of 
that house — of all but — Edith, and she can never be mine! Why should 
I haunt her walks ?— why encourage my own delusion, and perhaps hers? 
She can never be mine: her grandmother’s pride — the opposite principles 
of our families—my wretched state of dependence—a poor miserable 
slave, for I have not even the wages of a servant, —all circumstances give 
the lie to the vain hope that we can ever be united. Why then protract a 
delusion so painful ? ; 

“But I am no slave,” he said aloud, and drawing himself up to his full 
stature — ‘no slave, in one respect surely. I can change my abode—my 
father’s sword is mine, and Europe lies open before me, as before him and 
hundreds besides of my countrymen, who have filled it with the fame of 
their exploits. Perhaps some lucky chance may raise me to a rank with 
our Ruthvens, our Lesleys, our Monroes, the chosen leaders of the famous 
Protestant champion, Gustavus Adolphus — or if not, a soldier’s life or a 
soldier’s grave.” 

_ When he had formed this determination, he found himself near the door 
of his uncle’s house, and resolved to lose no time in making him acquainted 
with it. 

‘‘ Another glance of Edith’s eye, another walk by Edith’s side, and my 
resolution would melt away. I will take an irrevocable step, therefore, and 
then see her for the last time.” 

In this mood he entered the wainscotted parlour, in which his uncle was 
already placed at his morning’s refreshment, a huge plate of oatmeal por- 
ridge, with a corresponding allowance of butter-milk. The favourite house- 
keeper was In attendance, half standing, half resting on the back of a chair, 
in a posture betwixt freedom and respect. The old gentleman had been 
remarkably tall in his earlier days, an advantage which he now lost by 
stooping to such a degree, that at a meeting, where there was some dispute 
concerning the sort of arch which should be thrown over a considerable 
brook, a facetious neighbour proposed to offer Milnwood a handsome sum 
for his curved backbone, alleging that he would sell anything that belonged 
to him. Splay feet of unusual size, long thin hands, garnished with nails 
which seldom felt the steel, a wrinkled and puckered visage, the et of 
which corresponded with that of his person, together with a pair of little 
sharp bargain-making grey eyes, that seemed eternally looking out for their 
advantage, completed the highly unpromising exterior of Mr. Morton of 
Milnwood. As it would have been very injudicious to have lodged a liberal 
or benevolent disposition in such an unworthy cabinet, nature had suited 
his person with a mind exactly in conformity with it,—that is to say, mean, - 
selfish, and covetous. : ; 

When this amiable personage was aware of the presence of his nephew, 
he hastened, before addressing him, to swallow the spoonful of porridge 
which he was in the act of conveying to his mouth, and as it chanced to be 
scalding hot, the pain occasioned by its descent down his throat and into 
ais stomach, inflamed the ill-humour with which he was already prepared 
to meet his kinsman. ‘The deil take them that made them!’ was his first — 
ejaculation, apostrophizing his mess of porridge. | 
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* They’ re gude parritch eneugh,” said Mrs. Wilson, “if ye wad but take 
time to sup them. I made them mysell; but if folk winna hae patience, 
they should get their thrapples causewayed. - 

* Waud your peace, Alison! I was speaking to my nevoy. — How is this, 
sir? — and what sort o’ scampering gates are these o’ going on? Ye were 
not at ham? last night till near midnight.” 

‘Thereabouts, sir, I believe,’ answered Morton, in an indifferent tone. 

“Thererbouts, sir '?— What sort of an answer is that, sir? Why came 
ye nae hane when other folk left the gerund ?” 

“YT suppose you know the reason very well, sir,’ said Morton; “I had 
the fortune to be the best marksman of the day, and remained, as is usual, 
to give some little entertainment to the other young men.” 

“The deevil ye did, sir! And ye come to tell me that to my face? You 
pre‘end to gie entertainments, that canna come by a dinner except by sorn- 
ing on a carefu’ man like me? ? But if ye put me to charges, I’se work it 
out o’ ye. I seena why ye shouldna haud the pleugh, now that the pleugh- 
man has left us; it wad set ye better than wearing thae green duds, and 
wasting your siller on _powther and lead; it wad put ye in an honest call- 
ing, and wad keep ye in bread without being behadden to ony ane.’ 

“Tem very ambitious of learning such a calling, sir, but I don’t under 
stand driving the plough.” 

“‘And what for no? It’s easier than your gunning and archery that ye 
like sae well. Auld Davie is ca’ing it e’en now, and ye may be goadsman 
for ths first twa or three days, and tak tent ye dinna o’erdrive the owsen, 
and then ye will be fit to gang between the stilts. Ye’ll ne’r learn younger, 
ll be your caution. Haggie-holm is heavy land, and Davie is ower auld 
to kecp the coulter down now.’ 

“‘] beg pardon for interrupting you, sir, but I have formed a scheme for 
myself, which will have the same effect of relieving you of the burden and 
charge attending my company.” 

“‘ Ay? indeed? a scheme o’ yours? that must be a denty ane!” said the 
uncle, with a very peculiar sneer; “let’s hear about it, lad.” 

“It is said in two words, sir. intend to leave this country and serve 
abroad, as my father did before these unhappy troubles broke out at home. 
His name will not be so entirely forgotten in the countries where he served, 
but that it will procure his son at least the opportunity of trying his for- 
tune as a soldier.” 

“Gude be gracious to us!”’ exclaimed the housekeeper; ‘our young Mr. 
Harry gang abroad? Na, na! eh, na! that maun never be.” 

Milnwood, entertaining no thought or purpose of parting with his 
nephew, who was moreover, very useful to him in many respects, was thun- 
derstruck at this abrupt declaration of independence from a person whose 
deference to him had hitherto been unlimited. He recovered himself, how- 
ever, immediately. 

‘“¢ And wha do you think is to give you the means, young man, for such 
a wild-goose chase? Not I, Iam sure—I can hardly support ye at hame. 
And ye wad be marrying, I’se warrant, as your father did afore ye, too, and 
sending your uncle hame a pack o’ weans to be fighting and skirling through 
the house in my auld days, and to take wing “and flee aff like yoursell, 
vhenever they were asked to serve a turn about the town ?” 

“I have no thoughts of ever marrying,” answered Henry. 

“Hear till him, now!” said the housekeeper. “It’s a shame to hear a 
Jouce young lad speak in that way, since a’ the warld kens that they maun 

“ther marry or do waur.” 

“ Hiaud your peace, Alison,” said her master ;—‘‘and you, Harry,” (he 
added, more mildly), ‘“‘ put this nonsense out o’ your head-—this comes 0’ 
letting ye gang a-sodgering for a day—mind ye hae nae siller, lad, for ony 
sic uonsense plans.” 
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“T beg your pardon, sir, my wants shall be very few; and would yon 
»lease to give me the gold chain, which the Margrave gave to my father 
after the battle of Lutzen” 

‘“‘Mercy on us! the gowd chain!’ exclaimed his uncle. 

“The chain of gowd!” re-echoed the housekeeper, both aghast with 
astonishment at the audacity of the proposal. 

— ‘I will keep a few links,” continued the young man, “‘to remind me 
of him by whom it was won, and the place where he won it,” continued 
Morton; “the rest shall furnish me the means of following the same career 
in which my father obtained that mark of distinction.” 

‘““Mercifw’ powers!” exclaimed the governante, ‘“‘my master wears it 
every Sunday !” 

“Sunday and Saturday,” added old Milnwood, “ whenever I put on my 
black velvet coat; and Wylie Mactricket is partly of opinion it’s a kind of 
heir-loom, that rather belangs to the head of the house than to the imme- 
diate descendant. It has three thousand links; I have counted them a 
thousand times. It’s worth three hundred pounds sterling.” 

‘That is more than I want, sir; if you choose to give me the third part 
of the money, and five links of the chain, it will amply serve my purpose, 
and the rest will be some slight atonement for the expense and trouble I 
have put you to.” 

“The laddie’s in a creel!’ exclaimed his uncle. ‘O sirs! what will be- 
come 0’ the rigs o’ Milnwood when I am dead and gane! He would fling 
the crown 0’ Seotland awa, if he had it.” 

“ Hout, sir,” said the old housekeeper, ‘“‘I maun e’en say it’s partly your 
ain faut. Ye maunna curb his head ower sair in neither; and, to be sure, 
since he has gane doun to the Howff, ye maun just e’en pay the lawing.” 

“Tf it be not abune twa dollars, Alison,” said the old gentleman, very 
reluctantly. 

“Tit settle it mysell wi’ Niel Blane, the first time I gang down to the 
clachan,” said Alison, ‘cheaper than your honour or Mr. Harry can do ;” 
and then whispered to Henry, ‘‘Dinna vex him ony mair; I’ll pave the 
lave out o’ the butter siller, and nae mair words about it.” "Then proceed- 
ing aloud, ‘‘ And ye maunna speak o’ the young gentleman hauding the 
pleugh ; there’s puir distressed whigs enow about the country will be glad to 
do that for a bite and a soup—it sets them far better than the like o’ him.” 

“* And then we’ll hae the dragoons on us,” said Milnwood, ‘for comfort- 
ing and entertaining inter-communed rebels ;—a bonny strait ye wad put 
us in!— But take your breakfast, Harry, and then lay by your new green 
coat, and put on your Raploch grey; it’s a mair mensfw’ and thrifty dress, 
and a mair seemly sight, than thae dangling slops and ribbands.” 

Morton left the room, perceiving plainly that he had at present no chance 
of gaining his purpose, and, perhaps, not altogether displeased at the ob- 
stacles which seemed to present themselves to his leaving the neighbour- 
hood of Tillietudlem. The housekeeper followed him into the next room, 
patting him on the back, and bidding him “be a gude bairn, and pit by 
his braw things. — And rll loup doun your hat, and lay by the band and 
ribband,” said the officious dame; ‘and ye maun never, at no hand, speak 
0’ leaving the land, or of selling the gowd chain, for your uncle has an 
unco pleasure in looking on you, ‘and in counting the links of the chainzie ; : 
and ye ken auld folk canna last for ever; sae the chain, and the lands, and 
a’ will be your ain ae day; and ye may marry ony leddy i in the country- 
side ye like, and keep a braw house at Milnwood, for there’s enow 0’ paieed 
and is not that worth waiting for, my dow ?” 

There was something in the latter part of the prognostic which sounded se 
agreeably in the ears of Morton, that he shook the old dame cordially by tne 
hand, and assured her he was much obliged for her good advice, and would 
weigh it carefully before he proceeded to act upon his former resolution 
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From seventeen years till now, almost fourscore, 
Here lived I, but now live here no more, 
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek, . 
But at fourscore it is too late a week. 
As You Like It. 


We must conduct our readers to the Tower of Tillietudlem, to which — 
Lady Margaret Bellenden had returned, in romantic phrase, malecontent 
and full of heaviness, at the unexpected, and, as she deemed it, indelible 
affront, which had been brought upon her dignity by the public mis-ear- 
riage of Goose Gibbie. That unfortunate man-at-arms was forthwith com- 
manded to drive his feathered charge to the most remote parts of the 
common moor, and on no account to awaken the grief or resentment of -his 
lady, by appearing in her presence while the sense of the affront was yet 
recent. 

The next proceeding of Lady Margaret was to hold a solemn court of 
justice, to which Harrison and the butler were admitted, partly on the foot- 
ing of witnesses, partly as assessors, to inquire into the recusancy of Cuddie 
Headrigg the ploughman, and the abatement which he had received from 
his mother ——these being regarded as the original causes of the disaster 
which had befallen the chivalry of Tillietudlem. The charge being fully 
made out and substantiated, Lady Margaret resolved to reprimand the cul- 

rits in person, and, if she found them impenitent, to extend the censure 
into a sentence of expulsion from the barony. Miss Bellenden alone ven- 
tured to say anything in behalf of the accused. But her countenance did 
not profit them as it might have done on any other occasion ; for as soon as 
Edith had hear4 it ascertained that the unfortunate cavalier had not suf- 
fered in his person, his disaster had affected her with an irresistible dispo- 
sition to laugh, which, in spite of Lady Margaret’s indignation, or rather 
irritated, as usual, by restraint, had broke out repeatedly on her return 
homeward, until her grandmother, in no shape imposed upon by the several 
fictitious causes which the young lady assigned for her ill-timed risibility, 
upbraided her in very bitter terms with being insensible to the honour of 
her family. Miss Bellenden’s intercession, therefore, had on this occasion 

little or no chance to be listened to. 

"As if to evince the rigour of her disposition, Lady Margaret, on this 
solemn occasion, exchanged the ivory-headed cane with which she com- 
monly walked, for an immense gold-headed staff, which had belonged to 
her father, the deéeased Karl of ‘Torwood, and which, like a sort of mace 
of office, she only made use of on occasicns of special solemnity. Supported 
by this awful baton of command, Lady Margaret Bellenden entered the cot 
tage of the delinquents. : 

There was an air of consciousness about old Mause, as she rose from her 
wicker chair in the chimney-nvok, not with the cordial alertness of visage 
which used, on other occasions, to express the honour she felt in the visit of 
her lady, but with a certain solemnity and embarrassment, like an accused 
party on his first appearance in presence of his judge, before whom he is, 
nevertheless, determined to assert his innocence. Her arms were folded, 
her mouth primmed into an expression of respect, mingled with obstinacy, — 
her whole mind apparently bent up to the solemn interview. With her 
pest curtsey to the ground, and a mute motion of reverence, Mause pointed 
to the chair which on former occasions, Lady Margaret (for the good lady 
was somewhat of a gossip) had deigned to occupy for half an hour some- 
times at a time, hearing the news of the county and of the borough. But 
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at present her mistress was far too indignant for such condescension. She 
rejected the mute invitati:r. with a haughty wave of her hand, and drawing 
herself up as she spoke, she uttered the following interrogatory in a tone 
calculated to overwhelm the culprit. : 

“Ts it true, Mause, as I am informed by Harrison, Gudyill, and others 
of my people, that you hae taen it upon you, contrary to the faith you owe 
to God and the King, and to me, your natural lady and mistress, to keep 
back your son frae the wappen-schaw held by the order of the sheriff, and 
to return his armour and abulyiements at a moment when it was impos- 
sible to find a suitable delegate in his stead, whereby the barony of Tillie- 
udlem, baith in the person of its mistress and indwellers, has incurred sic 
@ disgrace and dishonour as hasna befa’en the family since the days of 
Maleolm Canmore ?” 

Mause’s habitual respect for her mistress was extreme ;—she hesitated, 
and one or two short coughs expressed the difficulty she had in defending 
herself. 

“T am sure—my leddy—hem! hem!—TI am sure I am sorry—very sorry 
that ony cause of displeasure should hae occurred—but my son’s illness”— 

“Pinna tell me of your son’s illness, Mause! Had he been sincerely 
unweel, ye would hae been at the Tower by daylight to get something that 
wad do him gude; there are few ailments that I havena medical recipes for, 
and that ye ken fu’ weel.” 

““O ay, my leddy! Iam sure ye hae wrought wonderful cures; the last 
thing ye sent Cuddie, when he had the batts, e’en wrought like a charm.” 

“Why, then, woman, did ye not apply to me, if there was ony real need? 
—but there was none, ye fause-hearted vassal that ye are !” 

‘Your leddyship never ca’d me sic a word as that before. Ohon! that 
1 suld live to be ca’d sae,” she continued, bursting into tears, “‘and mea 
born servant o’ the house o’ Tillietudlem! I am sure they belie baith 
Cuddie and me sair, if they said he wadna fight ower the boots in blade 
for your leddyship and Miss Edith, and the old Tower—ay suld he, and I 
would rather see him buried beneath it, than he suld gie way; but thir 
ridings and wappenschawings, my leddy, I hae nae broo o’ them ava—I can 
find nae warrant for them whatsoever.” 

“Nae warrant for them?” cried the high-born dame. ‘“ Do ye na ken, 
woman, that ye are bound to be liege vassals in all hunting, hosting, watch- 
ing, and warding, when lawfully summoned thereto in my name? Your 
service is not gratuitous—I trow ye hae land for it. Ye’re kindly tenants; 
hae a cot-house, a kale-yard, and a cow’s grass on the common. Few hae 
been brought farther ben, and ye grudge your son suld gie me a day’s ser-* 
vice in the field ?” ’ 

“Na, my leddy —na, my leddy, it’s no that,” exclaimed Mause, greatly 
embarrassed, “‘ but ane canna. serve twa maisters; andy if the truth maun 
e’en come out, there’s Ane abune whase commands I maun obey before 
your leddyship’s. I am sure I would put neither king’s nor kaisar’s. nor 
ony earthly creature’s, afore them.” 

“ How mean ye by that, ye auld fule woman ?—D?’ ye think that I order 
onything against conscience ?” 

“J dinna pretend to say that, mv leddy, in regard o’ your leddyship’s 
conscience, which has been brought up, as it were, wi’ prelatic principles ; 
but ilka ane maun walk by the light o’ their ain; and mine,” said Mause, 
waxing bolder as the conference became animated, ‘tells me that I suld 
leave a’—cot, kale-yard, and cow’s grass—and suffer a’, rather than that I 
or mine should put on harness in an unlawfu’ cause.” 

“ Unlawfu’!” exclaimed her mistress ; ‘‘ the cause to whick. you are called 
by your lawful leddy and mistress—by the command of the king—by the 

writ of the privy council—by the order of the lord-lieutenant ~by the 
warrant of the sheriff?” 3 
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“Ay, my leddy, nae doubt; but no to displeasure your leddyship, ye’ll 
nind th:.t there was ance a king in Seripture they ca’d Nebuchadnezzar, 
and he set up a golden image in the plain o’ Dura, as it might be in the 
haugh yonder by the water side, where the array were warned to meet yes- 
serday; and the princes, and the governors, and the captains, and the 
judges themsells, forby the treasurers, the counsellors, and the sheriffs, 
were warned to the dedication thereof, and commanded to fall down and 
worship at the sound of the cornet, flute, harp, sackbut, psaltery, and all 
kinds of music.” 

“And what 0’ a’ this, ye fule wife? Or what had Nebuchadnezzar to do 
with the wappen-schaw of the Upper Ward of Clydesdale ?” 

“Only just thus far, my leddy,” continued Mause, firmly, ‘“ that prelacy 
is like the great golden image in the plain of Dura, and that as Shadrach, 
Meshach, and Abednego, were borne out in refusing to bow down and wor- 
ship, so neither shall Cuddie Headrigg, your leddyship’s poor pleughman, 
at least wi’ his auld mither’s consent, make murgeons or Jenny-flections 
as they ca’ them, in the house of the prelates and curates, nor gird him wi’ 
armour to fight in their cause, either at the sound of kettle-drums, organs, 
bagpipes, or ony other kind of music whatever.” 

Lady Margaret Bellenden heard this exposition of Scripture with the 
greatest possible indignation, as well as surprise. 

“TI see which way the wind blows,” she exclaimed, after a pause of as- 
tonishment; ‘‘the evil spirit of the year sixteen hundred and forty-twa is 
at wark again as merrily as ever, and ilka auld wife in the chimley-neuck 
will be for knapping doctrine wi’ doctors o’ divinity and the godly fathers 
o’ the church.” 

“Tf your leddyship means the bishops and curates, I’m sure they hae 
been but step-fathers to the Kirk o’ Scotland. And since your leddyship 
is pleased to speak o’ parting wi’ us, I am free to tell you a piece o’ my 
mind in another article. Your leddyship and the steward hae been pleased 
to propose that my son Cuddie suld work in the barn wi’ a new-fangled 
machine* for dighting the corn frae the chaff, thus impiously thwarting 
the will of Divine Providence, by raising wind for your leddyship’s ain 
particular use by human art, instead of soliciting it by prayer, or waiting 
patiently for whatever dispensation of wind Providence was pleased to send 
upon the sheeling-hill. Now, my leddy” 
_ “The woman would drive ony reasonable being daft!’ said Lady Mar- 
garet ; then resuming her tone of authority and indifference, she concluded, 
“ Weel, Mause, I'll just end where I sud hae begun — ye’re ower learned 
and ower godly for me to dispute wi’; sae I have just this to say,—either 
Cuddie must attend musters when he’s lawfully warned by the ground 
officer, or the sooner he and you flit and quit my bounds the better; there’s 
nae scarcity o’ auld wives or ploughmen; but if there were, I had rather 
that the rigs of Tillietudlem bare naething but windle-straes and sandy 
avrocksf than that they were ploughed by rebels to the king.” 

‘** Aweel my leddy,” said Mause, ‘‘I was born here, and thought to die 
where my father died; and your leddyship has been a kind mistress, UJI 
ne’er deny that, and I’se ne’er cease to pray for you and for Miss Edith, 
and that ye may be brought to see the error of your ways. But still” —— 

“The error of my ways!” interrupted Lady Margaret, much incensed — 
“the error of my ways, ye uncivil woman ?” 

“Ou, ay, my leddy, we are blinded that live in this valley of tears and 
darkness, and hae a’ ower mony errors, grit folks as weel as sma’—but, as 
{ said, my puir oennison will rest wi’ you and yours wherever I am. I 


** Probablv something similar to the barn fanners now used for winnowing corn, which were not, however 
aed in their present shape until about 1730. They were objected to by the mure rigid sectar es on thev 
“pst introduction, upou such reasoning as that of honest Mause in the next. 
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will be wae to hear o’ your affliction, and blythe to hear 0’ your prospe * ty 
tempora) and spiritual. But I canna prefer the commands of an earthly 
mistress to those of a heavenly master, and sae I am e’en ready to suffer 
for righteousness’ sake.” 

“Tb is very well,” said Lady Margaret, turning her back in great dis- 
pleasure; “ye ken my will, Mause, in the matter. Ill hae nae whiggery 
in the barony of ‘Tillietudlem —the next thing wad be to set up a con- 
venticle in my very withdrawing room.’ 

Having said this, she dep: arted, with an air of great dignity ; ; and Mause, 
giving way to feelings which she had suppressed during the interview,—for 
she, like her mistress, had her own feeling of pride, — now lifted up her 
voice and wept aloud. 

Cuddie, whose malady, real or pretended, still detained him in bed, la 
perdu during ali this conference, snugly ensconced within his boarded ‘bed- 
stead, and terrified to death lest Lady Margaret, whom he held in hereditary 
reverence, should have detected his presence, and bestowed on him person- 
ally some of those bitter reproaches with which she loaded his mother. But 
as soon as he thought her ladyship fairly out of hearing, he bounced up in 
his nest. 

“The foul fa’ ye, that I suld say sae,” he cried out to his mother, ‘for a 
lang-tongued clavering wife, as my father, honest man, aye ca’d ye! 
Couldna ye let the leddy alane wi’ your whiggery? And I ‘was e’en as 
great a gomeral to let ye persuade me to lie up here amang the blankets 
like a hurcheon, instead o’ gaun to the wappen-schaw like other folk.—Od, 
but I put a trick on ye, for “T was out at the window-bole when your auld 
back was turned, and awa down by to hae a baff at the popinjay, and I 
shot within twa on’t. I cheated the leddy for your clavers, but 1 wasna 
gaun to cheat my joe. But she may marry whae ‘she likes now, for I’m 
clean dung ower. This is a waur dirdum than we got frae Mr. Gudyill 
when ye oarr’d me refuse-to eat a plum-porridge on Yule-eve, as if it were 
ony inatter to God or man whether a pleughman had suppit on minched pies 
or sour sowens.’ 

‘“*Q, whisht, my bairn! whisht!” replied Mause ; “thou kensna about thae 
things—It was forbidden meat, things dedicated ‘to set days and holydays, 
which are inhibited to the use of protestant Christians.” 

“And now,” continued her son, ‘ye hae brought the leddy hersell on 
our hands!—An I could but hae gotten some decent claes in, I wad hae 
spanged out o’ bed, and iauld her {wad ride where she liked, night or day, 
an she wad but leave us the free house, and the yaird that grew the best 
early kale in the haill country, and the cow’s grass.’ 

‘*Q wow! my winsome bairn, Cuddie,” continued the old dame, “ murmur 
not at the dispensation; never grudge suffering i in the gude cause.’ 

‘But what ken I if the cause is gude or no, mither,” rejoined Cuddie, 
‘for a’ ye bleeze out sae muckle doctrine about it? It’s clean beyond my 
comprehension a’thegither.—I see nae sae muckle difference atween the twa 
ways o’t as a’ the folk pretend. It’s very true the curates read aye the same 
words ower again ; and if they be right words, what for no?—a gude tale’s 
no the waur 0’ being twice tauld, | trow; and a body has aye the better 
chance to understand it. Every body’ 8 no sae gleg at the uptake as ye are 
yoursell, mither.” 

“QO, my dear Cuddie, this is the sairest distress of a’,” said the anxious 
mother—“ 0, how aften have I shown ye the treks. between a pure 
evangelical doctrine, and ane that’s corrupt wi’ human inventions? O, my 
bairn, if no for your ain saul’s sake, yet for my grey hairs” 

ff Weel, mither,” said Cuddie, interrupting her, ‘“‘ what need ye mak sae 
muckle din about it? I hae aye dune whate’er ye bade me, and gaed to 
kirk whare’er ye likit on the Sundays, and fended weel for ye in the ilka 
days besides. And that’s what vexes me mair than a’ the rest, when I 
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think how I am to fend for ye now in thae brickle times. I am no clear if 
I car pleugh ony place but the Mains and Mucklewhame, at least I neven — 
tried ony other grund, and it wadna come natural to me. And -nae neigh- 
bouring heritors will daur to take us, after being turned aff thae bounds for 
non-enormity.”’ 

‘“‘ Nou-conformity, hinnie,” signed Mause, “is the name that thae warldly 
men gie us.” 

“ Aweel, aweel—we’ll hae to gang to a far country, maybe twall or fifteen 
miles aff. I could be a dragoon, nae doubt, for I can ride and play wi’ the 
broadsword a bit, but ye wad be roaring about your blessing and your grey 
hairs.”’ (Here Mause’s exclamations became extreme.) ‘ Weel, weel, I 
but spoke o’t; besides, ye’re ower auld to be sitting cocked up on a baggage- 
wagon, wi’ Eppie Dumblane, the corporal’s wife. Sae what’s to come 0’ us 
I canna weel see—I doubt Ill hae to take the hills wi’ the wild whigs, as 
they ca’ them, and then it will be my lot to be shot down like a mawkin at 
some dike-side, or to be sent to Heaven wi’ a Saint Johnstone’s tippit about 
my hause.”’ 

“Q, my bonny Cuddie,” said the zealous Mause, ‘forbear sic carnal, 
self-seeking language, whilk is just a misdoubting o’ Providence —I have 
not seen the son of the righteous begging his bread,—sae says the text; 
and your father was a douce honest man, though somewhat warldly in his 
dealings, and cumbered about earthly things, e’en like yoursell, my jo !”’ 

‘“* Aweel,”’ said Cuddie, after a little consideration, ‘“‘I see but ae gate for’t, 
and that’s a cauld coal to blaw at, mither. Howsomever, mither, ye hae 


some guess 0’ a wee bit kindness that’s atween Miss Edith and young Mr. 


Henry Morton, that suld be ca’d young Milnwood, and that I hae whiles 
earried a bit book, or maybe a bit letter, quietly atween them, and made 
believe never to ken wha it cam frae, though I ken’d brawly. There’s 
whiles convenience in a body looking a wee stupid — and I have aften seen 
them walking at e’en on the little path by Dinglewood-burn; but naebody 
ever ken’d a word about it frae Cuddie. I ken I’m gey thick in the head, 
but ’m as honest as our auld fore-hand ox, puir fallow, that I’ll ne’er work 
ony mair—I hope they’ll be as kind to him that come ahint me as I hae 
been.—But, as I was saying, we’ll awa down to Milnwood and tell Mr. 
Harry our distress. They want a pleughman, and the grund’s no unlike 
our ain—Jam sure Mr. Harry will stand my part, for he’s a kind-hearted 
gentleman.—Il’ll get but little penny-fee, for his uncle, auld Nippie Miln- 
wood, has as close a grip as the deil himsell. But we'll aye win a bit 
bread, and a drap kale, and a fire-side, and theeking ower our heads; and 
that’s a’ we ’ll want for a season.—Sae get up, mither, and sort your things 
to gang away; for since sae it is that gang we maun, I wad like ill to wait 
“ae Mr. Harrison and auld Gudyill cam to pu’ us out by the lug and the 
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The devil a puritan or anything else he is, but a time-server. 
TweLrta NIGHT. 


_ Iv was evening when Mr. Henry Morton perceived an old woman wrapped 
m her tartan plaid, supported by a stout, stupid-looking fellow, in hoddin- 
rey, approach the house of Milnwood. Old Mause made her courtesy, but 


| Cuddie took the lead in addressing Morton. Indeed, he had previously 


stipulated with his mother, that he was to manage matters his own wav, 
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for th ,agh ae readily allowed his general inferiority of unde:standing, and 
filially subinitted to the guidance of his mother on mest ordinary occasions, 
yet he said, “ For getting a service, or getting forward in the warld, he could 
somegate gar the wee pickle sense he had gang muckle farther than hers, 
though she could crack like ony minister o’ them a’.” 

Accordingly, he thus opened the conversation with young Morton: 

“A braw night this for the rye, your honour; the west park will be 
breering bravely this e’en.’ 

“T do not doubt it, Cuddie; but what can have brought your mother— 
this is your mother, is it not? o? (Cuddie nodded.) “ What can have brought 
your mother and you down the water so late ?” 

‘“‘Troth, stir, just what gars the auld wives trot — neshessity, stir — I’m 
seeking for service, stir.” 

‘For service, Cuddie, and at this time of the year? how comes that?” 

Mause could forbear no longer. Proud alike of her cause and her suffer- 
ings, she commenced with an affected humility of tone, “It has pleased 
Heaven, an it like your honour, to distinguish us by a visitation” 

“‘Deil’s in the wife, and nae gude!” whispered Cuddie to his mother; 
“‘an ye come out wi’ your whiggery, they’ll no daur open a door to us 
through the haill country!’ Then, aloud, and addressing Morton, “ My 
mother’s auld, stir, and she has rather forgotten hersell in speaking to my 
leddy, that canna weel bide to be contradickit (as I ken naebody likes it if 
they could help themselves), especially by her ain folk; and Mr. Harrison, 
the steward, and Gudyill the butler, they’re no very fond o” us, and it’s il 
sitting at Rome and striving wi’ the Pope; sae I thought it best to flit be- 
fore ill came to waur—and here’s a wee bit line to your ‘honour frae a friend 
will maybe say some mair about it.” 

Morton took the billet, and crimsoning up to the ears, between joy and 
surprise, read these words: “If you can serve these poor helpless people, 
you will oblige E. B.” 

It was a few instants before he could attain composure enough to ask, 
“And what is your object, Cuddie? and how can I be of use to you?” 

“ Wark, stir, wark, and a service, is my object—a bit beild for my mither 
and mysell—we hae gude plenishing o’ our ain, if we had the cast 0’ a cart 
to bring it down—and milk and meal, and greens enow, for ’m gey gleg at 
meal-time, and sae is my mither, lang may it be sae— And, for the penny- 
fee and a’ that, Pll just leave it to the laird and you. I ken ye’ll no see a 
poor lad wranged, if ye can help it.” 

Morton shook his head. “For the meat and lodging, Cuddie, I think I 
ean promise something ; but the penny-fee will be a hard chapter, I doubt.” 

“111 take my chance o’t, stir,” replied the candidate for service, ‘ rather 
than gang down about ILamilton, or ony sie far country.” 

“Well, step into the kitchen, Cuddie) and Pll do what I ean for you.” 

The negotiation was not without difficulties. Morton had first to bring 
over the housekeeper, who made a thousand objections, as usual, in order 
to have the pleasure of being besought and entreated ; but, when she was 
gained over, it was comparatively easy to induce old Milnwood to accept of 
a servant whose wages were to be in his own option. An outhouse was, 
therefore, assigned to Mause and her son for their habitation, and it wag 
settled that they were for the time to be admitted to eat of the frugal fare 
provided for the family, until their own establishment should be completed. ; 
As for Morton, he exhausted his own very slender stock of money in order, 
to make Cuddie such a present, under the name of arles, as might show 
his sense of the value of the recommendation delivered to him. 

“And now we’re settled ance mair,”’ said Cuddie to his mother, “ana if ( 
we're no sae bien and comfortable as we were up yonder, yet life’s life ony , 
gate, and we’re wi’ decent kirk-ganging folk o’ your ain persuasioa, mither ; 
there will be nae quarrelling about that.” ‘ 
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“Of my persuasion, hinny !”’ said the t 
for thy blindness and theirs. O, Cuddie, th 
Gentiles, and will ne’er win farther ben, I dow 
than the prelatists themsells. They wait on th 
man, Peter Poundtext, ance a precious teacher 0 
backsliding pastor, that has, for the sake of stipend an 
forsaken the strict path, and gane astray after the bla 
my son, had ye but profited by the gospel doctrines ye ¥ 
Glen of Bengonnar, frae the dear Richard Rumbleberry, that 
who suffered martyrdom in the Grass-market, afore Candlemat 
hear him say, that Hrastianism was as bad as Prelacy, and that 
gence was as bad as Hrastianism ?” 

‘“‘Heard ever onybody the like o’ this!’ interrupted Cuddie; ‘ we 
driven out o’ house and ha’ again afore we ken where to turn oursel 
Weel, mither, I hae just ae word mair—An I hear ony mair o’ your din — 
afore folk, that is, for I dinna mind your clavers mysell, they aye set me 
sleeping — but if I hear ony mair din afore folk, as I] was saying, about 
Poundtexts and Rumbleberries, and doctrines and malignants, se e’en 
turn a single sodger mysell, or maybe a sergeant or a captain, if ye plague 
me the mair, and let Rumbleberry and you gang to the deil thegither. I 
ne’er gat ony gude by his doctrine, as ye ca’t, but a sour fit o’ the batts wi’ 
sitting amang the wat moss-hags for four hours at a yoking, and the leddy 
cured me wi’ some hickery-pickery ; mair by token, an she had ken’d how 
[ came by the disorder, she wadna hae been in sic a hurry to mend it.” 

Although groaning in spirit over the obdurate and impenitent state, as 
she thought it, of her son Cuddie, Mause durst neither urge him farther on 
the topic, nor altogether neglect the warning he had given her. She knew 
the disposition of her deceased helpmate, whom this surviving pledge of 
their union greatly resembled, and remembered, that although submitting 
implicitly in most things to her boast of superior acuteness, he used on 
certain occasions, when driven to extremity, to be seized with fits of obsti- 
nacy, which neither remonstrance, flattery, nor threats, were capable of 
overpowering. ‘Trembling, therefore, at the very possibility of Cuddie’s 
fulfilling his threat, she put a guard over her tongue; and even when Pound- 
text was commended in her presence, as an able and fructifying preacher, 
she had the good sense to suppress the contradiction which thrilled upon 
her tongue, and to express her sentiments no otherwise than by deep groans, 
which the hearers charitably construed to flow from a vivid recollection of 
the more pathetic parts of his homilies. How long she could have repressed 
her feelings, it is difficult to say — an unexpected accident relieved her from 
the necessity. 

The Laird of Milnwood kept up all old fashions which were connected 
with economy. It was, therefore, still the custom in his house, as it bad 
been universal in Scotland about fifty years before, that the domestics, after 
having placed the dinner on the table, sate down at the lower end of the 
board, and partook of the share which was assigned to them, in company 
with their masters, On the day, therefore, after Cuddie’s arrival, being the 
chird from the opening of this narrative, old Robin, who was butler, valet- 
de-chambre, footman, gardener, and. what not, in the house of Milnwood, 
placed on the table an immense charger of broth, thickened with oatmeal 
and colewort, in which ocean of liquid was indistinctly discovered, by close 
ubservers, two or three short ribs of lean mutton sailing to and fro. Two 
huge baskets, one of bread made of barley and pease, and one of oat-cakes, 
flanked this standing dish. A large boiled salmon would now-a-days have 
indicated more liberal housekeeping; but at that period salmon was caught 
in such plenty in the considerable rivers in Scotland, that instead of being 
accounted a delicacy, it was generally applied to feed the servants, who are 
said sometimes to have stipulated that they should not be required to eat a 
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Fits quality above five times a-week. The 
ry small beer of Milnwood’s own brewing, 
at discretion, as were the bannocks, cakes, and 
Vy reserved for the heads of the family, Mrs. Wilson 
re of ale, somewhat deserving the name, was set 
urd for their exclusive use. A huge kebbock (a cheese, 
‘we-milk mixed with cow’s milk), and a jar of salt butter, 
to the company. 

is exquisite cheer, was placed, at the head of the table, the 
rmself, with his nephew.on the one side, and the favourite house- 
the other. Ata long interval, and beneath the salt of course, sate 
Hin, & meagre, half- starved serving-man, rendered cross and cripple 
neumatism, end a dirty drab of a housemaid, whom use had rendered 
lous to the daily exercitations which her temper underwent at the hands 
of her master and Mrs. Wilson. A barn-man, a white-headed cow-herd 
boy, with Cuddie the new ploughman and his mother, completed the party. 
The other labourers belonging to the property resided in their own houses, 
happy at least in this, that if their cheer was not more delicate than that 
which we have described, thie could eat their fill, unwatched by the sharp, 
enylous grey eyes of Milnwood, which seemed to measure the quantity that 
each of his de »pendents swallowed, as closely as if their glances attended 
each mouthful in its progress from the lips to the stomach. This close in- 
spection was unfavourable to Cuddie, who sustained much prejudice in his 
new master’s opinion, by the silent celerity with which he caused the victuals 
to disappear before him. And ever and anon Milnwood turned his eyes 
from the huge feeder to cast indignant glances upon his nephew, whose 
repugnance to rustic labour was the principal cause of his needing a 
ploughman, and who had been the direct means of his hiring this very 
cormorant, 

“Pay thee wages, quotha?” said Milnwood to himself,—* Thou wilt eat 
in a week the value of mair than thou canst work for in a month.” 

These disagreeable ruminations were interrupted by a loud knocking at 
the outer gate. It was a universal custom in Scotland, that, when the family 
was at dinner, the outer gate of the court-yard, if there was one, and if not, 
the door of the house itself, was always shut and locked, and only guests of 
importance, or persons upon urgent business, sought or received admittance 
at that time.* The family of “Milnwood were therefore surprised, and, in 
the unsettled state of the times, something alarmed, at the earnest and 
repeated knocking with which the gate was now assailed. Mrs. Wilson 
ran in person to the door, and, having reconnoitred those who were so 
clamorous for admittance, through some secret aperture with which most 
Scottish door-ways were furnished for the express purpose, she returned 
wringing her hands in great dismay, exclaiming, ‘ The red-coats! the 
red-coats !” 

“* Robin — Ploughman—what ca’ they ye ?—Barnsman— Nevoy Harry— 
cpen the door, open the door!” exclaimed old Milnwood, snatching up and 


* This was a point of high etiquette —The custom of keeping the door of a house or chateau locked during 
the time of dinner, probably arose from the family being anciestly assembled in the hall at that meal, and 
hable to sur eth "But it was in many instances continued as a point of high etiquette, of which the following 
is an example :— 

A boas erabie landed proprietor in Dumfries-shire, being a bachelor, without near relations, and deter- 
mined to make his will, resolved previously to visit his two nearest kinsmen, and deeide which should be his 
heir, according to the degree of kindness with which he should be received. Like a goad clansman, lie first 
visited his own chief, a baronet in rank, descendant and representative of one of the oldest families in Scot- 
land Unhappily the dinner-bell had rung, and the door of the castie had been locked hetore hts arrival. 
The visitor im vain announced bis name and requested adinittance ; bat his chief adhered to the ancient eti- 
quette, and would on no account sufier the doors to be unbarreZ. Irritated at this cold reception, the old 
Laird rode on te Sanquhar Castle, then the residence of the Duke of Queensberry, who no sooner heard his 
vame, than, kuowing well he had a will to make, the drawbridge dropped, and the gates flew opea—-tne table 
was covered anew—his grace’s bachelor and intestate kinstnan was received with the utmost e itention and 
respect: and it is scurcely necessary to add, that upon his death some years after, the visitor’s -ousiderable 
janded property went to augment the domaius of the Ducal house of Queensberry. ‘This happened about the 
pnd of the seventeenth century. 
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slipping into his pocket the two or three silver spoons with which the upper 
end of the table was garnished, those beneath the salt being of goodly horn. 

“ Speak them fair, sirs— Lord love ye, speak them fair!—they winna bide 
thrawing—We’re a’ harried—we’re a’ harried !” 

While the servants admitted the troopers, whose oaths and threats 
uiready indicated resentment at the delay they had been put to, Cuddie took 
the opportunity to whisper to his mother, ‘‘Now, ye daft auld carline, mak 
yoursell deaf—ye hae made us a’ deaf ere now—and let me speak for ye.—] 
wad like ill to get my neck raxed for an auld wife’s clashes, though ye be 
cur mither.”’ 

“QO, hinny, ay; I’se be silent or thou sall come to ill,” was the corre- 
sponding whisper of Mause; ‘“ but bethink ye, my dear, them that deny the 
Word, the Word will deny”—— 

Her admonition was cut short by the entrance of the Life-Guardsmen, a 
party of four troopers, commanded by Bothwell. | 

In they tramped, making a tremendous clatter upon the stone-floor with 
the iron-shod heels of their large jack-boots, and the clash and clang of their 
long, heavy, basket-hilted broadswords. Milnwood and his housekeeper 
trembled, from well-grounded apprehensions of the system of exaction and 
plunder carried on during these domiciliary visits. Henry Morton was dis- 
composed with more special cause, for he remembered that he stood answer- 
able to the laws for having harboured Burley. The widow Mause Headrigg, 
between fear for her son’s life and an overstrained and enthusiastic zeal, 
which reproached her for consenting even tacitly to belie her religious senti- 
ments, was in a strange quandary. The other servants quaked for they 
knew not well what. Cuddie alone, with the look of supreme indifference 
and stupidity which a Scottish peasant can at times assume as a mask for 
considerable shrewdness and craft, continued to swallow large spoonfuls 
of his broth, to command which he had drawn within his sphere the large 
vessel that contained it, and helped himself, amid the confusion, to a seven- 
fold portion. 

“What is your pleasure here, gentlemen?” said Milnwood, humbling 
himself before the satellites of power. 

“We come in behalf of the king,” answered Bothwell; ‘‘ why the devil 
did you keep us so long standing at the door?” 

“We were at dinner,” answered Milnwood, “and the door was locked, 
as is usual in landward towns* in this country. I am sure, gentlemen, 
if I had ken’d ony servants of our gude king hae stood at the door—But 
wad ye please to drink some ale—or some brandy — or a cup of canary 
sack, or claret wine?’ making a pause between each offer as long as a 
stingy bidder at an auction, who is loath to advance his offer for a fa- 
vourite lot. 

“Claret for me,” said one fellow. 

“J like ale better,” said another, “provided it is right juice of John 
Barleycorn.” 

“< Better never was malted,” said Milnwood ; “I can hardly say sae muckle 
for the claret. It’s thin and cauld, gentlemen.” | 

*‘ Brandy will cure that,” said a third fellow; ‘a glass of brandy to three 
glasses of wine prevents the curmurring in the stomach.” 

“‘ Brandy, ale, sack, and claret ?—we’ll try them all,”’ said Bothwell, ‘and 
stick to that which is best. There’s good sense in that, if the damn’dest 
whig in Scotland had said it.” | 

Hastily, yet with a reluctant quiver of his muscles, Milnwood lugged out 
*wo ponderous keys, and delivered them to the governante. 

“The housekeeper,” said Bothwell, taking a seat, and throwing himself 


_ ® The Scots retam the use of the word town in its comprehensive Saxon meaning. as a place of habitatica. 
& mausion or a farm-house, though svlitary, is called the town. A landward town is a dwelling situated in th. 


 seuntry. 
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upon it, ‘**s neither so young nor so handsome as to tempt a man to follow 
her to the gauntrees, and devil a one here is there worth sending in her 
place. -What’s this ?—meat?” (searching with a fork among the broth, and 
fishing up a cutlet of mutton) — ‘IT think I could eat a bit—why, it’s aa 
tough as if the devil’s dam had hatched it.” 

“If there is anything better in the house, sir,” said Milnwood, alarmed 
at these symptoms of disapprobation : 

‘No, no,” said Bothwell, “it’s not worth while; I must proceed to busi- 
ness.—You attend Poundtext the presbyterian parson, I understand, Mr 
Morton ?”’ 

Mr. Morton hastened to slide in a confession and apology. 

‘“‘By the indulgence of his gracious Majesty and the Government, for | 
wad do nothing out of law—I hae nae objection whatever to the establish- 
ment of a moderate episcopacy, but only that I am a country-bred man, and 
the ministers are a hamelier kind of folk, and I can follow their doctrine 
better; and, with reverence, sir, it’s a mair frugal establishment for the 
country.” 

‘“‘ Well, I care nothing about that,” said Bothwell; “they are indulged, 
and there’s an end of it; but, for my part, if I were to give the law, never a 
crop-ear’d cur of the whole pack should bark in a Scotch pulpit. However, 
ee to obey commands.—There comes the liquor: put it down, my good 
old lady.” 

He a, about one-half of a quart bottle of claret into a wooden 
quaigh or bicker, and took it off at a draught. 

“You did your good wine injustice, my friend ;—it’s better than your 
brandy, though that’s good too. Will you pledge me to the king’s health?” 

“With pleasure,” said Milnwood, ‘in ale,—but I never drink elaret, and 
keep only a very little for some honoured friends.” 

“Like me, I suppose,” said Bothwell; and then pushing the bottle to 
Henry, he said, “‘ Here, young man, pledge you the king’s health.” 

Henry filled a moderate glass in silence, regardless of the hints and 
pushes of his uncle, which seemed to indicate that he ought to have fol- 
lowed his example, in preferring beer to wine. 

“Well,” said Bothwell, ‘have ye all drank the toast ?—What is that old 
wife about? Give her a glass of brandy, she shall drink the king’s health, 
by” 

‘If your honour pleases,” said Cuddie, with great stolidity of aspect, 
“this is my mither, stir; and she’s as deaf as Corra-linn; we canna mak 
her hear day nor door; but if your honour pleases, | am ready to drink the 
king’s health for her in as mony glasses of brandy as ye think neshessary.” 

‘“‘T dare swear you are,” answered Bothwell; ‘‘you look like a fellow that 
would stick to brandy — help thyself, man; all’s free where’er I come.— 
Tom, help the maid to a comfortable cup, though she’s but a dirty jilt 
neither. Fill round once more. Here’s to our noble commander, Colonel 
Grahame, of Claverhouse! What the devil is the old woman groaning for? 
She looks as very a whig as ever sate on a hill-side—Do you renounce the 
Covenant, good woman ?” 

‘‘Whilk Covenant is your honour meaning?—is it the Covenant of Works, 
or the Covenant of Grace?” said Cuddie, interposing. 

“ Any covenant— all covenants that ever were hatched,” answered the 
trooper. 

“‘Mither,” cried Cuddie, affecting to speak as to a deaf person, ‘the 
gentleman wants to ken if ye will renunce the Covenant of Works ?” 

‘With all my heart, Cuddie,” said Mause, ‘‘and pray that my feet may 
be delivered from the snare thereof.’ 

“Come,” said Bothwell, “the old dame has come more frankly off than 
I expected. Another cup round, and then we’ll proceed to business.- -You 
bave all heard, I suppose, of the horrid and barbarous murder zominitted 
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upon the person of the Archbishop of St. Andrews, by ten or eleven armed 
fanatics ?”’ 

All started and looked at each other; at length Milnwood himself an- 
swered, ‘‘ They had heard of some such misfortune, but were in hopes i 
had not been true.” 

“‘There is the relation published by Government, old gentleman; what 
_ do you think of it?” 

“Think, sir? Wh—wh— whatever the council please to think of it,’ 
stammered Milnwood. 

‘‘] desire to have your opinion more explicitly, my friend,” said the drar 
goon, authoritatively. 

Milnwood’s eyes hastily glanced through the paper to pick out the strong- 
est expressions of censure with which it abounded, in gleaning which he 
was greatly aided by their being printed in italics. 

‘J think it a—bloody and execrable—murder and parricide—devised by 
hellish and implacable cruelty — utterly abominable, and a scandal to the 
land.” 

‘Well said, old gentleman!” said the querist—‘‘ Here’s to thee, and I wish © 
you joy of your good principles. You owe me a cup of thanks for having 
taught you them; nay, thou shalt pledge me in thine own sack—sour ale 
sits ill upon a loyal stomach.—Now comes your turn, young man; what 
think you of the matter in hand ?” 

““T should have little objection to answer you,” said Henry, “if I knew 
what right you had to put the question.” : : 

“The Lord preserve us!’ said the old housekeeper, ‘to ask the like 0’ 
that at a trooper, when a’ folk ken they do whatever they like through the 
,haill country wi’ man and woman, beast and body.” 

The old gentleman exclaimed, in the same horror at his nephew’s au- 
dacity, “‘ Hold your peace, sir, or answer the gentleman discreetly. Do you 
mean to affront the king’s authority in the person of a sergeant of the Life- 
Guards?” 

‘Silence, all of you!’ exclaimed Bothwell, striking his hand fiercely on 
the table—*“‘ Silence, every one of you, and hear me!—You ask me for my 
right to examine you, sir’ (to Henry); ‘my cockade and my broadsword 
are my commission, and a better one than ever Old Nol gave to his round- 
heads; and if you want to know more about it, you may look at the act of 
council empowering his Majesty’s officers and soldiers to search for, exam- 
ine, and apprehend suspicious persons ; and therefore, once more, I ask you 
ies opinion of the death of Archbishop Sharpe—it’s a new touch-stone we 

ave got for trying people’s mettle.” 

Henry had, by this time, reflected upon the useless risk to which he would 
expose the family by resisting the tyrannical power which was delegated to 
such rude hands; he therefore read the narrative over, and replied, com- 
posedly, ‘I have no hesitation to say, that the perpetrators of this assassina- 
tion have committed, in my opinion, a rash and wicked action, which I 
regret the more, as I foresee it will be made the cause of proceedings 
against many who are both innocent of the deed, and as far from approv- 
ing it as myself.” 

While Henry thus expressed himself, Bothwell, who bent his eyes keenly 
upon him, seemed suddenly to recollect his features. 

‘‘Aha! my friend Captain Popinjay! I think I have seen you before, and 
in very suspicious company.” 


““T saw you once,” answered Henry, “in the public-house of the town 
of w 


“ And with whom did you leave that public-house, youngster ?—was it 
not with John Balfour of Burley, one of the murderers of the Archbishcp?” 
“Tt did leave the house with the person you have named,” answered 
Uenry — ‘I scorn to deny it; but, so far from knowing him to be a mur 
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derer of the primate, I did not even know at the time that such a crime 
nad been committed.” 

‘‘Lord have mercy on me! I am ruined! — utterly ruined and undone!” 
exclaimed Milnuwood. ‘That callant’s tongue will rin the head aff his ain 
shoulders, and waste my gudes to the very grey cloak on my back!” 

“But you knew Burley,” continued Bothwell, still addressing Henry, 
and regardless of his uncle’s interruption, ‘‘to be an intercommuned rebel 
and traitor, and you knew the prohibition to deal with such persons. You 
knew, that, as a loyal subject, you were prohibited to reset, supply, or inter- 
commune with this attainted traitor, to correspond with him by word, writ, 
or message, or to supply him with meat, drink, house, harbour, or victual, 
under the highest pains—you knew all this, and yet you broke the law.” 
(Henry was silent.) ‘Where did you part from him?” continued Both- 
well; ‘was it in the highway, or did you give him harbourage in this very 
house ?” 

‘“‘In this house!” said his uncle, “he dared not for his neck bring ony 
traitor into a house of mine.” 

‘Dare he deny that he did so?” said Bothwell. 

“As you charge it to me as a crime,” said Henry, “‘ you will excuse my 
saying anything that will criminate myself.” 

“QO, the lands of Milnwood!— the bonny lands of Milnwood, that have 
been in the name of Morton twa hundred years!” exclaimed his uncle; 
“they are barking and fleeing, outfield and infield, haugh and holme !” 

“No, sir,” said Henry, ‘“‘ you shall not suffer on my account. — I own,” 
he continued, addressing. Bothwell, “I did give this man a night’s lodging, 
as to an old military comrade of my father. But it was not only without 
my uncle’s knowledge, but contrary to his express general orders. I trust, 
if my evidence is considered as good against myself, it will have some - 
weight in proving my uncle’s innocence.” 

“Come, young man,” in a somewhat milder tone, ‘‘ you’re a smart spark 
enough, and I am sorry for you; and your uncle here is a fine old Trojan— 
kinder, I see, to his guests than himself, for he gives us wine, and drinks 
his own thin ale ; — tell me all you know about this Burley, what he said 
when you parted from him, where he went, and where he is likely now to 
be found; and, d—n it, ’ll wink as hard on your share of the business as 
my duty will permit. There’s a thousand merks on the murdering whiga- 
more’s head, an I could but light on it.—Come, out with it—where did you 
part with him ?” 

‘You will excuse my answering that question, sir,” said Morton; ‘the 
same cogent reasons which induced me to afford him hospitality at con- 
siderable risk to myself and my friends, would command me to respect his 
secret, if, indeed, he had trusted me with any.” 

“So you refuse to give me an answer?” said Bothwell. 

““T have none to give,” returned Henry. } 

“Perhaps I could teach you to find one, by tying a piece of lighted match 

etween your fingers,” answered Bothwell. 

“‘O, for pity’s sake, sir,” said old Alison, apart to her master, ‘“ gie them 
«iller — it’s siller they’re seeking—they’ll murder Mr. Henry, and yoursell 
next!” 

Milnwood groaned in perplexity and bitterness of spirit, and, with a tone 
as if he was giving up the ghost, exclaimed, “ If twenty p—p—punds would 
make up this unhappy matter” 

““My master,” insmuated Alison to the sergeant, “would gie twenty 
punds sterling” 

“Punds Scotch, ye b—h!” interrupted Milnwood; for the agony of his 
avarice overcame alike his puritanic precision and the habitual respect he 
entertained for his housekeeper. 

‘“‘ Puuds sterling,” insisted the housekeeper, “if ye wau hae the gudenesa 
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to look ower the lad’s misconduct; he’s that dour ye may tear him té pieces 
and ye wad ne’er get a word out o’ him; and it wad do ye little gude, ’m 
sure, to burn his bonny finger-ends.” 

“Why,” said Bothwell, hesitating, “I don’t know — most of my clot} 
would have the money, and take off the prisoner too; but I bear a con- 
science, and if your master will stand to your offer, and enter into a bond 
to produce his nephew, and if all in the house will take the test oath, I de 
not know but’? —— 

““O ay, ay, sir,” cried Mrs. Wilson, “‘ony test, ony oaths ye please!” 
And then aside to her master, ‘‘ Haste ye away, sir, and get the siller, or 
they will burn the house about our lugs.” 

Old Milnwood cast a rueful look upon his adviser, and moved off, like a 
piece of Dutch clock-work, to set at liberty his imprisoned angels in this 
dire emergency. Meanwhile, Sergeant Bothwell began to put the test-cath 
with such a degree of solemn reverence as might have been expected, being 
pit about the same which is used to this day in his Majesty’s custom- 
10use. 

‘“* You — what’s your name, woman ?”” 

‘¢ Alison Wilson, sir.” 

“You, Alison Wilson, solemnly swear, certify, and declare, that you judge 
it unlawful for subjects under pretext of reformation, or any other pretexts 
whatsoever, to enter into Leagues and Covenants” 

Here the ceremony was interrupted by a strife between Cuddie and his 
mother, which, long conducted in whispers, now became audible. 

“Oh, whisht, mither, whisht! they’re upon communing—Oh, whisht! and 
they’ll agree weel eneuch e’enow.” : 

“1 will not whisht, Cuddie,” replied his mother, “I will uplift my voice 
and spare not—TI will confound the man of sin, even the scarlet man, and 
through my voice shall Mr. Henry be freed from the net of the fowler.” 

‘“‘She has her leg ower the harrows now,” said Cuddie, “stop her wha 
can — I see her cocked up behint a dragoon on her way to the Tolbooth—I 
find my ain legs tied below a horse’s belly. Ay—she has just mustered up 
her sermon, and there—wi’ that grane—out it comes, and we are a’ ruined, 
horse and foot !” 

** And div ye think to come here,” said Mause, her withered hand shaking 
in concert with her keen, though wrinkled visage, animated by zealous 
wrath, and emancipated, by the very mention of the.test, from the restraints 
of her own prudence, and Cuddie’s admonition — “div ye think to come 
here, wi’ your soul-killing, saint-seducing, conscience-confounding oaths, 
and tests, and bands—your snares, and your traps, and your gins ?—Surely 
‘it is in vain that a net is spread in the sight of any bird.” 

“Kh! what, good dame?” said the soldier. — ‘‘ Here’s a whig miracle, 
egad! the old wife has got both her ears and tongue, and we are like to be 
driven deaf in our turn.—Go to, hold your peace, and remember whom you 
talk to, you old idiot.” 

“Whae ddI talk to! Eh, sirs, ower weel may the sorrowing land ken 
what ye are. Malignant adherents ye are to the prelates, foul props to a 
feeble and filthy cause, bloody beasts of prey, and burdens to the earth.” 

“Upon my soul,” said Bothwell, astonished as a mastiffdog might be 
should a hen-partridge fly at him in defence of her young, “‘ this 1s the finest 
language I ever heard! Can’t you give us some more of it?” 

‘““Gie ye some mair 0’t?” said Mause, clearing her voice with a preliminu- 
ary cough —‘‘I will take up my testimony against you ance and again 
Philistines ye are, and Edomites— leopards are ye, and foxes — evening 
wolves, that gnaw not the bones till the morrow — wicked dogs, that com- 
vass about the chosen— thrusting kine, and pushing bulls of Bashan — 
os serpents ye are, and allied baith in name and nature with the great 
Rea Dragon; Revelations, twalfth chapter, third and fourth verses.” 
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Here the old lady stopped, apparently much more from lack of breath 
than of matter. 

‘“‘Curse the old hag!” said one of the dragoons—“ gag her, and take her 
to head-quarters.”’ 

“For shame, Andrews!” said Bothwell; “remember the good lady 
belongs to the fair sex, and uses only the privilege of her tongue. — But, 
hark ye, good woman, — every bull of Bashar and Red Dragon. will not be 
so civil as I am, or be contented to leave you to the charge of the constable 
and ducking- stool. In the meantime, 1 must necessarily carry off this 
young man to head-quarters. I cannot answer to my commanding-officer 
to leave him in a house where I have heard so much treason and fanati- 
cism.’ 

‘See now, mither, what ye hae dune,” whispered Cuddie; “ there’s the 
Philistines, as ye ca’ them, are gaun to whirry awa’ Mr. Henry, and a’ wi’ 
your nash-gab, deil be on’t!” 

‘‘Haud yere tongue, ye cowardly loon,” said the mother, “and layna the 
wyte on me; if you and thae thowless gluttons, that are sitting staring like 
cows bursting on clover, wad testify wi’ your hands as I have testified wi’ 
my tongue, they should never harle the precious young lad awa’ to cap- 
tivity.” 

While this dialogue passed, the soldiers had already bound and secured 
their prisoner. Milnwood returned at this instant, and, alarmed at the pre- 
parations he beheld, hastened to proffer to Bothwell, though with many a 
grievous groan, the purse of gold which he had been obliged to rummage 
out as ransom for his nephew. The trooper took the purse with an air of 
indifference, weighed it in his hand, chucked it up into the air, and caught 
it as it fell, then shook his head, and said, ‘ There’s many a merry night 
in this nest of yellow boys, but d—n me if I dare venture for them — that 
old woman has spoken too loud, and before all the men too. — Hark ye, old 
oinagal to Milnwood, ‘“‘I must take your nephew to head-quarters, so 

cannot, in conscience, keep more than is my due as civility-money ;” then 
opening the purse, he gave a gold piece to each of the soldiers, and took 
three to himself. ‘ Now,” said he, “‘ you have the comfort to know that 
your kinsman, young Captain Popinjay, will be carefully looked after and 
civilly used; and the rest of the money I return to, you.” 

Milnwood eagerly extended his hand. 

“Only you know,” said Bothwell, still playing with the purse, “that 
every landholder is answerable for the conformity and loyalty of his house- 
hold, and that these fellows of mine are not obliged to be silent on the sub- 
ject of the fine sermon we have had from that old puritan in the tartan plaid 
there; and I presume you are aware that the consequences of delation will, 
be a heavy fine before the Council.” 

‘Good sergeant !—worthy captain!” exclaimed the terrified miscr, “I 
am sure there i is no person in my house, to my knowledge, would give cause 
of offence.”’ 

“Nay,” answered Bothwell, ‘you shall hear her give her féstimony, as 
she calls it, herself.— You fellow, ” (to Cuddie,) ‘‘stand back, and let 3 your 
mother speak her mind. I see she’s primed and loaded again since her 
first discharge.” 

‘‘Lord! noble sir,” said Cuddie, ‘‘an auld wife’s tongue’s but a feckless 
matter to mak sic a fash about Neither my father nor me ever minded 
muckle what our mither said.” 

“‘ Hold your peace, my lad, while you are well,” said Bothwell; “I pro- 
mise you I think you are slyer than you would like to be supposed, —Come, 
good dame, you see your master will not believe that you can give us se 
bright a testimony.” 

Mause’s zeal did not require this spur to set her again on full career. 

“Woe to the compilers and carnal self-seekers, "she said, “that dauk 
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over and drown their consciences by complying with wicked exactions, and 
giving mammon of unrighteousness to the sons of Belial, that it may make 
their peace with them! It is a sinful compliance, a base confederacy with 
the Enemy. It is the evil that Menahem did in the sight of the Lord, when 
he gave a thousand talents to Pul, King of Assyria, that his hand might 
be with him; Second Kings, feifteen chapter, nineteen verse. It is the 
evil deed of Ahab, when he sent money to Tiglath-Peleser; see the saame 
Second Kings, saxteen and aught. And if it was accounted a backsliding 
even in godiy Hezekiah, that he complied with Sennacherib, giving bim 
money, and offering to bear that which was put upon him (see the saame 
Second Kings, aughteen chapter, fourteen and feifteen verses), even so it is 
with them that in this contumacious and backsliding generation pays locali- 
ties and fees, and cess and fines, to greedy and unrighteous publicans, and 
extortions and stipends to hireling curates (dumb dogs which bark not, 
sleeping, lying down, loving to slumber), and gives gifts to be helps and 
hires to our oppressors and destroyers. They are all like the casters of a 
lot with them—like the preparing of a table for the troop, and the furnish- 
.. ing a drink-offering to the number.” 

~~ There’s a fine sound of doctrine for you, Mr. Morton! How like you 
that?” said Bothwell; ‘“‘or how do you think the Council will like it? I 
think we can carry the greatest part of it in our heads without a kylevine 
pen and a pair of tablets, such as you bring to conventicles. She denies 
paying cess, I think, Andrews ?” 

“Yes, by G—,” said Andrews, “and she swore it was a sin to give a 
trooper a pot of ale, or ask him to sit down to a table.” 

“You hear,” said Bothwell, addressing Milnwood; “ but it’s your own 
affair ;’’ and he proffered back the purse with its diminished contents, with 
an air of indifference. | 

Milnwood, whose head seemed stunned by the accumulation of his mis- 
fortunes, extended his hand mechanically to take the purse. 

“« Are ye mad ?” said his housekeeper, in a whisper, “ tell them to keep it— 
they will keep it either by fair means or foul, and it’s our only chance to 
make them quiet.” 

“T canna do it, Ailie—I canna do it,” said Milnwood, in the bitternesa 
of his heart. ‘‘1 canna part wi’ the siller I hae counted sae often ower, to 
thae blackguards.”’ 

“Then I maun do it mysell, Milnwood,” said the housekeeper, “‘or see’ 
a’ gang wrang thegither.— My master, sir,” she said, addressing Bothwell, 
‘“canna think o’ taking back onything at the hand of an honourable gen- 
tleman like you; he implores ye to pit up the siller, and be as kind to his 
nephew as ye can, and be favourable in reporting our dispositions to Gov- 
ernment, and let us tak nae wrong for the daft speeches of an auld jaud,” 
(here she turned fiercely upon Mause, to indulge herself for the effort which 
it cost her to assume a mild demeanour to the soldiers,) ‘a daft auld whig 
andy, that ne’er was in the house (foul fa’ her!) till yesterday afternoon, 
and that sall ne’er cross the door-stane again, an anes I had her out 0’t.”’ 

“‘ Ay, ay,”’ whispered Cuddie to his parent, “e’en sae! I ken’d we wad 
be put to our travels again, whene’er we suld get three words spoken to an 
end. I was sure that wad be the upshot o’t, mither.” 

“Whisht, my bairn,” said she, ‘‘and dinna murmur at the cross— Cross 
their door-stane! weel I wot Ill ne’er cross their door-stane. There’s nae 
mark on their threshold for a signal that the destroying angel should pass 
by. They’ll get a back-cast o’ his hand yet, that think sae muckle o’ the 
sreature and sae little o’ the Creator — sae muckle 0’ warid’s gear and sae 
-ittle o’ a broken covenant— sae muckle about thae wheen pieces o’ yellow 
muck, and sae little about the pure gold o’ the Scripture—sae muckle about 
their ain friend and kinsman, and sae little about the elect, that are tried 
wi’ hornings, harassings, huntings, searchings, chasings, catchings, im- 
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prisonments, torturings, banishments, headings, hangings, dism¢ mberings, 
and quarterings quick, forby the hundreds forced from their ain habita. 
tions to the deserts, mountains, muirs, mosses, moss-flows, and peat-hags, 
there to hear the word like bread eaten in secret.” 

“‘She’s at the Covenant now, sergeant; shall we not have her away?” 
said one of the soldiers. ; 

“You be d—d!” said Bothwell, aside to him; ‘‘ cannot you see she’s bet- 
ter where she is, so Jong as there is a respectable, sponsible, money-broking 
heritor, like Mr. Morton of Milnwood, who has the means of atoning her 
trespasses? Let the old mother fly to raise another brood—she’s too tough 
to be made anything of herself. — Here,” he cried, ‘‘one other round to 
Milnwood and his roof-tree, and to our next merry meeting with him !— 
which I think will not be far distant, if he keeps such a fanatical family.” 

He then ordered the party to take their horses, and pressed the best in 
Milnwood’s stable into the king’s service to carry the prisoner. Mrs. Wil- 
son, with weeping eyes, made up a small parcel of necessaries for Henry’s 
compelled journey, and as she bustled about, took an opportunity, unseen 
by the party, to slip into his hand a small sum of money. Bothwell and 
his troopers, in other respects, kept their promise, and were civil. They 
did not bind their prisoner, but contented themselves with leading his horse 
between a file of men. They then mounted, and marched off with much 
mirth and laughter among themselves, leaving the Milnwood family in 
great confusion. The old Laird himself, overpowered by the loss of his 
nephew, and the unavailing outlay of twenty pounds sterling, did nothing 
the whole evening but rock himself backwards and forwards in his great 
leathern easy-chair, repeating the same lamentation, of ‘ Ruined on a’ sides ! 
ruined on a’ sides !—harried and undone! harried and undone !—body and 
gudes ! body and gudes!” 

Mrs. Alison Wilson’s grief was partly indulged and partly relieved by 
the torrent of invectives with which she accompanied Mause and Cuddie’s 
expulsion from Milnwood. 

‘Tl luck be in the graning corse o’ thee !—the prettiest lad in Clydesdale 
this day maun be a sufferer, and a’ for you and your daft whiggery !” 

“‘Gae wa’,” replied Mause; ‘‘I trow ye are yet in the bonds of sin, and 
in the gall of iniquity, to grudge your bonniest and best in the cause of 
Him that gave ye a’ ye hae—I promise I hae dune as muckle for Mr. Harry 
as I wad do for my ain; for if Cuddie was found worthy to bear testimony 
in the Grassmarket’”’ | 

“« And there’s gude hope on’t,” said Alison, “‘ unless you and he change 
your courses.” 

“«__And if,” continued Mause, disregarding the interruption, “ the bloody 
Doegs and the flattering Zephites were to seek to ensnare me with a proffer 
of his remission upon sinful compliances, I wad persevere, natheless, in 
lifting my testimony against popery, prelacy, antinomianism, erastianism, 
lapsarianism, sublapsarianism, and the sins and snares of the times—I wad 
ery as a woman in labour against the black Indulgence, that has been a 
stumbling-block to professors—-I wad uplift my voice as a powerful 

reacher.” 

“ Hout tout, mither,” cried Cuddie, interfering and dragging her off 
forcibly, ‘‘dinna deave the gentlewoman wi’ your testimony! ye hae 
preached eneugh for sax days. Ye preached us out o’ our canny free-house 
and gude kale-yard, and out 0’ this new city o’ refuge afore our hinder end 
was weel hafted in it; and ye hae preached Mr. Harry awa to the prison; 
and ye hae preached twenty punds out o’ the Laird’s pocket that he likes 
as ill to quit wi’; and sae ye may haud sae for ae wee while, without 
preaching me up a ladder and down a tow. Sae, come awa, come awa; the 
family hae had eneugh o’ your testimony to mind it for ae while.” — 

So saying he dragged off Mause, the words “ Testimony—Ceveaant—-me 
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lignants—indulgence,” still thrilling upon her tongue, to make preparations 
for instantly renewing their travels in quest of an asylum. 

“V]i-far’d crazy, crack-brained gowk that she is!’ exclaimed the house 
keeper, as she saw them depart, ‘to set up to be sae muckle better than 
ither folk, the auld besom, and to bring sae muckle distress on a douce 
quiet family! If it hadna been that I am mair than half a gentlewoman 
by my station, I wad hae tried my ten nails in the wizen’d hide o’ her 1” 


Chapter the Binth. 


Lam a sonof Mars who have been in many wars, 

And show my cuts and scars wherever | come ; 

This here was for a wench, and that other in a trench, 

When welcoming the French at the sound of the drum. 
BURNS. 


“Don’t be too much cast down,” said Sergeant Bothwell to his prisoner, 
as they journeyed on towards the head-quarters; ‘‘ you are a smart pretty 
lad, and well connected; the worst that will happen will be strapping up 
for it, and that is many an honest fellow’s lot. I tell you fairly your life’s 
within the compass of the law, unless you make submission, and get off Ly 
a round fine upon your uncle’s estate ; he can well afford it.” 

“‘That vexes me more than the rest,” said Henry. ‘ He parts with his 
money with regret; and as he had no concern whatever with my having 
given this person shelter for a night, I wish to Heaven, if I escape a capital 
punishment, that the penalty may be of a kind I could bear in my own 

erson.” 

F ‘““Why, perhaps,” said Bothwell, “‘ they will propose to you to go into 
one of the Scotch regiments that are serving abroad. It’s no bad line of 
service; if your friends are active, and there are any knocks going, you 
may soon get a commission.” 

‘‘T am by no meaus sure,” answered Morton, “that such a sentence is 

not the best thing that can happen to me.” 
~ “Why, then, you are no real whig after all?” said the sergeant. 

*‘] have hitherto meddled with no party in the state,” said Henry, “ but 
have remained quietly at home ; and sometimes I have had serious thoughts 
of joining one of our foreign regiments.” 

“Have you?” replied Bothwell; ‘why, I honour you for it; I have 
served in the Scotch French guards myself many a long day; it’s the place 
for learning discipline, d—n me. They never mind what you do when you 
are off duty ; but miss you the roll-call, and see how they'll arrange you— 
D—-n me, if old Captain Montgomery didn’t make me mount guard upon 
the arsenal in my steel-back and breast, plate-sleeves, and head-piece, for 
six hours at once, under so burning a sun, that gad I was baked like a 
turtle at Port Royale. I swore never to miss answering to Francis Stewart 
again, though I should leave my hand of cards upon the drum-head—Ah! 
discipline is a capital thing.” : 

“‘In other respects you liked the service ?”’ said Morton. 

““ Par excellence,” said Bothwell; “women, wine, and wassail, all to be 
had for little but the asking; and if you find it in your conscience to let a 
fat priest think he has some chance to convert you, gad he’ll help you to 
‘hese comforts himself, just to gain a little ground in your good affection 


Where will you find a crop-eared whig parson will be so civil?” 
Vou, II. —27 
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_ “Why, nowhere, I agree with you,” said Henry. ‘“ But what was your 
chief duty?” 

* Jo guard the King’s person,” said Bothwell, ‘to look after the safety 
of Louis le Grand, my boy, and now and then to take a turn among the 
Huguenots (protestants, that is.) And there we had fine scope; it brought 
my hand pretty well in for the service in this country. But, come, as you 
are to be a bon camerado, as the Spaniards say, I must put you in cash with 
some of your old uncle’s broad-pieces. This is cutter’s law; we must not 
see a pretty fellow want, if we have cash ourselves.” 

Thus speaking, he pulled out his purse, took out some of the contents, 
and offered them to Henry without counting them. Young Morton de- 
clined the favour; and, not judging it prudent to acquaint the sergeant, 
notwithstanding his apparent generosity, that he was actually in possession 
of some money, he assured him he should have no difficulty in getting a 
supply from his uncle. ; 

“Well,” said Bothwell, “in that case these yellow rascals must serve to 
ballast my purse a little longer. I always make it a rule never to quit the 
tavern (unless ordered on duty) while my purse is so weighty that I can 
chuck it over the sign-post.* When it is so light that the wind blows it 
back, then, boot and saddle,—we must fall on some way of replenishing.— 
But what tower is that before us, rising so high upon the steep bank, out 
of the woods that surround it on every side ?” 

“Jt is the tower of Tillietudlem,” said one of the soldiers. ‘Old Lady 
Margaret Bellenden lives there. She’s one of the best affected women in 
the country, and one that’s a soldier’s friend. When I was hurt by one of 
the d—d whig dogs that shot at me from behind a fauld-dike, I lay a month 
there, and would stand such another wound to be in as good quarters 
again.” 

ee If that be the case,” said Bothwell, “I will pay my respects to her as 
we pass, and request some refreshment for men and horses; I am as thirsty 
already as if I had drunk nothing at Milnwood. But it is a good thing in 
these times,” he continued, addressing himself to Henry, ‘‘ that the King’s 
soldier cannot pass a house without getting a refreshment. In such houses 
as Tillie—what d’ye call it? you are served for love ; in the houses of the 
avowed fanatics you help yourself by force; and among the moderate pres- 
byterians and other suspicious persons, you are well treated from fear; so 
your thirst is always quenched on some terms or other,” 

‘And you propose,” said Henry, anxiously, ‘‘to go upon that errand up 
to the tower yonder ?” 

“To be sure I do,” answered Bothwell. ‘‘ How should I be able to report 
favourably to my officers of the worthy lady’s sound principles, unless I 
know the taste of her sack, for sack she will produce—that I take for 
granted; it is the favourable consoler of your old dowager of quality, as 
small claret is the potation of your country laird.” 

“Then, for Heaven’s sake,” said Henry, “if you are determined to go 
there, do not mention my name, or expose me to a family that I am ac- 
quainted with. Let me be muffled up for the time in one of your soldier’s 
cloaks, and only mention me generally as a prisoner under your charge.” 

“With all my heart,” said Bothwell; ‘I promised to use you civilly, and 
I scorn to break my word. — Here, Andrews, wrap a cloak round the pri- 
soner, and do not mention his name, nor where we caught him, unless you 
would have a trot on a horse of wood.’’t 


* A Highland laird, whose peculiarities live still in the recollection of his countrymen, used to regulate his 
residence at Edinburgh, in the following manner: Every day he visited the Water-gate, as it is called, of the 
Canongate. over which is extended a wooden arch. Specie being then the general currency, he threw his 
purse over the gate, and as long as it was heavy enough to be thrown over, he continued his round of 

deusure in the metropolis; when it was too light, he thought it time to return to the Highlands. Query.— 
How often would he have repeated this experiment at Temple Bar ? 


t The punishment of riding the wooden mare was, in the days of Charles and long after, une 0. tte varie 
sue and cruel modes of enforcing military discipline. In front of the old gua < house ia the Hig. Strev: 
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They were at this moment at an arched gateway, battlemented and flanked 


with turrets, one whereof was totally ruinous, excepting the lower story _ 


which served as a cow-house tu the peasant whose family inhabited the 
turret that remained entire. The gate had been broken down by Monk's 
soldiers during the civil war, and had never been replaced, therefore pre 
sented no obstacle to Bothwell and his party. The avenue, very steep and 
narrow, and causewayed with large round stones, ascended the side of the 
precipitous bank in an oblique and zigzag course, now showing now hiding 
a view of the Tower and its exterior bulwarks, which seemed*to rise almost 
perpendicularly above their heads. The fragments of Gothic defences 
which it exhibited were upon such a scale of strength, as induced Bothwell 
to exclaim, “ lt’s well this place is in honest and loyal hands. LEgad, if the 
enemy had it, a dozen of old whigamore wives with their distaffs might 
keep it against a troop of dragoons, at least if they had half the spunk of 
the old girl we left at Milnwood. Upon my life,” he continued, as they 
came in front of the large double tower and its surrounding defences and 
flankers, ‘it is a superb place, founded, says the worn inscription over the 
gate—unless the remnant of my Latin has given me the slip—by Sir Ralph 
de Bellenden in 1350 —a respectable antiquity. I must greet the old lady 
with due honour, though it should put me to the labour of recalling some 
of the compliments that | used to.dabble in when I was wont to keep that 
sort of company.” 

As he thus communed with himself, the butler, who had reconnoitred the 
soldiers from an arrow-slit in the wall, announced to his lady, that a com- 
manded party of dragoons, or, as he thought, Life-Guardsmen, waited at 
the gate with a prisoner under their charge. 

“TY am certain,” said Gudyill, ‘‘and positive, that the sixth man is a 
prisoner; for his horse is led, and the two dragoons that are before have 
their carbines out of their budgets, and rested upon their thighs. It was 
aye the way we guarded prisoners in the days of the great Marquis.” 

“King’s soldiers?’ said the lady; ‘probably in want of refreshment. 
Go, Gudyill, make them welcome, and let them be accommodated with 
what provision and forage the Tower can afford. And stay, tell my gentle 
woman to bring my black scarf and manteau. I will go down myself to 
receive them; one cannot show the King’s Life-Guards too much respect in 
times when they are doing so much for royal authority. And d’ye hear, 
Gudyill, let Jenny Dennison slip on her pearlings to walk before my niece 
and me, and the three women to walk behind ; and bid my niece attend me 
instantly.” 


Fully accoutred, and attended according to her directions, Lady Margaret | 


now sailed out into the court-yard of her tower with great courtesy and 
dignity. Sergeant Bothwell saluted the grave and reverend lady of the 
manor with an assurance which had something of the light and careless 
addtess of the dissipated men of fashion in Charles the Second’s time, and 


of Edinburgh, a large horse of this kind was placed, on which now and then, in the more ancient times, a 
reteran might be seen mounted, with a firelock tied to each foot, atoning for some small offence. 

There is a singular work, entitled Memoirs of Prince William Henry, Duke of Gloucester (son of Queen 
Anne), from his birth to his ninth year, in which Jenkin Lewis, an honest Welchman in attendance on the 
royal infant’s person, is pleased to record that his Roval Highness laughed, cried, crow’d, and said Gig and 
Dy, very like a babe of plebeian descent. He had alsu a premature taste for the discipline as well as the 
show of war, and had a corps of twenty-two boys, arrayed with paper caps and wooden swords. For the 
maintenance of discipline in this juvenile corps, a wooden horse was established in the Presence-chamber, 
and was sometimes employed in the punishment of offences not strictiy military. Hughes, the Duke’s 
tailor, having made him a suit of clothes which were too tight, was appointed, in an order of the day issued 
by the young prince, to be placed on this penal steed. ‘The man of remnants, by dint of supplication and 
mediation, escaped froin the penance, which was likely to equal the inconveniences of his brother artist’s 
equestrian trip to Brentford. But an attendant named Weatherly, who had presumed to bring the young 
prince a tov (after he had discarded the use of them,) was actually mounted on the wooden horse without a 
saddie, with his face to the tail, while lhe was plied by four servants of the household with syringes and squirts, 
till he had a therough wetting. ‘* He was a waggish fellow,” says Lewis, “ and would not lose anything for the 
joke’s sake when he was putting his tricks upon others, so he was obliged to submit cheerfally to what was 
aflicted upon him, being at our mercy to play him off well, which we did accordingly.” Amid ruch such 
nonsense, Lewis’s book shows that this poor child, the heir of the British monarchy, who died when he 
was eleven years old, was in truth, of promising parts, and of a good dispos/tion. ‘The volume, which 
rarely occurs, is an 8vv, published in 1789, the editor being Dr. Philip Hayes of Oxford. 
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did not at all savour of the awkward or rude msnners of a non-commis- 
sioned officer of dragoons. His language, as weil as his manners, seemed 
also to be refined for the time and occasion; though the truth was, that, in 
the fluctuations of an adventurous and profligate life, Bothwell had some- 
times kept company much better suited to his ancestry than to his present 
situation of life. To the lady’s request to know whether she could be of 
service to them, he answered, with a suitable bow, “That as they had to 
march some miles farther that night, they would be much accommodated 
by permission to rest their horses for an hour before continuing their 
journey.” 

‘“With the greatest pleasure,” answered Lady Margaret; “and I trust 
that my people will see that neither horse nor men want suitable refresh- 
ment.” 

““ We are well aware, madam,” continued Bothwell, ‘that such has always 
been the reception, within the walls of Tillietudlem, of those who served 
the King.” 

““We have studied to discharge our duty faithfully and loyally on all 
occasions, sir,” answered Lady Margaret, pleased with the compliment, 
“both to our monarchs and to their followers, particularly to their faithful 
soldiers. It is not long ago, and it probably has not escaped the recollection 
of his sacred Majesty now on the throne, since he himself honoured my 
ee house with his presence, and breakfasted in a room in this castle, Mr. 

ergeant, which my waiting-gentlewoman shall show you; we still call it 
the King’s room.” 

Bothwell had by this time dismounted his party, and committed the 
horses to the charge of one file, and the prisoner to that of another; so 
that he himself was at liberty to continue the conversation which the lady 
had so condescendingly opened. 

“Since the King, my master, had the honour to experience your hospi- 
tality, [ cannot wonder that it is extended to those that serve him, and 
whose principal merit is doing it with fidelity. And yet I have a nearer. 
relation to his Majesty than this coarse red coat would seem to indicate.” 

‘Indeed, sir? Probably,” said Lady Margaret, ‘‘ you have belonged to 
his household ?” 

“* Not exactly, madam, to his household, but rather to his house; a con- 
nexion through which I may claim kindred with most of the best families 
in Scotland, not, I believe, exclusive of that of Tillietudlem.” 

“Sir!” said the old lady, drawing herself up with dignity at hearing 
what she conceived an impertinent jest; “I do not understand you.” 

“Tt’s but a foolish subject for one in my situation to talk of, madam,” 
answered the trooper; “but you must have heard of the history and mis- 
fortunes of my grandfather Francis Stewart, to whom James I., his cousin- 
gerinan, gave the title of Bothwell, as my comrades give me the nickname. 
It was not, in the long run, more advantageous to him than it is to me.” 

“Indeed!” said Lady Margaret, with much sympathy and surprise; “T 
have indeed always understood that the grandson of the last Karl was in 
necessitous circumstances, but I should never have expected to see him su 
low in the service. With such connexidns, what ill fortune could have re- 
duced you’”?—— 

“Nothing much out of the ordinary course, I believe, madam,” said 
Bothwell, interrupting and anticipating the question. “I have had my 
moments of good luck like my neighbours— have drunk my bottle with 
Rochester, thrown a merry main with Buckingham, and fought at Tangiers 
side by side.with Sheffield. But my luck never lasted; I could not make 
useful friends out of my jolly companions — Perhaps I was not sufficiently 
aware,” he continued, with some bitterness, ‘‘ how much the descer:dant of 
the Scottish Stewarts was honoured by being admitted into the convirialiti ss 
of Wilmot and Villiers.” 
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“ But your Scottish friends, Mr. Stewart—your relations here, So numer 
ous and so powerful?” 

“Why, ay, my lady,” replied the sergeant; ‘I believe some of them 
might have made me their gamekeeper, for | am a tolerable shot——s me ot 
them would have entertained me as their bravo, for I can use my sword 
well —and here and there was one, who, when better company was not to 
be had, would have made me his companion, since I can drink my three 
bottles of wine. But I don’t know how it is — between service and service 
among my kinsmen, I prefer that of my cousin Charles as the most creditable 
of them all, although the pay is but poor, and the livery far from splendid.” 

“Tt is a shame! it is a burning scandal!” said Lady Margaret. ‘ Why 
do you not apply to his most sacred Majesty? he cannot but be surprised 
to hear that a scion of his august family” 

““T beg your pardon, madam,” interrupted the sergeant; ‘‘I am but a 
blunt soldier, and I trust you will excuse me when I say, his most sacred. 
Majesty is more busy in grafting scions of his own, than with nourishing 
those which were planted by his grandfather’s grandfather.” 

‘Well, Mr. Stewart,” said Lady Margaret, ‘one thing you must promise 
me — remain at Tillietudlem to-night ; to-morrow I expect your command- 
ing-officer, the gallant Claverhouse, to whom king and country are so much 
obliged for his exertions against those who would turn the world upside 
down. I will speak to him on the subject of your speedy promotion; and 
I am certain he feels too much, both what is due to the blood which is in 
your veins, and to the request of a lady so highly distinguished as myself 
by his most sacred Majesty, not to make better provision for you than you 
have yet received.” 

“Tam much obliged to your ladyship, and I certainly will remain here 
with my prisoner, since you request it, especially as it will be the earliest 
way of presenting him to Colonel Grahame, and obtaining his ultimate or- 
ders about the young spark.” 

‘Who is your prisoner, pray you?” said Lady Margaret. 

“A young fellow of rather the better class in this neighbourhood, who 
has been so incautious as to give countenance to one of the murderers of the 
primate, and to facilitate the dog’s escape.” 

‘“‘Q, fie upon him!” said Lady Margaret. “Iam but too apt to forgive 
the injuries I have received at the hands of these rogues, though some of 
them, Mr. Stewart, are of a kind not like to be forgotten; but those who 
would abet the perpetrators of so cruel and deliberate a homicide on a single 
man, an old man, and a man of the Archbishop’s sacred profession — O fie 
upon him! If you wish to make him secure, with little trouble to your 
people, I will cause Harrison, or Gudyill, look for the key of our pit, or 
principal dungeon. It has not been open since the week after the victory 
of Kilsythe, when my poor Sir Arthur Bellenden put twenty whigs into it; 
but it is not more than two stories beneath ground, so it cannot be unwhole- 
some, especially as I rather believe there is somewhere an opening to the 
outer air.” 

‘‘I beg your pardon, madam,” answered the sergeant; “I dare say the 
dungeon.is a most admirable one; but I have promised to be civil to the 
lad, and I will take care he is watched so as to render escape impossible. 
I’ll set those to look after him shall keep him as fast as if his legs were in 
the boots, or his fingers in the thumbikins.” 

“Well, Mr. Stewart,” rejoined the lady, ‘you best know your own duty. 
I heartily wish you good evening, and commit you to the care of my 
steward, Harrison. I would ask you to keep ourselves company, but 
ae—a4—a-~” 

“Q, madam, it requires no apology; I am sensible the coarse red coat of 
King Charles II. does and ought to annihilate the privileges of the red 
blood of King James V.” 
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“ Not with me, I do assure you, Mr. Stewart; you do me injustice if 
you think so. I will speak to your officer to-morrow; and I trust yos 
shall soon find yourself in a rank where there shall be no anomalies to be 
reconciled.”’ 

“T believe, madam,” said Bothwell, “‘ your goodness will find itself de- 
ceived; but I am obliged to you for your intention, and, at all events, I 
will have a merry night with Mr. Harrison.” 

Lady Margaret took a ceremonious leave, with all the respect which she 
owed to royal blood, even when flowing in the veins of a sergeant of the 
Life-Guards ; again assuring Mr. Stewart, that whatever was in the Tower 
of Tillietudlem was heartily at his service and that of his attendants. 

Sergeant Bothwell did not fail to take the lady at her word, and readily 
forgot the height from which his family had descended, in a joyous carousal, 
during which Mr. Harrison exerted himself to produce the best wine in the 
cellar, and to excite his guest to be merry, by that seducing example which, 
in matters of conviviality, goes farther than precept. Old Gudyill asso- 
ciated himself with a party so much to his taste, pretty much as Davy, in 
the Second Part of Henry the Fourth, mingles in the revels of his master, 
Justice Shallow. He ran down to the cellar at the risk of breaking his 
neck, to ransack some private catacomb, known, as he boasted, only to him- 
self, and which never either had, or should, during his superintendence, 
render forth a bottle of its contents to any-one but a real king’s friend. 

““When the Duke dined here,” said the butler, seating himself at a dis- 
tance from the table, being somewhat overawed by Bothwell’s genealogy, 
but yet hitching his seat half a yard nearer at every clause of his speech, 
“my leddy was importunate to have a bottle of that Burgundy,”—(here he 
advanced his seat a little;) ‘but I dinna ken how it was, Mr. Stewart, I 
misdoubted him. I jaloused him, sir, no to be the friend to government he 
pretends: the family are not to lippen to. That auld Duke James lost his 
heart before he lost his head; and the Worcester man was but wersh par- 
ritch, neither gude to fry, boil, nor sup cauld.”’ (With this witty observa- 
tion, he completed his first parallel, and commenced a zigzag, after the 
manner of an experienced engineer, in order to continue his approaches to 
the table.) ‘‘Sae, sir, the faster my leddy cried ‘ Burgundy to his Grace, 
the auld Burgundy—the choice Burgundy—the Burgundy that came ower 
in the Thirty-nine’—the mair did I say to mysell, Deil a drap gangs down 
_his hause unless | was mair sensible o’ his principles ; sack and claret may 
serve him. Na, na, gentlemen, as lang as I hae the trust o’ butler in this 
house o’ Tillietudlem, ’ll tak upon me to see that nae disloyal or doubtfu’ 
person is the better o’ our binns. But when I can find a true friend to the 
king and his cause, and a moderate episcopacy—when I find a man, as I 
say, that will stand by church and crown as I did mysell in my master’s 
life, and all through Montrose’s time, I think there’s naething in the cellar 
ower gude to be spared on him.” 

By this time he had completed a lodgment in the body of the place, or, 
in other words, advanced his seat close to the table. 

* And now, Mr. Francis Stewart of Bothwell, I have the honour to drink 
your gude health, and a commission t’ye, and much luck may ye have in 
raking this country clear o’ whigs and roundheads, fanatics and Cove- 
nanters.” . , 

Bothwell, who, it may well be believed, had long ceased to be very scru- 
pulous in point of society, which he regulated more by his convenience 
and station in life than his ancestry, readily answered the butler’s pledge, 
icknowledging, at the same time, the excellence of the wine; and Mr. 
Gudyill, thus adopted a regular member of the company, continied te 
furnish them with the means of mirth until an early hour in thi pxt 
morning. | 
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Chapter the Conth. 


Did [I but purpose to embark with thee 

On the smooth surface of a summer sea, 

And would forsake the skiff and make the shore 

When the winds whistle and the tempests roar? 
PRIOR. 


Waitt Lady Margaret held, with the high-descended sergeant of draw 
goons, the conference which we have detailed in the preceding pages, her 
grand-daughter, partaking in a less degree her ladyship’s enthusiasm for all 
who were sprung of the blood royal, did not honour Sergeant Bothwell with 
more attention than a single glance, which showed her a tall powerful 
person, and a set of hardy weather-beaten features, to which pride and 
dissipation had given an air where discontent mingled with the reckless 
gaiety of desperation. The other soldiers offered still less to detach her 
consideration ; but from the prisoner, muffled and disguised as he was, 
she found it impossible to withdraw her eyes. Yet she blamed herself for 
indulging a curiosity which seemed obviously to give pain to him who was 
its object. 

“‘] wish,” she said to Jenny Dennison, who was the immediate attendant 
on her person, ‘1 wish we knew who that poor fellow is.” 

“JT was just thinking sae mysell, Miss Edith,” said the waiting-woman ; 
“but it canna be Cuddie Headrigg, because he’s taller and no sae stout.” 

“Yet,” continued Miss Bellenden, ‘‘it may be some poor neighbour, for 
whom we might have cause to interest ourselves.” 

“‘T can sune learn wha he is,” said the enterprising Jenny, ‘‘if the sodgers 
were anes settled and at leisure, for 1 ken ane o’ them very weel—the best- 
looking and the youngest o’ them.” 

“*T think you know all the idle young fellows about the country,” answered 
her mistress. 

‘Na, Miss Edith, I am no sae free o’ my acquaintance as that,” answered 
the fille-de-chambre. ‘To be sure folk canna help kenning the folk by head- 
mark that they see aye glowering and looking at them at kirk and market; 
but I ken few lads to speak to unless it be them o’ the family, and the three 
Steinsons, and Tam Rand, and the young miller, and the five Howisons in 
Nethersheils, and lang Tam Gilry, and” 

“‘ Pray cut short a list of exceptions which threatens to be a long one, and 
tell me how you come to know this young soldier,” said Miss Bellenden. 

“ Lord, Miss Edith, it’s Tam Halliday—Trooper Tam, as they ca’ him,— 
that was wounded by the hill-folk at the conventicle at Outer-side Muir, and 
lay here while he was under cure. I can ask him onything, and Tam will 
no refuse to answer me, Ill be caution for him.” 

“Try, then,” said Miss Edith, “if you can find an opportunity to ask 
him the name of his prisoner, and come to my room and tell me what he 
says.” | 

Jenny Dennison proceeded on her errand, but soon returned with such 

face of surprise and dismay as evinced a deep interest in the fate of the 

risoner. 

“What is the matter ?” said Edith, anxiously ; ‘does it prove to be Cuddie, 
after all, poor fellow ?” : 

*“Cuddie, Miss Edith? Na! na! it’s nae Cuddie,” blubbered out the 
‘aithful filie-de-chambre, sensible of the pain which her news were about to 
mflict on her young mistress. ‘O dear, Miss Edith, it’s young Milnwood 
nimsel] !” 

‘ Young Milnwood !” exclaimed Edith, aghast in her turn ; “it is impossi- 
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hle-—totally napossible! His uncle attends the clergyman indulged by law 
and has no connexion whatever with the refractory people; and he himself 
has never interfered in this unhappy dissension ; he must be totally innocent, 
unless he has been standing up for some invaded right.” 

‘““O, my dear Miss Edith,” said her attendant, “these are not days to ask 
what’s right or what’s wrang; if he were as innocent as the new-born infant, 
they would find some way of making him guilty, if they liked; but Tam 
Halliday says it will touch his life, for he has been resetting ane o’ the Fife 
gentlemen that killed that auld carle of an Archbishop.” 

“Tlis life!’ exclaimed Kdith, starting hastily up, and speaking with a 
hurried and tremulous accent ;—‘‘ they cannot—they shall not—I will speak 
for him—they shall not hurt him!” - 

‘“O, my dear young leddy, think on your grandmother; think on the 
danger and the difficulty,” added Jenny; ‘for he’s kept under close con- 
finement till Claverhouse comes up in the morning, and if he doesna gie him 
full satisfaction, Tam Halliday says there will be brief wark wi’ hin—Kneel 
down—mak ready—present—fire—just as they did wi’ auld deaf John Mac- 
briar, that never understood a single question they pat till him, and sae lost 
his life for lack o’ hearing.” 

“Jenny,” said the young lady, “if he should die, I will die with him; 
there is no time to talk of danger or difficulty. I will put on a plaid, and 
slip down with you to the place where they have kept him —lI will throw 
myself at the feet of the sentinel, and entreat him, as he has a soul to be 
saved ”?—— : 

“Kh, guide us!” interrupted the maid, “‘our young leddy at the feet o’ 
Trooper Tam, and speaking to him about his soul, when the puir chield 
hardly kens whether he has ane or no, unless that he whiles swears by it !— 
that will never do; but what maun be maun be, and I’1l never desert a true- 
love cause—And sae, if ye maun see young Milnwood, though I ken nae 
gude it will do, but to make baith your hearts the sairer, I’ll e’en tak the risk 
o’t, and try to manage Tam Halliday ; but ye maun let me hae my ain gate, 
and no speak ae word—he’s keeping guard o’er Milnwood in the eastern 
round of the tower.” 

“‘Go, go, fetch me a plaid,” said Edith. ‘‘ Let me but see him, and I will 
find some remedy for his danger—Haste ye, Jenny, as ever ye hope to have 
good at my hands.” 

Jenny hastened, and soon returned with a plaid, in which Edith muffled - 
herself so as completely to screen her face, and in part to disguise her per- 
son. This was a mode of arranging the plaid very common among the 
ladies of that century, and the earlier part of the succeeding one; so much 
so, indeed, that the venerable sages of the Kirk, conceiving that the mode 
gave tempting facilities for intrigue, directed more than one act of Assembly 
against this use of the mantle. But fashion, as usual, proved too strong for 
authority, and while plaids continued to be worn, women of all ranks occa- 
sionally employed them as a sort of muffler or veil.* Her face and figure 
thus concealed, Edith, holding by her attendant’s arm, hastened with trein- 
bling steps to the plaee of Morton’s confinement. 

This was a small study or closet, in one of the turrets, opening upon a 
gallery in which the sentinel was pacing to and fro; for Sergeant Bothwell, 
svrupulous in observing his word, and perhaps touched with some compas- 
sion for the prisoner’s youth and genteel demeanour, had waived the indig- 
nity of putting his guard into the same apartment with him. Halliday, 
therefore, with his carabine on his arm, walked up and down the gallery, 
yecasionally solacing himself with a draught of ale, a huge flagon of which 
£ 


—_— —— 


* Concealment of an individual, while in public or promiscuous society, was then very common. Jn Eng- 
rand, where no plaids were worn, the ladies used vizard masks for the same purpose, and the gallants drew 
whe skirts of their cloaks over the right shoulder, so as to cover part of the face. ‘This is repeatedly ail'iled 
te ip Pepys’s Diary. 3 
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stood upon the table at one end of the apartment, and at other times hum 
ming the lively Scottish air, 

Between Saint Johnstone and Bonny Dundee 

Vl gar ye be fain to follow me. 

Jenny Dennison cautioned her mistress once more to let her take her own 
way. 

““T can manage the trooper weel eneugh,” she said, “for as rough as h 
is—I ken their nature weel; but ye maunna say a single word.” 

She accordingly opened the door of the gallery just as the sentinel had 
turned his back from it, and taking up the tune which he hummed, she 
sung in a coquettish tone of rustic raillery, 

If I were to follow a poor sodger lad, 

My friends wad be angry, my minnie ‘be mad ; 
’ A laird, or a lord, they were fitter for me, 

Sae I'll never be fain to follow thee. —— 

‘“‘A fair challenge, by Jove,” cried the sentinel, turning round, ‘and from 
two at once; but it’s not easy to bang the soldier with his pandoleers 
then taking up the song where the damsel had stopt, 


To follow me ye weel may be glad, 

A share of my supper, a share of my bed, 

To the sound of the drum to range fearless and free, 
Ill gar ye be fain to follow me. — 


““Come, my pretty lass, and kiss me for my song 

“T should’ not have thought of that, Mr. thalliday,” answered Jenny, 
with a look and tone expressing. Just the necessary degree of contempt at 
the proposal, ‘and, I’se assure ye, ye’tl hae but little o’ my company unless 
ye show gentler havings — It wasna to hear that sort o’ nonsense that 
brought me here wi’ my friend, and ye should think shame o’ yoursell, ’at 
should ye.” 

“Umph! and what sort of nonsense did bring you here then, Mrs. Den- 
nison ?” 

_ “My kinswoman has some particular business with your prisoner, young 
Mr. Harry Morton, and I am come wi’ her to speak till him.” 

“The devil you are!” answered the sentinel. ‘And pray, Mrs. Denni- 
aon, how do your kinswoman and you propose to get in? You are rather 
too plamp to whisk through a keyhole, and opening the door is a thing not 
to be spoke of.” 

. “Tt’s no a thing to be lenis o’, but a thing to be dune,” replied the per- 
severing damsel. 

‘“We’ll see about that, my bonny Jenny ;” and the soldier resumed his 
march, humming, as he walked to and fro along the gallery, 


Keek into the draw-well, 
Janet, Janet, 

Then ye’ll see your bonny sell, 
My joe Janet. 


‘So ye’re no thinking to let us in, Mr. Halliday? Weel, weel; gude e’en 
t. ye—ye hae seen the last 0’ me, and 0’ this bonny die too,” said Jenny, 
holding between her finger and thumb a splendid silver dollar. 

“Give him gold, give him gold,” w hispered the agitated young lady. 

‘« Silver’s e’en ower gude for the like o’ him,” replied Jenny, “that disna 
eare for the blink o’ a bonny lassie’s ee—and what’s waur, he wad think 
thefe was something mair in’t than a kinswoman o’ mine. My certy! 
siller’s no sae plenty wi’ us, let alane gowd.” Having addressed this advice 
aside to her mistress, she raised her voice and said, ‘‘ “My cousin winna stay 
ony langer, Mr. Halliday ; sae, if ye please, gude e’en t’ye.” 

“ Halt a bit, halt a bit,” said the trooper; “rein up and parley, Jenny. 

I let vour kinswoman in to speak to my prisoner, you must stay here 
and keep me company till she come out again, and then we’ll all be well 
pleased, you know.” 

212 
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«The fiend be in my feet then,” said Jenny; “d’ye think my kinswoman 
and me are gaun to lose our gude name wi’ cracking clavers wi’ the like 0” 
ou or your prisoner either, without somebody by to see fair play? Hegh, 
egh, sirs! ‘to see sic a difference between folks’ promises and performance! 
‘Ye were aye willing to slight puir Cuddie; bat an I had asked him to oblige 
me in a thing, though it had been to cost his hanging, he wadna hae stude 
twice about it.” : 

“D—n Cuddie!” retorted the dragoon, “‘ he’ll be hanged in good earnest, 
{ hope. I saw him to-day at Milnwood with his old puritanical b—— of a 
mother, and if I had thought I was to have had him cast in my dish, I 
vould have brought him up at my horse’s tail—we had law enough to bear 

s out.” 
ne Very weel, very weel—See if Cuddie winna hae a lang shot at you ane 
o’ thae days, if ye gar him tak the muir wi’ sae mony honest folk. He can 
hit a mark brawly; he was third at the popinjay; and he’s as true of his 
promise as of ee and hand, though he disna mak sic a phrase about it as 
some acquaintance o’ yours — But it’s a’ ane to me— Come, cousin, we’ll 
away.” 

“Stay, Jenny; d—n me, if I hang fire more than another when I have 
said a thing,” said the soldier, in a hesitating tone. ‘‘ Where is the 
sergeant ?” 

“Drinking and driving ower,” quoth Jenny, “‘ wi’ the Steward and John 
Gudyill.” 

‘“‘So, so—he’s safe enough —and where are my comrades?” asked Hal- 
liday. 

Birling the brown bow! wi’ the fowler and the falconer, and some 0’ the 
serving folk.” 

“ Have they plenty of ale?” 

“Sax gallons, as gude as e’er was masked,” said the maid. 

“Well, then, my pretty Jenny,” said the relenting sentinel, ‘they are 
fast till the hour of relieving guard, and perhaps something later; and so, 
if you will promise to come alone the next time”—— 

‘‘Maybe I will, and maybe I winna,” said Jenny; “but if ye get the 
dollar, ye’ll like that just as weel.” 

“Tl be d—n’d if I do,” said Halliday, taking the money, however; ‘‘ but 
it’s always something for my risk; for, if Claverhouse hears what I have 
done, he will build me a horse as high as the Tower of Tillietudlem. But 
every one in the regiment takes what they can come by; I am sure Both- 
well and his blood-royal shows us a good example. And if I were trusting 
to you, you little jilting devil, I should lose both pains and powder ; whereas 
this fellow,” looking at the piece, “‘ will be good as far as he goes. So, 
come — there is the door open for you; do not stay groaning and praying 
with the young whig now, but be ready, when I call at the door, to start, as 
if they were sounding ‘ Horse and away.’ ”’ Se 

So speaking, Halliday unlocked the door of the closet, admitted Jenny and 
her pretended kinswoman, locked it behind them, and hastily reassumed 
the indifferent measured step and time-killing whistle of a sentinel upon his 
regular duty. 

The door, which slowly opened, discovered Morton with both arms re- 
clined upon a table, and his head-resting upon them in a posture of deep 
dejection. He raised his face as the door opened, and perceiving the female 
figures which it admitted, started up in great surprise. Edith, as if modesty 
had quelled the courage which despair had bestowed, stood about a yard 
from the door without having either the power to speak or to advance. All. 
the plans of aid, relief, or comfort, which she had propused to lay before 
her lover, seemed at once to have vanished from her recollection, and lefi 
only & painful chaos of ideas, with which was mingled a fear that she had — 
degraded herself in the eyes of Morton by a step which might ¢ ppear pre 
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cipitate and unfeminine. She hung motioniess and almost powerless upon 
the arm of her attendant, who in vain endeavoured to reassure and inspire 
her with courage, by whispering, ‘We are in now, madam, and we maun 
make the best o’ our time; for, doubtless, the corporal or the sergeant will 
gang the rounds, and it wad be a pity to hae the poor lad Halliday punished 
for his civility.” 

Morton, in the meantime, was timidly advancing, suspecting the truth; 
for what other female in the house, excepting Edith herself, was likely te 
take an interest in his misfortunes? and yet afraid, owing to the doubtful — 
twilight and the muffled dress, of making some mistake which might be 
prejudicial to the object of his affections. Jenny, whose ready wit and 
forward manners well qualified her for such an office, hastened to break the 
ice. 
‘Mr. Morton, Miss Edith’s very sorry for your present situation, and”’ 

It was needless to say more; he was at her side, almost at her feet, press- 
ing her unresisting hands, and loading her with a profusion of thanks and 
gratitude which would be hardly intelligible from the mere broken words, 
unless we could describe the tone, the gesture, the impassioned and hurried 
indications of deep and tumultuous feeling, with which they were accom- 

anied. 

s For two or three minutes, Edith stood as motionless as the statue of a 
saint which receives the adoration of a worshipper ; and when she recovered 
herself sufficiently to withdraw her hands from Henry’s grasp, she could at 
first only faintly articulate, “I have taken a strange step, Mr. Morton —a 
step,” she continued with more coherence, as her ideas arranged themselves 
in consequence of a strong effort, “that perhaps may expose me to censure 
in your eyes—But I have long permitted you to use the language of friend- 
ship — perhaps I might say more —too long to leave you when the world 
seems to have left you. How, or why, is this imprisonment? what can be 
done? can my uncle, who thinks so highly of you—can your own kins- 
man, Milnwood, be of no use? are there no means? and what is likely to 
be the event?” 

“Be what it will,’”’ answered Henry, contriving to make himself master 
of the hand that had escaped from him, but which was now again aban- 
doned to his clasp, “‘ be what it will, it is to me from this moment the most 
welcome incident of a weary life. To you, dearest Edith —-forgive me, I 
should have said Miss Bellenden, but misfortune claims strange privileges 
—to you I have owed the few happy moments which have gilded a gloomy 
existence; and if I am now to lay it down, the recollection of this honour 
will be my happiness in the last hour of suffering.” 

“But is it even thus, Mr. Morton?” said Miss Bellenden. ‘‘ Have you, 
who used to mix so little in these unhappy feuds, become so suddenly and 
deeply implicated, that nothing short of’? —— i 

She paused, unable to bring out the word which should have come next. 

“Nothing short of my life, you would say?” replied Morton, in a calm, 
bat melancholy tone; “I believe that will be entirely in the bosoms of my 
judges. My guards spoke of a possibility of exchanging the penalty for 
entry into foreign service. I thought I could have embraced the alterna- 
tive; and yet, Miss Bellenden, since I have seen you once more, I feel that 
exile would be more galling than death.” 

“And is it then true,” said Edith, ‘‘that you have been so desperately 
rash as to entertain communication with any of those cruel wretches who 
assassinated the primate ?” 

“T knew not even that such a crime had been committed,” replied Morton, 
“when I gave unhappily a night’s lodging and concealment to one of those 
>ash und cruel men, the ancient friend and comrade of my father. But my 
ignorance will avail me little; for who, Miss Bellenden, save you, will 
celieve it? And. what is worse, I am at least uncertain whether, even if I 
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had kncewn the crime, I could have brought my mind, under all the circum- 
stances, to refuse a temporary refuge to the fugitive.” 

“And by whom,” said Edith, anxiously, ‘or under what authority, will 
the investigation of your conduct take place?” 

“Under that of Colonel Grahame of Claverhouse, I am given to under- 
stand,” said Morton; “one of the military commission, to whom it has 
pleased our king, our privy council, and our parliament, that used to be 
more tenacious of our liberties, to commit the sole charge of our goods and 
our lives.” 

“To Claverhouse !’”’ said Edith, faintly; ‘merciful Heaven! you are lost 
ere you are tried! He wrote to my grandmother that he was to be here to- 
morrow morning, on his road to the head of the country, where some des- 
perate men, animated by the presence of two or three of the actors in the 
primate’s murder, are said to have assembled for the purpose of making a 
stand against the Government. His ee ete made me shudder, even 
when I could not guess that — that — a friend” 

“Do not be too much alarmed on my account, my dearest Edith,” said 
Henry, as he supported her in his arms. ‘‘Claverhouse, though stern and 
relentless, is, by all accounts, brave, fair, and honourable. Iam a soldier’s 
son, and will plead my cause like a soldier. He will perhaps listen more 
favourably toa blunt and unvarnished defence, than a truckling and time- 
serving judge might do. And indeed, in a time when justice is in all its 
branches so completely corrupted, I would rather lose my life by open mili- 
tary violence, than be conjured out of it by the hocus-pocus of some arbi- 
trary lawyer, who lends the knowledge he has of the statutes made for our 
protection, to wrest them to our destruction.” 

‘“‘ You are lost—you are lost, if you are to plead your cause with Claver- 
house!” sighed Edith; ‘‘ root and branchwork is the mildest of his expres- 
sions. The unhappy primate was his intimate friend and early patron. 
‘No excuse, no subterfuge,’ said his letter, ‘shall save either those con- 
nected with the deed, or such as have given them countenance and shelter, 
from the ample and bitter penalty of the law, until I shall have taken as. 
many lives in vengeance of this atrocious murder, as the old man had grey 
hairs upon his venerable head.’ There is neither ruth nor favour to be 
found with him.” 

Jenny Dennison, who had hitherto remained silent, now ventured, in the 
extremity of distress which the lovers felt, but for which they were unable 
to devise a remedy, to offer her own advice. 

“Wi your leddyship’s pardon, Miss Edith, and young Mr. Morton’s, we 
maunna waste time. Let Milnwood take my plaid and gown; Ill slip 
them aff in the dark corner, if he’ll promise no to look about, and he may 
walk past ‘am Halliday, who is half blind with his ale, and I can tell him 
i) Canny way to get out o’ the Tower, and your leddyship will gang quietly 
to your ain room, and I’ll row mysell in his grey cloak, and pit on his hat, 
and play the prisoner till the coast’s clear, and then Ill cry in Tam Halli- 
day, and gar him let me out.’ 

‘Let you out?” said Morton; “they’ll make your life answer it.” - 

‘‘Ne’er a bit,” replied Jenny; “Tam daurna tell he let onybody in, for 
his ain sake; and T’ll gar him find some other gate to account for the 
escape.” 

“Will you, by G—?” said the sentinel, suddenly opening the door of the 
apartment; “if | am half blind, I am not deaf, and you should not plan an 
escape quite so loud, if you expect to go through with it. Come, come, Mrs. 
Janet—march, troop—quick time—trot, d—n me !—And you, madam kins- 
woman,—I won’t ask your real name, though you were going to play me se 
rascally a trick,—but I must make a clear garrison; so beat a retreat, un- 
less you would have me turn out the guard.” 

“T hope,” said Morton very anxiously, ‘ you will not mention this s4 
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cuinstance, my good friend, and trust to my honour to acknowledge your 
civility in keeping the secret. If you overheard our conversation, you must 
have observed that we did not accept of, or enter into, the hasty proposa, 
made by this good-natured girl.” 

“Qh, devilish good-natured, to be sure,” said Halliday. “As for the rest 
I guess how it is, and I scorn to bear malice, or tell tales, as much as an 
other; but no thanks to that little jilting devil, Jenny Dennison, who de- 
serves a tight skelping for trying to lead an honest lad into a scrape, just 
because he was so silly as to like her good-for-little chit face.” : 

Jenny had no better means of justification than the last apology to which 
her sex trust, and usually not in vain; she pressed her handkerchief to her 
face, sobbed with great vehemence, and either wept, or managed, as Halli- 
day might have said, to go through the motions wonderfully well. 

‘“‘ And now,” continued the soldier, somewhat mollified, ‘“‘if you have 
anything to say, say it in two minutes, and let me see your backs turned ; 
for if Bothwell take it into his drunken head to make the rounds half an 
hour too soon, it will be a black business to us all.” 

“Farewell, Edith,” whispered Morton, assuming a firmness he was far 
from possessing ; ‘‘do not remain here—leave me to my fate—it cannot be 
beyond endurance since you are interested in it.—Good-night, good-night! 
—Do not remain here till you are discover~d.” 

Thus saying, he resigned her to her attendant, by whom she was quietly 
led and partly supported out of the apartment. 

‘““ Every one has his taste, to be sure,” said Halliday; “ but d—n me if I 
would have vexed so sweet a girl as that is, for all the whigs that ever swore 
the Covenant.” 

When Edith had regained her apartment, she gave way to a burst of 
grief which alarmed Jenny Dennison, who hastened to administer such 
scraps of consolation as occurred to her. 

‘“‘Dinna vex yoursell sae muckle, Miss Edith,” said that faithful attend- 
ant; ‘‘ wha kens what may happen to help young Milnwood? He’s a brave 
lad, and a bonny, and a gentleman of a good fortune, and they winna string 
the like o’ him up as they do the puir whig bodies that they catch in the 
muirs, like straps o’ onions. Maybe his uncle will bring him aff, or maybe 
your ain grand-uncle will speak a gude word for him—he’s weel acquent 
wi’ a’ the red-coat gentlemen.” 

‘You are right, Jenny — you are right,” said Edith, recovering herself 
from the stupor into which she had sunk; ‘this is no time for despair, but 
for exertion. You must find some one to ride this very night to my uncle’s 
with a letter.” 

“To Charnwood, madam? It’s unco late, and it’s sax miles an’ a bittock 
doun the water. I doubt if we can find man and horse the night, mair es- 
‘pouped as they hae mounted a sentinel before the gate. Puir Cuddie! 

e’s gane, puir fallow, that wad hae dune aught in the warld I bade him, 
and ne’er asked a reason—an’ I’ve had nae time to draw up wi’ the new 
pleugh-lad yet; forby that, they say he’s gaun to be married to Meg Mur- 
dieson, ill-faur’d cuttie as she is.” 

“You must find some one to go, Jenny; life and death depend upon it.” 

“J wad gang mysell, my leddy, for I could creep out at the window 0’ 
the pantry, and speel down by the auld yew-tree weel eneugh—l hae played 
that trick ere now. But the road’s unco wild, and sae mony red-coats 
about, forby the whigs, that are no muckle better (the young lads o’ them) 
if they meet a fraim body their lane in the muirs. I wadna stand for the 
walk—lI cau walk ten miles by moonlight weel eneugh.”’ 

“Ts there no one you can think of, that, for money or favour, would serve 
ae so far?” asked Kdith, in great anxiety. ‘ 

“TJ dinna sen,” said Jenny, after a moment’s consideration, ‘‘unless it be 
Guse Gibbie; and he’ll maybe no ken the way, though it’s no sae difficult 
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to hit, if he keep the horse-road, and mind the turn at the Cappercleugh, 
and dinna drown himsell in the Whomlekirn-pule, or fa’ ower the scaur at 
the Deil’s Loaning, or miss ony o’ the kittle steps at the Pass 0’ Walkwary, 
or be carried to the hills by the whigs, or be taen to the tolbooth by the 
red-coats.” 

‘¢ Ajl ventures must be run,” said Edith, cutting short the list of chances 
against Goose Gibbie’s safe arrival at the end of his pilgrimage ;—“ all 
risks must be run, unless you can find a better messenger. Go, bid the 
boy get ready, and get him out of the Tower as secretly as you can. If he 
meets any one, let him say he’s carrying a letter to Major Bellenden of 
Charnwood, but without mentioning any names.” 

‘T understand, madam,” said Jenny Dennison: “I warrant the callant 
will do weel eneugh, and Tib, the hen-wife, will tak care o’ the geese for a 
word o’ my mouth; and I'll tell Gibbie your leddyship will mak his peace 
wi’ Lady Margaret, and we’ll gie him a dollar.” 

“‘Two, if he does his errand well,” said Edith. 

Jenny departed to rouse Goose Gibbie out of his slumbers, to which he 
was usually consigned at sundown, or shortly after, he xecpies the hours 
of the birds under his charge. During her absence, Edith took her writing 
materials, and prepared against her return the following letter, superscribed, 
—‘‘For the hands of Major Bellenden of Charnwood, my much honoured 
uncle, These: 


“My dear Uncle—This will serve to inform you I am desirous to know, 
how your gout is, as we did not see you at the wappen-schaw, which made 
both my grandmother and myself very uneasy. And if it will permit you 
to travel, we shall be happy to see you at our poor house to-morrow at the 
hour of breakfast, as Colonel Grahame of Claverhouse is to pass this way 
on his march, and we would willingly have your assistance to receive and 
entertain a military man of such distinction, who, probably, will not be 
much delighted with the company of women. Also, my dear uncle, I pray 
you to let Mrs. Carefor’t, your housekeeper, send me my double-trimmed 
paduasoy with the hanging sleeves, which she will find in the third drawer 
of the walnut press in the green room, which you are so kind as to call 
mine. Also, my dear uncle, I pray you to send me the second volume of 
the Grand Cyrus, as I have only read as far as the imprisonment of Phili 
daspes upon the seven hundredth and thirty-third page; but, above all, I 
entreat you to come to us to-morrow before eight of the clock, which, as 
your pacing nag is so good, you may well do without rising before your 
usual hour. So, praying to God to preserve your health, I rest your dutiful 
and loving niece, ' 


‘*Kpita BELLENDEN. 


“ Postscriptum. A party of soldiers have last night brought your friend, 
young Mr. Henry Morton of Milnwood, hither as a prisoner. I conclude you 
will be sorry for the young gentleman, and therefore let you know this, in 
ease you may think of speaking to Colonel Grahame in his behalf. I have 


not mentioned his name to my grandmother, knowing her prejudice against 
the family.” 


This epistle being duly sealed and delivered to Jenny, that faithful confidant 
hastened to put the same in the charge of Goose Gibbie, whom she found in 
readiness to start from the castle. She then gave him various instructions 
touching the road, which she apprehended he was likely to mistake, not 
having travelled it above five or six times, and possessing only thy same 
slender proportion of memory as of judgment. Lastly, she smuggled him 
out of the garrison through the pantry window into the branchy yew-tree 
which grew close beside it, and had the satisfaction to see him reash the 
bo..om in safety, and take the right turn at the commencement of his jeurney. 


GOOSE GIBBIE. 


She then returned to persuade her young mist 
ner to rest, if possible, with assurances of Gibbie® 
only qualified by a passing regret that the trusty C 
commission might have been more safely reposed, was no 
of serving her. 

More fortunate as a messenger than as a cavalier, it was Gi 
hap rather than his good management, which, after he had gone ast? 
oftener than nine times, and given his garments a taste of the variation 
each bog, brook, and slough, between Tillietudlem and Charnwood, placee 
him about daybreak before the gate of Major Bellenden’s mansion, having 
completed a walk of ten miles (for the bittock, as usual, amounted to four 
in little more than the same number of hours. 


Chanter the Eleurnth. 


At last comes the troop, by the word of command 
Drawn up in our court, where the Captain cries, Stand! 
SwIFt. 


Masor Be.LEeNDEN’s ancient valet, Gideon Pike, as he adjusted his mas- 
ter’s clothes by his bed-side, preparatory to the worthy veteran’s toilet, 
acquainted him, as an apology for disturbing him an hour earlier than his 
usual time of rising, that there was an express from Tillietudlem. 

“From Tillietudlem !”’ said the old gentleman, rising hastily in his bed, 
and sitting bolt upright. ‘‘ Open the shutters, Pike—lI hope my sister-in-law 
is well —furl up the bed-curtain. What have we all here?” (glancing at 
Kdith’s note.) ‘‘The gout? why, she knows I have not had a fit since Can- 
dlemas.—The wappen-schaw? I told her a month since I was not to be 
there. Paduasoy and hanging sleeves? why, hang the gipsy herself !— 
Grand Cyrus and Philipdastus ?—Philip Devil !—is the wench gone crazy all - 
at once? was it worth while to send an express and wake me at five in the 
morning for all this trash ?— But what says her postscriptum ? — Mercy on 
us!’ he exclaimed on perusing it— “ Pike, saddle old Kilsythe instantly, 
and another horse for yourself.” 

“‘T hope nae ill news frae the Tower, sir?” said Pike, astonished at his 
master’s sudden emotion. 

‘‘ Yes—no—yes—that is, I must meet Claverhouse there on some express 
business; so boot and saddle, Pike, as fast as you can. O Lord! what 
times are these !—the poor lad—my old cronie’s son !—and the silly wench 
sticks it into her postscriptum, as she calls it, at the tail of all this trumpery 
about old gowns and new romances !” 

In a few minutes the good old officer was fully equipped; and having 
mounted upon his arm-gaunt charger as soberly as Mark Antony himself 
could have-done, he paced forth his way to the Tower of Tillietudlem. 

On the road he formed the prudent resolution to say nothing to the old 
tady (whose dislike to presbyterians of all kinds he knew to be inveterate) 
of the quality and rank of the prisoner detained within her walls, but to 
try his own influence with Claverhouse to obtain Morton’s liberation. 

“‘ Being so loyal as he is, he must do something for so old a cavalier as 1 
am,” said the veteran to himself; ‘and if he is so good a soldier as the 
world speaks of, why, he will be glad to serve an old soldier’s son. I never 
knew a real soldier that was not a frank-hearted, honest fellow; and I think 
the execution of the laws (though it’s a pity they find it necessary to make 
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sand times better intrusted with them than 
thick-skulled country gentlemen.” ‘ 

ations of Major Miles Bellenden, which were termi- 
dyill (not more than half-drunk) taking hold of his 
isting him to dismount in the rough-paved court of Tillie- 


y, John,” said the veteran, ‘what devil of a discipline is this you 
re been keeping? You have been reading Geneva print this morning 
already.” : 

‘“‘T have been reading the Litany,” said John, shaking his head with a 
look of drunken gravity, and having only caught one word of the Major’s 
uddress to him; ‘life is short, sir; we are flowers of the field, sir’? — hic- 
cup—‘‘and lilies of the valley.” 

“Flowers and lilies? Why, man, such carles as thou and I can hardly 
be called better than old hemlocks, decayed nettles, or withered rag-weed ; 
but I suppose you think that we are still worth watering.” 

‘Tam an old soldier, sir, I thank Heaven”—hiccup— : 

“An old shinker, you mean, John. But come, never mind, show me the 
way to your mistress, old lad.” 

John Gudyill led the way to the stone hall, where Lady Margaret was 
fidgeting about, superintending, arranging, and re-forming the preparations 
made for the reception of the celebrated Claverhouse, whom one party 
honoured and extolled as a hero, and another execrated as a blood-thirsty 
oppressor. 

‘“‘Did I not tell you,” said Lady Margaret to her principal female atten- 
Jant—‘‘ did I not tell you, Mysie, that it was my especial pleasure on this 
occasion to have everything in the precise order wherein it was upon that 
famous morning when his most sacred Majesty partook of his disjune at 
Tillietudlem ?” 

“ Doubtless, such were your ladyship’s commands, and to the best of my 
remembrance” was Mysie answering, when her ladyship broke in with, 
“Then wherefore is the venison pasty placed on the left side of the throne, - 
and the stoup of claret upon the right, when ye may right weel remember, 
Mysie, that his most sacred Majesty with his ain hand shifted the pasty to 
the same side with the flagon, and said they were too good friends to be 

arted ?”? — 
sie: I mind that weel, madam,” said Mysie; “and if I had forgot, I have. 
heard your leddyship often speak about that grand morning sin’ syne; but 
I thought everything was to be placed just as it was when his Majesty, God 
bless him, came into this room, looking mair like an angel than a man, if 
he hadna been sae black-a-vised.” 

“Then ye thought nonsense, Mysie; for in whatever way his most sacred 
Majesty ordered the position of the trenchers and flagons, that as weel as 
his royal pleasure in greater matters, should be a law to his subjects, and 
shall ever be to those of the house of Tillietudlem.” 

‘Weel, madam,” said Mysie, making the alterations required, “it’s easy 
inending the error; but if every thing is just to be as his Majesty left it, 
there should be an unco hole in the venison pasty.” 

At this moment the door opened. ices 

‘“‘ Who is that, John Gudyill?” exclaimed the old lady. ‘I can speak to 
no one just now. Is it you, my dear brother?” she continued, in some sur- 
prise, as the Major entered; “this is a right early visit.” 

‘“‘Not more early than welcome, I hope,” replied Major Bellenden, as he 
saluted the widow of his deceased brother; “but I heard by a note which 
Edith sent to Charnwood about some of her equipage and books, that you 
were to have Claver’se here this morning, so I thought, like an old firelock 
as I am, that I should like to have a chat with this rising soldier. I caused 
Pike saddle Kilsythe, and here we both are.” 
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« And most kindly welcome you are,” said the old lady; “it is just what 
[ should have prayed you to do, if I had thought there was time. You see 
I am busy in preparation. All is to be in the same order as when” —— 

“The King breakfasted at Tillietudlem,” said the Major, who, like all 
Lady Margaret’s friends, dreaded the commencement of that narrative, and 
was desirous to cut it short, — “I remember it well; you know | was wait- 
ing on his Majesty.” 

“You were, brother,’”’ said Lady Margaret; ‘“‘and perhaps you can help 
me to remember the order of the entertainment.” 

“Nay, good sooth,” said the Major, “the damnable dinner that Noll 
gave as at Worcester a few days afterwards drove all your good cheer out 
of my memory. But how’s this?—you have even the great Turkey-leather 
elbow-chair, with the tapestry cushions, placed in state.” 

‘“‘ The throne, brother, if you please,” said Lady Margaret, gravely. 

‘‘Well, the throne be it, then,” continued the Major. ‘Is that to be 
Claver’se’s post in the attack upon the pasty ?” 

“No, brother,” said the lady; “as these cushions have been once hon- 
oured by accommodating the person of our most sacred Monarch, they 
shall never, please Heaven, during my lifetime, be pressed by any less dig- 
nified weight.” , : 

“You should not, then,” said the old soldier, ‘put them in the way of 
an honest old cavalier, who has ridden ten miles before breakfast; for, to 
confess the truth, they look very inviting. But where is Edith?” 

“On the battlements of the warder’s turret,’ answered the old lady, 
“looking out for the approach of our guests.” 

“Why, I’ll go there too; and so should you, Lady Margaret, as soon as 
you have your line of battle properly formed in the hall there. It’s a pretty 
thing, I can tell you, to see a regiment of horse upon the march.” 

Thus speaking, he offered his arm with an air of old-fashioned gallantry, 
which Lady Margaret accepted with such a courtesy of acknowledgment as 
ladies were wont to make in Holyroodhouse before the year 1642, which, 
for one while, drove both courtesies and courts out of fashion. 

Upon the bartizan of the turret, to which they ascended by many a wind- 
ing passage and uncouth staircase, they found Edith, not in the attitude of 
a young lady who watches with fluttering curiosity the approach of a smart 
regiment of dragoons, but pale, downcast, and evincing by her countenance, 
that sleep had not during the preceding night been the companion of her 
pillow. The good old veteran was hurt at her appearance, which, in the 
hurry of preparation, her grandmother had omitted to notice. 

‘What is come over you, you silly girl?” he said ;— “‘ why, you look like 
an officer’s wife when she opens the News-letter after an action, and expects: 
to find her husband among the killed and wounded. But I know the reason 
— you will persist in reading these nonsensical romances, day and night, 
and whimpering for distresses that never existed. Why, how the devil can 
you believe that Artamines, or what d’ye call him, fought singlehanded 
with a whole battalion? One to three is as great odds as ever fought and 
won, and I never knew anybody that cared to take that, except old Corporal 
Raddlebanes. But these d—d books put all pretty men’s actions out of 
countenance. I dare say you would think very little of Raddlebanes, if he 
were alongside of Artamines. I would have the fellows that write such 
nonsense brought to the picquet for leasing-making.’’* 

Lady Margaret, herself somewhat attached to the perusal of romances, 
took up the cudgels. 

“Monsieur Scuderi,” she said, “‘is a soldier, brother; and, as I hava 
heard, a complete one; and so is the Sieur d’Urfe.” 


* As few, in the present age, are acquainted with the ponderous folios to which the age of Louis XIV. gave 
tise, we need only say, that they combine the dulness of the metaphysical courtship with all the improbabili- 
_ Ses of the ancient Romance of Chivalry. ‘Their character will be most easily learned from Boueau’s Dra. 
matic Satire, or M- Lennox’s Female Quixcte. 
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More shame for them; they should have known better what they were 
writing about. For my part, f have not read a book these twenty years 
except mry Bible, The Whole Duty of Man, and, of late days, Turner’s 
Pallas Armata, or Treatise on the Ordering of the Pike Exercise,* and I 
don’t like his discipline much neither. He wants to draw up the eels 
in front of a stand of pikes, instead of being upon the wings. Sure am I, 
if we had done so at Kilsythe, instead of having our handfal of horse om 
the flanks, the first discharge would have sent them back among our High. 
landers.—But I hear the kettle-trums.” 

All heads were now bent from the battlements of the turret, which cui- 
manded a distant prospect down the vale of the river. The Tower of 
Tillietudlem stood, or perhaps yet stands, upon the angle of a very preci- 
pitous bank, formed by the junetion of a considerable brook with the 
Clyde.f There was a narrow bridge of one steep arch, across the brook 
near its mouth, over which, and along the foot of the high and broken 
bank, winded the public road; and the fortalice, thus commanding both 
bridge and pass, had been, in times of war, a post of considerable import- 
ance, the possession of which was necessary to secure the communication 
of the upper and wilder districts of the country with those beneath, where 
the valley expands, and is more capable of cultivation. The view downwards 
is of a grand woodland character; but the level ground and gentle slopes 
near the river form cultivated fields of an irregular shape, interspersed with 
hedgerow-trees and copses, the enclosures seeming to have been individually 
cleared out of the forest which surrounds them, and which occupies, in un- 
broken masses, the steeper dechvities and more distant banks. The stream, 
in colour @ clear and sparkling brown, like the hue of the Cairngorm peb- 
bles, rushes through this romantic region in bold sweeps and curves, partly 
visible and partly concealed by the trees which clothe its banks. With a 
providence unknown m other parts of Scotland, the peasants have in most 
places planted orchards around their cottages, and the general blossom of 
the apple-trees at this season of the year gave all the lower part of the view 
the appearance of a flower-garden. 

Looking up the river, the character of the scene was varied considerably 
for the worse. A hilly, waste, and uncultivated country approached close 
to the banks; the trees were few, and limited to the neighbourhood of the 
stream, and the rude moors swelled at a little distance into shapeless and 
heavy Inlls, which were again surmounted in their turn by a range of lofty 
mountains, dimly seen on the horizon. Thus the tower commanded two 
prospects, the one richly cultivated and highly adorned, the other exhibit- 
ing the monotonous and dreary character of a wild and inhospitable moor- 
eet 
_ The eyes of the spectators on the present occasion were attracted to the 
downward view, not alone by its superior beauty, but because the distant 
sounds of military music began to be heard from the public high-road 
which winded up the vale, and announced the approach of the expected 
body of cavairy. Their glimmering ranks were shortly afterwards seen in 
the distance, appearing and disappearing as the trees and the windings of 
the road permitted them to be visible, and distinguished chiefly by the 
flashes of ight which their arms occasionally reflected against the sun. 
The train was long and imposing, for there were about two hundred and 
fifty horse upon the march, and the glancing of the swords and waving of 


* Sir James Turner was a soldier of fortune, bred im the civil wars. He was mtrusted with a commission 
to levy the fines imposed by the Privy Council for non-conformity, in the district of Damfries and Galloway. 
In this capacity he vexed the country so much by his exactions, that the people rose and made him) prisoner, 
and then proceeded in arms towards Mid-Lothian, where they were defeated at Pentland Hills in 1666. Be- 
sides his treatise on the Military Art, Sir James ‘Turner wrote several other works ; the mest curious of waich 
a Memoirs of his ewn Life and Times, which has just been printed, under the charge of the Bannatyne 

stab, : 

+ The Castle of Tillietudlem is imaginary; but the ruins of Craignethan Castle, situated on the Nethan, 


ae three miles from its junction with the Clyde, have something of the character of the d¢ scription iw 
1@ text. 
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their banners, joined to the clang of their trumpets and kettle-drums, had 
at once a lively and awful effect upon the imagination. As they advanced 
still nearer and nearer, they could distinctly see the files of those chosen 
troops following each other in long succession, completely equipped and 
~uperbly mounted. 

“It’s a sight that makes me thirty years younger,” said the old cavalier ; 
‘and yet I do not much like the service that these poor fellows are to be 


engaged in. Although I had my share of the civil war, I cannot say I had | - 


ever so much real pleasure in that sort of service as when I was employed 
on the Continent, and we were hacking at fellows with foreign faces and 
outlandish dialect. It’s a hard thing to hear a hamely Scotch tongue cry 
quarter, and be obliged to cut him down just the same as if he called out 
miséricorde. —So, there they come through the Netherwood haugh; upon 
my word, fine-looking fellows, and capitally mounted. — He that is gallop- 
ing from the rear of the column must be Claver’se himself; —ay, he gets 
into the front as they cross the bridge, and now they will be with us in less 
than five minutes.” | ; 

At the bridge beneath the tower, the cavalry divided, and the greater 
part, moving up the left bank of the brook and crossing at a ford a little 
above, took the road of the Grange, as it was called, a large set of farm- 
offices belonging to the Tower, where Lady Margaret had ordered prepara- 
tion to be made for their reception and suitable entertainment. The officers 
alone, with their colours and an escort to guard them, were seen to take the 
steep road up to the gate of the Tower, appearing by intervals as they 
gained the ascent, and again hidden by projections of the bank and of the 
huge old trees with which it is covered. When they emerged from this 
narrow path, they found themselves in front of the old Tower, the gates of 
which were hospitably open for their reception. Lady Margaret, with Edith 
and her brother-in-law, having hastily descended from their post of obser- 
vation, appeared to meet and to welcome their guests, with a retinue of 
domestics in as good order as the orgies of the preceding evening permitted. — 
The gallant young cornet (a relation as well as namesake of Claverhouse, 
with whom the reader has been already made acquainted) lowered the 
standard amid the fanfare of the trumpets, in homage to the rank of Lady 
Margaret and the charms of her granddaughter, and the old walls echoed 
to the flourish of the instruments, and the stamp and neigh of the chargers. 

Claverhouse* himself alighted from a black horse, the most beautiful 
perhaps in Scotland. He had not a single white hair upon his whole body 
—a circumstance which, joined to his spirit and fleetness, and to his being 
so frequently employed in pursuit of the presbyterian recusants, caused 
an opinion to prevail among them, that the steed had been presented to his 
rider by the great Enemy of Mankind, in order to assist him in persecuting 
the fugitive wanderers, When Claverhouse had paid his respects to the 
ladies with military politeness, had apologized for the trouble to which he 
was putting Lady Margaret’s family, and had received the corresponding 
assurances that she could not think anything an inconvenience which 
brought within the walls of Tillietudlem so distinguished a soldier, und so 


* This remarkable person united the seemingly inconsistent qualities of courage and cruelty, a disinterested 
and devoted loyalty to his prince, with a disregard of the rights of his fellow-subjects. He was the unseru- 
pulous agent of the Scottish Privy Council in executing the merciless severities of the Government in Scot- 

and during the reigns of Charles Il. and James Il.; but he redeemed his churacter by the zeal with which 
ae usserted the cause of the latter monarch after the Revolution, the military skill with which he supported 
t at the battle of Killiecrankie, and by his own death in the arms of victory. 

It is said by tradition, that he was very desirous to see, and be introduced to, a certain Lady Elphinstoun, 
whe had reached the advanced age of one hundred years and upwards. ‘lhe neble matron, being a staunch 
whig, Was rather unwilling to receive Claver’se (as he was Called from his title), but at length consented, 
yer the usual compliments, the officer observed to the lady, that having lived so much beyond the usual 
term of humanity, she must in her time have seen many strange changes. “ Hout na, sir,” said Lady Elphin- 
stoun ‘tie world is just to ead with me as it began. When I was entering life, there was ane Knox deaving 
as a’ wi' his clavers, and now | am ganging out, there is ane Claver’se deaving us a’ wi’ his knocks.” 

Clavers signifying in common parlance, idle chat, the double pun does credit to the ingeuity of a lady ~f a 

undsed years old. 
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loyal « servant of his sacred Majesty ; when, in short, all forms of hospitable 
and polite ritual had been duly complied with, the Colonel requested per 
mission to receive the report of Bothwell, who was now in attendance, and 
with whom he spoke apart for a few minutes. Major Bellenden took that 
opportunity to say to his niece, without the hearing of her grandmother, 
‘What a trifling foolish girl you are, Edith, to send me by express a letter 
crammed with nonsense about books and gowns, and to slide the only thing 
I cared a marvedie about into the postscript!” 

“T did not know,” said Edith, Renita Und very much, “ whether it would 
be quite-—-quite proper for me to” 

“T know what you would say — whether it would be right to take any 
interest in a presbyterian. But I knew this lad’s father well. He was a 
brave soldier; and, if he was once wrong, he was once right too. I must 
commend your caution, Edith, for having said nothing of this young gentle- 
man’s affair to your grandmother — you may rely on it I shall not --I will 
take an opportunity to speak to Claver’se. Come, my love, they are going 
to breakfast. Let us follow them.” 


av 


Chapter the Cwrlfth. 


Their breakfast so warm to be sure they did eat, 
A custom in travellers mighty discreet. 
PRIOR. 


Tue breakfast of Lady Margaret Bellenden no more resembled a modern 
déjetiné, than the great stone hall at Tillietudlem could brook comparison 
with a modern drawing-room. No tea, no coffee, no variety of rolls, but 
solid and substantial viands, —the priestly ham, the knightly sirloin, the 
noble baron of beef, the princely venison pastry; while silver flagons, saved 
with difficulty from the claws of the Covenanters, now mantled, some with 
ale, some with mead, and some with generous wine of various qualities and 
descriptions. The appetites of the guests were in correspondence to the 
magnificence and solidity of the preparation,—no piddling—no boy’s-play, 
but that steady and persevering exercise of the jaws which is best learned 
by early morning hours, and by occasional hard commons. 

Lady Margaret beheld with delight the cates which she had provided 
descending with such alacrity into the persons of her honoured guests, and 
had little occasion to exercise, with respect to any of the company saving 
Claverhouse himself, the compulsory urgency of pressing to eat, to which, 
as to the peine forte et dure, the ladies of that period were in the custom of 
subjecting their guests. 

But the leader himself, more anxious to pay courtesy to Miss Bellenden, 
next whom he was placed, than to gratify his appetite, appeared somewhat 
negligent of the good cheer set before him. Edith heard, without reply, 
many courtly speeches addressed to her, in a tone of voice of that happy 
modulation which could alike melt in the low tones of interesting conversa- 
tion, and rise amid the din of battle, “loud as a trumpet with a silver 
sound.” The sense that she was in the presence of the dreadful chief upon 
whose fiat the fate of Henry Morton must depend — the recollection of the 
terror and awe which were attached to the very name of the commander, 
deprived her for some time, not only of the courage to answer, but even of 
the power of looking upon him. But when, emboldened by the soothing 
fones of his vcice, she lifted her eyes to frame some reply, the persen en 
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whom she lucked bore, in his appearance at least, none of the terrible attri. 
butes in which her apprehensions had arrayed him. 

Grahame of Claverhouse was in the prime of life, rather low of stature, 
and slightly, though elegantly, formed; his gesture, language, and manners, 
were those of one whose life had been spent among the noble and the gay 
His features exhibited even feminine regularity. An oval face, a straight 
and well-formed nose, dark hazel eyes, a complexion just sufficiently tinged 
with brown to save it from the charge of effeminacy, a short upper lip, curved 
upward like that of a Grecian statue, and slightly shaded by small mustachios 
of light brown, joined to a profusion of long curled locks of the same colour, 
which fell down on each side of his face, contributed to form such a countee 
nance as limners love to paint and ladies to look upon. 

The severity of his character, as well as the higher attributes of undaunted 
and enterprising valour which even his enemies were compelled to admit, 
lay concealed under an exterior which seemed adapted to the court or the 
saloon rather than to the field. The same gentleness and gaiety of expres- 
sion which reigned in his features seemed to inspire his actions and gestures ; 
and, on the whole, he was generally esteemed, at first sight, rather qualified 
to be the votary of pleasure than of ambition. But under this soft exterior 
was hidden a spirit unbounded in daring and in aspiring, yet cautious and 
prudent as that of Machiavel himself. Profound in politics, and embucd, 
of course, with that disregard for individual rights which its intrigues usually 
generate, this leader was cool and collected in danger, fierce and ardent in 

ursuing success, careless of facing death himself, and ruthless in inflicting 
it upon others. Such are the characters formed in times of civil discord, 
when the highest qualities, perverted by party spirit, and inflamed by habitual 
opposition, are too often combined with vices and excesses which deprive 
them at once of their merit and of their lustre. 

In endeavouring to reply to the polite trifles with which Claverhouse ac- 
costed her, Edith showed so much confusion, that her grandmother thought 
it necessary to come to her relief. 

“dith Bellenden,” said the old lady, ‘‘ has, from my retired mode of 
living, seen so little of those of her own sphere, that truly she can hardly 
frame her speech to suitable answers. A soldier is so rare a sight with us, 
Colonel Grahame, that unless it be my young Lord Evandale, we have hardly 
had an opportunity of receiving a gentleman in uniform. And, now I talk 
of that excellent young nobleman, may I inquire if I was not to have had 
the honour of seeing him this morning with the regiment?” 

*“ Lord Evandale, madam, was on his march with us,” answered the leader, 
“but I was obliged to detach him with a small party to disperse a conven- 
ticle of those troublesome scoundrels, who have had the impudence to assem- 
ble within five miles of my head-quarters.” 

*‘ Indeed!” said the old lady; ‘‘ that is a height of presumption to which 
I would have thought no rebellious fanatics would have ventured to aspire. 
‘But these are strange times! There is an evil spirit in the land, Colonel 
Grahame, that excites the vassals of persons of rank to rebel against the 
very house that holds and feeds them. There was one of my able-bodied 
men the other day who plainly refused to attend the wappen-schaw at my 
bidding. Is there no law for such recusancy, Colonel Grahame ?” 

“T think I could find one,” said Claverhouse, with great composure, “if 
your ladyship will inform me of the name and residence of the culprit.” 

“YiTis name,” said Lady Margaret, ‘is Cuthbert Headrigg; I can say 
nothing of his domicile, for ye may weel believe, Colonel Grahame, he did not 
- dwell long in Tillietudlem, but was speedily expelled for his contumacy. I 
wish the lad no severe bodily injury; but incarceration, or even a few stripes, 
wuld be a good example in this neighbourhood. His mother, under whose 
influence I doubt he acted, is an ancient domestic of this family, which makes 
me incline to mercy; although,” continued the old lady, looking towards the 
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pictures cf her hnsband and her sons, with which the wall was hung, and 
heaving, at the same time, a deep sigh, “I, Colonel Grahame, have in my 
ain person but little right to compassionate that stubborn and rebellious 
generation. They have made me a childless widow, and, but for the pro- 
tection of our sacred Sovereign and his gallant soldiers, they would scon 
deprive me of lands and goods, of hearth and altar. Seven of my tenants, 
whose joint rent-mail may mount to wellnigh a hundred merks, have already 
refused to pay either cess or rent, and had the assurance to tell my steward 
that they would acknowledge neither king nor landlord but who should have 
taken the Covenant.” 

‘“‘T will take a course with them—that is, with your ladyship’s permission,” 
answered Claverhouse. ‘It would ill become me to neglect the support of 
lawful authority when it is lodged in such worthy hands as those of Lady 
Margaret Bellenden. But 1 must needs say, this country grows worse and 
worse daily, and reduces me to the necessity of taking measures with the 
recusants that are much more consonant with my duty than with my incli- 
nations. And, speaking of this, I must not forget that I have to thank your 
ladyship for the hospitality you have been pleased to extend to a party of | 
mine who have brought in a prisoner, charged with having resetted * the 
murdering villain, Balfour of Burley.” 

“The house of Tillietudlem,” answered the lady, ‘ hath ever been open 
to the servants of his Majesty, and I hope that the stones of it will no longer 
rest on each other when it surceases to be as much at their command as at 
ours. And this reminds me, Colonel Grahame, that the gentleman who com- 
mands the party can hardly be said to be in his proper place in the army, 
considering whose blood flows in his veins; and if I might flatter myself that 
anything would be granted to my request, I would presume to entreat that 
he might be promoted on some favourable opportunity.” 

“Your ladyship means Sergeant Francis Stewart, whom we call Both- 
well?” said Claverhouse, smiling. ‘‘ The truth is, he is a little too rough in 
the country, and has not been uniformly so amenable to discipline as the rules 
of the service require. But to instruct me how to oblige Lady Margaret 
Bellenden, is to lay down the law to me.—Bothwell,” he continued, address- 
ing the sergeant, who just then appeared at the door, “ go kiss Lady Marga- 
ret Bellenden’s hand, who interests herself in your promotion, and you shall 
have a commission the first vacancy.” 

Bothwell went through the salutation in the manner prescribed, but 
not without evident marks of haughty reluctance, and when he had done 
so, said aloud, ‘“ To kiss a lady’s hand can never disgrace a gentleman ; but 
I would not kiss a man’s, save the King’s, to be made a general.” : 

“You hear him,” said Claverhouse, smiling; ‘ there’s the rock he splits 
upon: he cannot forget his pedigree.” 

‘“‘] know, my noble colonel,” said Bothwell, in the same tone, “ that you 
will not forget your promise ; and then, perhaps, you may permit Cornet 
Stewart to have some recollection of his grandfather, though the Sergeant 
n ust forget him.” 

“Knough of this, sir,” said Claverhouse, in the tone of command which 
was familiar to him; “and let me know what you came to report to me 
just now.” 

‘“My Lord Evandale and his party have halted on the high-road with 
gome prisoners,” said Bothwell. 

“My Lord Evandale?” said Lady Margaret. ‘‘ Surely, Colonel Grahame, 
you will permit him to honour me with his society, and to take his poor 
disjune here, especially considering, that even his most sacred Majesty did 
not pass the Tower of Tillietudlem without haiting te parteke of some 
refreshment.” os 
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As this was the third time in the course of the conversation that Lady 
Margaret had adverted to this distinguished event, Colonel Grahame, as 
speedily as politeness would permit, took advantage of the first pause to 
interrupt the farther progress of the narrative, by saying, “‘We are already 
too numerous a party of guests; but as I know what Lord Evandale will 
suifer” (looking towards Hdith) “if deprived of the pleasure which we 
enjoy, I will run the risk of overburdening your ladyship’s hospitality.—- 
Bothwell, let Lord Evandale know that Lady Margaret Bellenden requests 
the honour of his company.” 

“And let Harrison take care,” added Lady Margaret, “that the people 
and their horses are suitably seen to.” 

Edith’s heart sprung to her lips during this conversation ; for it instantly 
occurred to her, that, through her influence over Lord Evandale, she might 
find some means of releasing Morton from his present state of danger, in 
ease her uncle’s intercession with Clayerhouse should prove ineffectual. At 
any other time she would have been much averse to exert this influence ; 
for, however inexperienced in the world, her native delicacy taught her the 
advantage which a beautiful young woman gives to a young man when she 
permits him to lay her under an obligation. And she would have been the 
farther disinclined to request any favour of Lord Evandale, because the 
voice of the gossips in Clydesdale had, for reasons hereafter to be made 
known, assigned him to her as a suitor, and because she could not disguise 
from herself that very little encouragement was necessary to realize con- 
jectures which had hitherto no foundation. This was the more to be 
dreaded, that, in the case of Lord Evandale’s making a formal declaration, 
he had every chance of being supported by the influence of Lady Margaret 
and her other friends, and that she would have nothing to oppose to their 
solicitations and authority, except a predilection, to avow which she knew 
would be equally dangerous and unavailing. She determined, therefore, to 
wait the issue of her uncle’s intercession, and, should it fail, which she 
conjectured she should soon learn, either from the looks or language of the 
open-hearted veteran, she would then, as a last effort, make use in Morton’s 
favour of her interest with Lord Evandale. Her mind did not long remain 
im suspense on the subject of her uncle’s application. 

Major Bellenden, who had done the honours of the table, laughing and 
chatting with the military guests who were at that end of the board, was 
now, by the conclusion of the repast, at liberty to leave his station, and 
accordingly took an opportunity to approach Claverhouse, requesting from 
his niece, at the same time, the honour of a particular introduction. As 
his name and character were well known, the two military men met with 
expressions of mutual regard; and Edith, with a beating heart, saw her 
aged relative withdraw from the company, together with his new acquaint- 
ance, into a recess formed by one of the. arched windows of the hall. She 
watched their conference with eyes almost dazzled by the eagerness of sus- 
pense, and, with observation rendered more acute by the internal agony of 
ker mind, could guess, from the pantomimic gestures which accompanied 
the conversation, the progress and fate of the intercession in behalf of 
Henry Morton. 

The first expression of the countenance of Claverhouse betokened that 
open and willing courtesy, which, ere it requires to know the nature of tha 
favour asked, seems to say, how happy the party will be to confer an obii- 
gation on the suppliant. But as the conversation proceeded, the krow of 
that oticer becaine darker and more severe, and his features, though still 
retaining the expression of the most perfect politeness, assumed, at least to 
Edith’s terrified imagination, a harsh and inexorable character. His lip 
was now compressed as if with impatience; now curled slightly upward, as 
‘f in civil contempt of the arguments urged by Major Bellenden. ‘The lan- 
guage of her uncle, as far as expressed in his manner, appeared to be that 
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of earnest intercession, urged with all the affectionate simplicity of hi» 
character, as well as with the weight which-his age and reputation entitled 
‘him to use. But it seemed to have little impression upon Colonel Grahame, ~ 
who soon changed his posture, as if about to cut short the Major’s impor- 
tunity, and to break up their conference with a courtly expression of regret, 
calcuiated to accompany a positive refusal of the request solicited. This 
movement brought them so near Edith, that she could distinctly hear Claver- 
house say, “‘ It cannot be, Major Bellenden ; lenity, in his case, is altogether 
beyond the bounds of my commission, though in anything else I am heartily 
desirous to oblige you.—And here comes Evandale with news, as I think. 
—What tidings do you bring us, Evandale?” he continued, addressing the 
young Lord, who now entered in complete uniform, but with his dress dis- 
ordered, and his boots spattered, as if by riding hard. 

‘Unpleasant news, sir,” was his reply. ‘A large body of whigs are in 
arms among the hills, and have broken out into actual rebellion. They 
have publicly burnt the Act of Supremacy, that which established episco- 
pacy, that for observing the martyrdom of Charles I., and some others, and 
have declared their intention to remain together in arms for furthering the 
covenanted work of reformation.” 

This unexpected intelligence struck a sudden and painful surprise into 
the minds of all who heard it, excepting Claverhouse. 

“Unpleasant news call you them?” replied Colonel Grahame, his dark 
eyes flashing fire; ‘they are the best I have heard these six months. Now 
that the scoundrels are drawn into a body, we will make short work with 
them. When the adder crawls into daylight,” he added, striking the heel 
of his boot upon the floor, as if in the act of crushing a noxious reptile, “I 
can trample him to death; he is only safe when he remains lurking in his 
den or morass.—Where are these knaves?” he continued, addressing Lord 
Evandale. 

‘About ten miles off among the mountains, at a place called Loudon- 
hill,” was the young nobleman’s reply. ‘I dispersed the conventicle 
against which you sent me, and made prisoner an old trumpeter of rebel- 
lion —an intercommuned minister, that is to say —who was in the act of 
exhorting his hearers to rise and be doing in the good cause, as well as one 
or two of his hearers who seemed to be particularly insolent; and from 
some country people and scouts I learned what I now tell you.” 

“What may be their strength?” asked his commander. 

“Probably a thousand men, but accounts differ widely.” 

“Then,” said Claverhouse, ‘‘it is time for us to be up and be doing also 
-—Bothwell, bid them sound to horse.’ 

Bothwell, who, like the war-horse of scripture, snuffed the battle afar off, 
hastened to give orders to six negroes, in white dresses richly laced, and 
having massive silver collars and armlets. These sable functionaries acted 
as trumpeters, and speedily made the castle and the woods around it ring 
with their summons. 

‘‘ Must you then leave us?” said Lady Margaret, her heart sinking under 
recollection of former unhappy times; ‘‘ had ye not better send to learn the 
force of the rebels? -O, how many a fair face hae I heard these fearfu’ 
sounds call away frae the Tower of ‘Tillietudlem, that my auld een were 
ne’er to see return to it !” 

‘“‘Tt is impossible for me to stop,” said Claverhouse; “there are rogues 
enough in this country to make the rebels five times their strength, if they 
are not checked at once.” 

“Many,” said Evandale, ‘‘are flocking to them already, and they give 
out that they expect a strong body of the indulged Presbyterians, headed 
by young Milnwood, as they call him, the son of the famous old rcundhead, 
Colonel Silas Morton.” 

This speech produced a very different effect upon the hearcrs. Edith 
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almost sunk from her seat with terror, while Claverhouse darted a glance | 
of sarcastic triumph at Major Bellenden, which seemed to imply—‘‘ You 
see what are the principles of the young man you are pleading for.” 

“It’s a lie—it’s a d—d lie of these rascally fanatics,” said the Major 
hastily. ‘‘I will answer for Henry Morton as I would for my own son. 
He is a lad of as good church-principles as any gentleman in the Life- 
Guards—I mean no offence to any one. He has gone.to church servic9 
with me fifty times, and I never heard him miss one of the responses in 
my life. Kdith Bellenden can bear witness to it as well as I. He always 
read on the same Prayer-book with her, and could look out the lessons as 
well as the curate himself. Call him up; let him be heard for himself.” 

‘‘There can be no harm in that,” said Claverhouse, ‘‘ whether he be in- 
nocent or guilty.— Major Allan,” he said, turning to the officer next in com 
mand, “‘take a guide, and lead the regiment forward to Loudon-hill by the 
best and shortest road. Move steadily, and do not let the men blow the 
horses. Lord Evandale and I will overtake you in a quarter of an hour. 
Leave Bothwell with a party to bring up the prisoners.” 

Allan bowed, and left the apartment, with all the officers, excepting Cla- 
verhouse and the young nobleman. In a few minutes the sound of the 
military music and the clashing of hoofs announced that the horsemen were 
leaving the castle. The sounds were presently heard only at intervals, and 
soon died away entirely. 

While Claverhouse endeavoured to soothe the terrors of Lady Margaret, 
ind to reconcile the veteran Major to his opinion of Morton, Evandale, get- 
ting the better of that conscious shyness which renders an ingenuous youth 
diffident.in approaching the object of his affections, drew near to Miss Bel- 
lenden, and accosted her in a tone of mingled respect and interest. 

“We are to leave you,” he said, taking her hand, which he pressed with 
much emotion—‘‘ to leave you for a scene which is not without its dangers. 
_ Farewell, dear Miss Bellenden ; —let me say for the first, and perhaps the 
last time, dear Edith! We partin circumstances so singular as may excuse 
some solemnity in bidding farewell to one whom I have known so long, and 
whom I— respect so highly.” 

- The manner, differing from the words, seemed to express a feeling much 
deeper and more agitating than was conveyed in the phrase ke made use of. 
It was not in woman to be utterly insensible to his modest and deep-felt 
expression of tenderness. Although borne down by the misfortunes and 
imminent danger of the man she loved, Edith was touched by the hopeless 
and reverential passion of the gallant youth, who now took leave of her to 
rush into dangers of no ordinary description. 

‘*‘T hope—lI sincerely trust,” she said, ‘‘there is no danger. I hope there 
is no occasion for this solemn Ge cmonial — that these hasty insurgents will 
be dispersed rather by fear than force, and that Lord Evandale will speedily 
return to be what he must always be, the dear and valued friend of all in 
this castle.” ; 

“Of all,” he repeated, with a melancholy emphasis upon the word. 
“ But be it so—whatever is near you is dear and valued to me, and I value 
their approbation accordingly. Of our success J am not sanguine. Our 
numbers are so few, that I dare not hope for so speedy, so bloodless, or so 
safe an end of this unhappy disturbance. These men are enthusiastic, 
resolute, and desperate, and have leaders not altogether unskilled in mili- 
tary matters. I cannot help thinking that the impetuosity of our Colonel 
-s hurrying us against them rather prematurely. But there are few that 
aave less reason to shun danger than I have.” : 

Edith had now the opportunity she wished to bespeak the young noble- 
man’s intercession and protection for Henry Morton, and it seemed the ae 
remaining channel of interest by which he could be rescued from impend- 
ing Jestruction. Yet she felt at that moment as if, in doing so, she was 
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abusing the partiality and confidence of the lover, whose heart was as open 
before her, as if his tongue had made an express declaration. Could shw 
with honour engage Lord Evandale in the service of a rival? or could she 
with prudence make him any request, or lay herself under any obligation 
to him, without affording ground for hopes which she could never realize? 
But the moment was too urgent for hesitation, or even for those explana- 
tions with which her request might otherwise have been qualified. 

“TY will but dispose of this young fellow,” said Claverhouse, from the 
other side of the hall, “and then, Lord Evandale—I am sorry to interrupt 
again your conversation—but then we must mount.—Bothwell, why do you 
not bring up the prisoner? and, hark ye, let two files load their carabines.” 

In these words, Edith conceived she heard the death-warrant of her 
lover. She instantly broke through the restraint which had hitherto kept 
her silent. 

“Hy Lord Evandale,” she said, “this young gentleman is a particular 
friend of my uncle’s ;— your interest must be great with your colonel — let 
me request your intercession in his favour —it will confer on my uncle a 
lasting obligation.” 

“You overrate my interest, Miss Bellenden,” said Lord Evandale; “I 
nave been often unsuccessful in such applications, when I have made them 
on the mere score of humanity.” 

“ Yet try once again for my uncle’s sake.” 

*« And why not for your own ?” said Lord Evandale. ‘ Will you not allow 
me to think I am obliging you personally in this matter? Are you so diffi- 
dent of an old friend that you will not allow him even the satisfaction of 
thinking that he is gratifying your wishes ?” 

‘‘ Surely — surely,” replied Edith; ‘‘ you will oblige me infinitely —I am 
interested in the young gentleman on my uncle’s account—Lose no time, for 
God’s sake !”” 

She became bolder and more urgent in her entreaties, for she heard the 
steps of the soldiers who were entering with their prisoner. 

“By heaven! then,” said Evandale, “he shall not die, if I should die in 
his place! — But will not you,” he said, resuming the hand, which in the 
hurry of her spirits she had not courage to withdraw, ‘‘ will not you grant 
me one suit, in return for my zeal in your service ?” 

‘Anything you can ask, my Lord Evandale, that sisterly affection can 

ive.” 

‘‘And is this all,’ he continued, “all you can grant to my affection 
living, or my memory when dead ?” : 

“Do not speak thus, my lord,” said Edith; “ you distress me, and do in- 
justice to yourself. There is no friend I esteem more highly, or to whom 
I would more readily grant every mark of regard — providing— But” 

A deep sigh made her turn her head suddenly, ere she had well uttered 
the last word; and as she hesitated how to frame the exception with which 
she meant to close the sentence, she became instantly aware she had been 
overheard by Morton, who, heavily ironed and guarded by soldiers, was now 
passing behind her in order to be presented to Claverhouse. As their eyes 
met each other, the sad and reproachful expression of Morton’s glance 
seemed to imply that he had partially heard, and altogether misinterpreted, 
the conversation which had Just passed. There wanted but this to com- 
plete Edith’s distress and confusion. Her blood, which rushed to her brow, 
made a sudden revulsion to her heart, and left her as pale as death. This 
thange did not escape the attention of Evandale, whose quick glance easily 
discovered that there was between the prisoner and the object of his attach- 
ment, some singular and uncommon connexion. LHe resigned the hand of 
Miss Bellenden, again surveyed the prisoner with more attention, guint 
looked at Edith, and plainly observed the confusion which she co Jt a> 
longer conceal. vs 
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“This,” he said, after a moment’s gloomy silence, “‘is, I believe, the 
young gentleman who gained the prize at the shooting match.” 

“Tam not sure,” hesitated Edith — ‘“ yet— TI rather think not,” scarce 
knowing what she replied. 

“It is he,” said Evandale, decidedly ; ‘I know him well. A victor,” he 
continued, somewhat haughtily, “ought to have interested a fair spectator 
more deeply.” 

He then turned from Edith, and advancing towards the table at which 
Claverhouse now placed himself, stood at a little distance, resting on his 
sheathed broadswerd, a silent, but not an unconcerned, spectator of that 
which passed. 


Chanter the Chirterath. 


© my Lerd, beware of jealousy. 
OTHELLO. 


To explain the deep effect which the few broken passages of the conversa- 
tion we have detailed made upon the unfortunate prisoner by whom they 
were overheard, it is necessary to say something of his previous state of 
mind, and of the origin of his acquaintance with Edith. 

Henry Morton was one of those gifted characters, which possess a force . 
of talent unsuspected by the owner himself. He had inherited from his 
father an undaunted courage, and a firm and uncompromising detestation 
of oppression, whether in politics or religion. But his enthusiasm was un- 
sullied by fanatic zeal, and unleavened by the sourness of the puritanical 
spirit. From these his mind had been freed, partly by the active exertions 
of his own excellent understanding, partly by frequent and long visits at 
Major Bellenden’s, where he had an opportunity of meeting with many 
guests whose conversation taught him, that goodness and worth were not 
limited to those of any single form of religious observance. 

The base parsimony of his uncle had thrown many obstacles in the way 
of his education; but he had so far improved the opportunities which offered 
themselves, that his instructors as well as his friends were surprised at his 
progress under such disadvantages. Still, however, the current of his sou) 
was frozen by a sense of dependence—of poverty—above all, of an imperfect 
and limited education. .These feelings impressed him with a diffidence and 
reserve which effectually concealed from all but very intimate friends, the 
extent of talent and the firmness of character, which we have stated him t§ 
be possessed of. The circumstances of the times had added to this reserve — 
an air of indecision and indifference; for, being attached to neither of the 
factions which divided the kingdom, he passed for dull, insensible, ang 
uninfluenced by the feeling of religion or of patrintism. No conclusion, 
however, could be more unjust; and the reasons of tne neutrality which he 
had hitherto professed had root in very different and most praiseworthy 
motives. He had formed few congenial ties with those who were the objects 
uf persecution, and was disgusted alike by their narrow-minded and selfish 
party-spirit, their gloomy fanaticism. their abhorrent condemnation of all 
elegant studies or innocent exercises, and the envenomed rancour of their 
political hatred. But his mind was still more revolted by the tyrannical 
and oppressive conduct of the Government—the misrule, licence, and bru- 
tality of the soldiery—the executions on the scaffold, the slaughters in the 
spen field. the free quarters and exactions imposed by military law, which 
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placed the ].ves aid fortunes of a free people on a level with Asiatic slaves. 
Condemning, therefore, each party as its excesses fell under his eyes, dis- 
rusted with the sight of evils which he had no means of alleviating, and 
hearing alternate complaints and exultations with which he could not sym- 
pathize, he would long ere this have left Scotland, had it not been for his 
attachment to Edith Bellenden. 

The earlier meetings of these young people had been at Charnwood, when 
Major Bellenden, who was as free from suspicion on such occasions as Uncle 
Toby himself, had encouraged their keeping each other constant company, 
without entertaining any apprehension of the natural consequences. Love, 
as usttal in such cases, borrowed the name of friendship, used her language, 
and claimed her privileges. When Edith Bellenden was recalled to her 
mother’s castle, it was astonishing by what singular and recurring accidents 
she often met young Morton in her sequestered walks, especially considering 
the distance of their places of abode. Yet it somehow happened that she 
never expressed the surprise which the frequency of these rencounters ought 
naturally to have excited, and that their intercourse assumed gradually a 
more delicate character, and their meetings began to wear the air of appoint- 
ments. Books, drawings, letters, were exchanged between them, and every 
trifling commission, given or executed, gave rise to a new correspondence. 
Love, indeed, was not yet mentioned between them by name, but each knew 
the situation of their own bosom, and could not but guess at that of the 
other. Unable to desist from an intercourse which possessed such charms 
for both, yet trembling for its too probable consequences, it had been con- 
tinued without specific explanation until now, when fate appeared to have 
taken the conclusion into its own hands. 

It followed, as a consequence of this state of things, as well as of the diffi- 
dence of Morton’s disposition at this period, that his confidence in Edith’s 
return of his affection had its occasional cold fits. Her situation was in 
every respect so superior to his own, her worth so eminent, her accomplish- 
ments so many, her face so beautiful, and her manners so bewitching, that 
he could not but entertain fears that some suitor more favoured than him- 
self by fortune, and more acceptable to Edith’s family than he durst hope to 
be, might step in between him and the object of his affections. Common 
rumour had raised up such a rival in Lord Evandale, whom birth, fortune, 
connexions, and political principles, as well as his frequent visits at Tillie- 
tudlem, and his attendance upon Lady Bellenden and her niece at all publie 
places, naturally pointed out as a candidate for her favour. It frequently 
and inevitably happened, that engagements to which Lord Evandale was a 
party, interfered with the meeting of the lovers; and Henry could not but 
mark that Edith either studiously avoided speaking of the young nobleman, 
or did so with obvious reserve and hesitation. 

These symptoms, which in fact arose from the delicacy of her own feelings 
towards Morton himself, were misconstrued by his diffident temper; and 
the jealousy which they excited was fermented by the occasional observa- 
tions of Jenny Dennison. This true-bred serving-damsel was, in her own 
person, a complete country coquette, and when she had no opportunity of 
teasing her own lovers, used to take some oceasional opportunity to torment 
her young lady’s. This arose from no ill-will to Henry Morton, who, both 
on her mistress’s account and his own handsome form ‘and countenance, 
stood high in her esteem. But then Lord Evandale was also handsome; 
he was liberal far beyond what Morton’s means could afford, and he was a 
lord, moreover; and, if Miss Edith Bellenden should accept his hand, she 
would become a baron’s lady, and, what was more, little Jenny Dennison, 
whom the awful housekeeper at Tillietudlem huffed about at her pleasure, 
would be then Mrs. Dennison, Lady Evandale’s own woman, or perhaps 
her ladyship’s lady-in-waiting. The impartiality of Jenny Dennigsyn, there- 
fore, did not, like that of Mrs. Quickly, extend to a wish that ‘oth the 
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handsme suitors could wed her young lady; for it must be owned that the 
scale of her regard was depressed in favour of Lord Evandale, and her 
wishes in his favour took many shapes extremely tormenting to Morton— 
being now expressed as a friendly caution, now as an article of intelligence, 
and anon as a merry jest, but always tending to confirm the idea that, 
sooner or later, his romantic intercourse with her young mistress must uave 
a close, and that Edith Bellenden would, in spite of summer walks beneath 
the greenwood tree, exchange of verses, of drawings, and of books, end in 
becoming Lady fvandale. 

These hints_coincided so exactly with the very point of his own suspicions 
and fears, that Morton was not long of feeling that jealousy which every 
one has felt who has truly loved, but to which those are most liable whose 
Ove is crossed by the want of friends’ consent, or some other envious 
impediment of fortune. Edith herself, unwillingly, and in the generosity 
of her own frank nature, contributed to the error into which her lover was 
in danger of falling. Their conversation once chanced to turn upon some 
late excesses committed by the soldiery on an occasion when it was said 
(inaccurately however) that the party was commanded by Lord Evandale. 
Edith, as true in friendship as in love, was somewhat hurt at the severe 
strictures which escaped from Morton on this occasion, and which, perhaps, 
were not the less strongly expressed on account of their supposed rivalry. 
She entered into Lord Evandale’s defence with such spirit as hurt Morton 
to the very soul, and afforded no small delight to Jenny Dennison, the 
usual companion of their walks. Edith perceived her error, and endea- 
voured to remedy it; but the impression was not so easily erased, and it 
had no small effect in inducing her lover to form that resolution of going 
abroad, which was disappointed in the manner we have already mentioned. 

The visit which he received from Edith during his confinement, the deep 
and devoted interest which she had expressed in his fate, ought of them- 
selves to have dispelled his suspicions; yet, ingenious in tormenting him- 
self, even this he thought might be imputed to anxious friendship, or, at 
most, to a temporary partiality, which would probably soon give way to 
circumstances, the entreaties of her friends, the authority of Lady Mar- 
garet, and the assiduities of Lord Evandale. 

** And to what do I owe it,” he said, “ that I cannot stand up like a man, 
and plead my interest in her ere I am thus cheated out of it ?—to what, but 
to the all-pervading and accursed tyranny which afflicts at once our bodies, 
souls, estates, and affections? And is it to one of the pensioned cut-throats 
of this oppressive Government that I must yield my pretensions to Edith 
Bellenden ?—I will not, by Heaven !— It is a just punishment on me for 
being dead to public wrongs, that they have visited me with their injuries 
in a point where they can be least brooked or borne.” 

As these stormy resolutions boiled in his bosom, and while he ran over 
the various kinds of insult and injury which he had sustained in his own 
cause and in that of his country, Bothwell entered the tower, followed by — 
two dragoons, one of whom carried handcuffs. 

“You must follow me, young man,” said he, “ but first we must put you 
in trim.” 

“In trim!” said Morton. “ What do you mean?” . 

“Why, we must put on these rough bracelets. I durst not—-nay, d—n 
it, I durst do anything — but I would not for three hours’ plunder of a 
stermed town bring a whig before my Colonel without his being ironed. 
Come, come, young man, don’t look sulky about it.” 

He advanced to put on the irons; but, seizing the oaken-seat upon which 
he had rested, Morton threatened to dash out the brains of the first whe 
should approach him. 7 
. “IT could manage you in a moment, my youngster,” said Bothwell, ‘“ but 
I had ather you would strike sail quietly.” 

2N 
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Here inde:d he sp ke the truth, not from either fear or reluctance te 
adopt force, but because he dreaded the .consequences of a noisy scuffle, 
through which it might probably be discovered that he had, contrary te 
express orders, suffered his prisoner to pass the night without being pro- 

erly secured. 

‘You had better be prudent,” he continued, in a tone which he meant 
to be conciliatory, “and don’t spoil your own sport. They say here in the 
castle, that Lady Margaret’s niece is immediately to marry our young Cap- 
tain, Lord Evandale. I saw them close together in the hall yonder, and I 
heard her ask him to intercede for your pardon. She looked so devilish 
handsome and kind upon him, that on my soul—But what the devil’s the 
matter with you? — You are as pale as a sheet— Will you have some 
brandy ?” 

‘‘Miss Bellenden ask my life of Lord Evandale?” said the prisoner 
faintly. 

. el ay; there’s no friend like the women — their interest carries all in 
court and camp. Come, you are reasonable now—Ay, I thought you would 
come round.” 

Here he employed himself in putting on the fetters, against which Morton, 
thunderstruck by this intelligence, no longer offered the least resistance. 

“My life begged of him, and by her!—Ay, ay—put on the irons—my 
limbs shall not refuse to bear what has entered into my very soul—My life 
begged by Edith, and begged of Evandale !” 

“Ay, and he has power to grant it too,” said Bothwell —‘“ He can de 
more with the Colonel than any man in the regiment.” 

And as he spoke, he and his party led their prisoner towards the hall. 
In passing behind the seat of Edith, the unfortunate prisoner heard enough, 
as he conceived, of the broken expressions which passed between Edith and 
Lord Evandale, to confirm all that the soldier had told him. That moment 
made a singular and instantaneous revolution in his character. The depth of 
despair to which his love and fortunes were reduced—the peril in which his 
life appeared to stand—the transference of Edith’s affections, her interces- 
sion in his favour, which rendered her fickleness yet more galling,—seemed 
to destroy every feeling for which he had hitherto lived, but at the same 
time awakened those which had hitherto been smothered by passions more 
gentle though more selfish. Desperate himself, he determined to support the 
rights of his country, insulted in his person. His character was for the 
moment as effectually changed as the appearance of a villa, which, from 
being the abode of domestic quiet and happiness, is, by the sudden intru- 
sion of an armed force, converted into a formidable post of defence. 

We have already said that he cast upon Edith one glance, in which 
reproach was mingled with sorrow, as if to bid her farewell for ever; his 
next potion was to walk firmly to the table at which Colonel Grahame was 
seated. 

‘“‘ By what right is it, sir,” said he, firmly, and without waiting till he 
was questioned—‘ by what right is it that these soldiers have dragged me 
from my family, and put fetters on the limbs of a free man ?” 

‘By my commands,” answered Claverhouse ;—‘ and I now lay my com- 

mands on you to be silent and hear my questions.” 

“YJ will not,” replied Morton, in a determined tone, while his boldness 
seemed to electrify all around him. ‘I will know whether I am in lawful 
custody, and before a civil magistrate, ere the charter of my country shall 
be forfeited in my person.” 

‘A pretty springald this, upon my honour!” said Claverhouse. 

‘““Are you mad?” said Major Bellenden to his young friend. ‘ For God’s 
sake, Henry Morton,” he continued, in a tone between rebi ke and entreaty, 
“remember you are speaking to one of his Majesty’s officers high in the 
service.” 
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’ “Tt is for that very reason, sir,” returned Henry, firmly, “that I desire 
to know what right he has to detain me without a legal warrant. , Were he 
a civil officer of the law, I should know my duty was submission.” 

“Your friend, here,” said Claverhouse to the veteran, coolly, ‘‘is one of 
those scrupulous gentlemen, who, like the madman in the play, will not tie 
his cravat without the warrant of Mr. Justice Overdo; but 1 will let him 
see, before we part, that my shoulder-knot is as legal a badge of authority 
as the mace of the Justiciary. — So, waiving this discussion, you will be 
pleased, young man, to tell me directly when you saw Balfour of Burley.” 

“As I know no right you have to ask such a question,” replied Morton, 
“T decline replying to ite” 

“You confessed to my sergeant,” said Claverhouse, “that you saw and 
entertained him, knowing him to be an intercommuned traitor: why are 
you not so frank with me?” 

‘“‘ Because,” replied the prisoner, “‘I presume you are, from education, 
taught to understand the rights upon which you seem disposed to trample ; 
and I am willing you should be aware there are yet Scotsmen who can . 
assert the liberties of Scotland.” 

*‘ And these supposed rights you would vindicate with your sword, I pre- 
sume ?”’ said Colonel Grahame. 

“‘Were I armed as you are, and we were alone upon a hill-side, you 
should not ask me the question twice.” 

“Tt is quite enough,” answered Claverhouse, calmly ;—“ your language 
corresponds with all I have heard of you;—but you are the son of a soldier, 
though a rebellious one, and you shall not die the death of a dog; I will 
save you that indignity.” 

“Die in what manner [ may,” replied Morton, “I will die like the son 
of a brave man; and the ignominy you mention shall remain with those 
who shed innocent blood.” 

“Make your peace, then, with Heaven, in five minutes’ space.—Bothwell, 
lead him down to the court-yard, and draw up your party.” 

The appalling nature of this conversation, and of its result, struck the 
silence of horror into all but the speakers. But now those who stood around 
broke forth into clamour and expostulation. Old Lady Margaret, who, with 
all the prejudices of rank and party, had not laid aside the feelings of her 
sex, was loud in her intercession. 

“0, Colonel Grahame,” she exclaimed, “ spare his young blood! Leave 
him to the law—do not repay my hospitality by shedding men’s blood on 
the threshold of my doors !” 

“Colonel Grahame,” said Major Bellenden, ‘ you must answer this vio- 
lence. Don’t think, though I am old and feckless, that my friend’s son 
shall be murdered before my eyes with impunity. I can find friends that 
shall make you answer it.” 

“Be satisfied, Major Bellenden, I will answer it,” replied Claverhouse, 
totally unmoved. “And you, madam, might spare me the pain of resist- 
ing this passionate intercession for a traitor, when you consider the noble 
blood your own house has lost by such as he is.’ 

“Colonel Grahame,” answered the lady, her aged frame trembling with 
anxiety, ‘I leave vengeance to God, who calls it hisown. The shedding 
of this young man’s blood will not call back the lives that were dear to me; 
and how can it comfort me to think that there has maybe been another 
widowed mother made childless, like mysell, by a deed done at my very 
door-stane !’’ 

“This is stark madness,” said Claverhouse — ‘I must do my duty tc 
church and state. Here are a thousand villains hard by in open rebellion, 
and you ask me to pardon a young fanatic who is enough of himself to set 
a whole kingdom in a blaze! It cannot be—Remove him, Bothwell.” 

She who was most interested in this dreadful decision, had twice strove 
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to speak, b¥t her voice had totally failed her—her mind refused to suggest 
words, and her tongue to utter them. She now sprung up, and attempted 
to rush forward, but her strength gave way, and she would have fallen flat 
upon the pavement had she not been caught by her attendant. . 

“Help!” cried Jenny—‘ Help, for God’s sake! my young lady is dying.” 

At this exclamation, Evandale, who, during the preceding part of the 
scene, had stood motionless, leaning upon his sword, now stepped forward, 
and said to his commanding-officer, ‘‘ Colonel Grahame, before proceeding 
in this matter, will you speak a word with me in private ?” 

Claverhouse looked surprised, but instantly rose and withdrew with the 
young nobleman into a recess, where the following brief dialogue passed 
between them :— 

“YT think I need not remind you, Colonel, that when our family interest 
was of service to you last year in that affair in the privy-council, you con- 
sidered yourself as laid under some obligation to us ?” 

“Certainly, my dear Evandale,” answered Claverhouse, “I am not a man 
who forgets such debts; you will delight me by showing how I can evince 
my gratitude.” 

“‘} will hold the debt cancelled,” said Lord Evandale, “if you will spare 
this young man’s life.” 

“‘Evandale,” replied Grahame, in great surprise, “ you are mad !—abso- 
lutely mad! What interest can you have in this young spawn of an old 
roundhead? Ilis father was positively the most dangerous man in all Scot- 
land — cool, resolute, soldierly, and inflexible in his principles. His son 
seems his very model; you cannot conceive the mischief he may do. I 
know. mankind, Evandale—were he an insignificant, fanatical, country 
booby, do you think I would have refused such a trifle as his life to Lady 
Margaret and this family? But this is a lad of fire, zeal, and education— 
and these knaves want but such a leader to direct their blind enthusiastie 
hardiness. I mention this, not as refusing your request, but to make you 
fully aware of the possible consequences. I will never evade a promise, or 
refuse to return an obligation—if you ask his life, he shall have it.” 

‘Keep him close prisoner,” answered Evandale, ‘‘ but do not be surprised 
if I persist in requesting you will not put him to death. JI have most urgent 
reasons for what I ask.” 

‘“‘ Bo it so then,” replied Grahame. ‘ But, young man, should you wish 
in your future life to rise to eminence in the service of your king and coun- 
try, let it be your first task to subject to the public interest, and to the dis- 
charge of your duty, your private passions, affections, and feelings. These 
are not times to sacrifice to the dotage of greybeards, or the tears of silly 
wonien, the measures of salutary severity which the dangers around compel 
us to adopt. And remember, that if I now yield this point, in complianee 
with your urgency, my present concession must exempt me from future so- 
licitations of the same nature.” 

Iie then stepped forward to the table, and bent his eyes keenly on Mor- 
ton, as if to observe what effect the pause of awful suspense between death 
and life, which seemed to freeze the bystanders with horror, would produce 
upon the prisoner himself. Morton maintained a degree of firmness, which 
nothing but a mind that had nothing left upon earth to love or to hope, 
could have supported at such a crisis. 

“You see him?” said Claverhouse, in a half whisper to Lord Evandale; 
‘“‘he is tottering on the verge between time and eternity, a situation more 
appalling than the most hideous certainty; yet his is the only cheek un- 
blenched, the only eye that is calm, the only heart that keeps its usual 
time, the only nerves that are not quivering. Look at him well, Evandale 

—If that man shall ever come to head an army of rebels, you will have 
much to answer for on account of this morning’s work.” He thea said 
aloud, “Young man, your life is for the present safe, through the inter 
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version of your friends — Remove him, Bothwell, and let him be properly 
guarded, and brought along with the other prisoners.” 

“Tf my life,” said Morton, stung with the idea that he owed his respite 
to the intercession of a favoured rival, ‘if my life be granted at Lord 
Evandale’s request” 

“Take the prisoner away, Bothwell,” said Colonel Grahame, interrupting 
bim; ‘I have neither time to make nor to hear fine speeches.” 

Bothweil forced off Morton, saying, as he conducted him into the court 
yard. ‘‘ ave you three lives in your pocket, besides the one in your body, 
my lad, that you can afford to let your tongue run away with them at this 
rate? Come, come, Til take care to keep you out of the Colonel’s 
way; for, egad, you will not be five minutes with him before the next tree 
or the next ditch will be the word. So come along to your companions in 
bondage.” 

Thus speaking, the sergeant, who, in his rude manner, did not altogether 
want sympathy for a gallant young man, hurried Morton down to the court- 
yard, where three other prisoners (two men and a woman), who had been 
taken by Lord Evandale, remained under an escort of dragoons. 

Meantime, Claverhouse took his leave of Lady Margaret. But it was 
difficult for the good lady to forgive his neglect of her intercession. 

“T have thought till now,” she said, “that the Tower of Tillietudlem 
might have been a place of succour to those that are ready to perish, even 
if they werena sae deserving as they should have been—but I see auld fruit 
has little savour — our suffering and our services have been of an ancient 
date.” 

‘They are never to be forgotten by me, let me assure your ladyship,” 
said Claverhouse. ‘‘ Nothing but what seemed my sacred duty could make 
me hesitate to grant a favour requested by you and the Major. Come, my 
good lady, let me hear you say you have forgiven me, and, as I return to- 
night, I will bring a drove of two hundred whigs with me, and pardon fifty 
head of them for your sake.” 

“I shall be happy to hear of your success, Colonel,” said Major Bellen- 
den; ‘ but take an old soldier’s advice, and spare blood when battle’s over 
-——and once more let me request to enter bail for young Morton.” 

“We will settle that when I return,” said Claverhouse. ‘‘ Meanwhile, be 
assured his life shall be safe.” 

During this conversation, Evandale looked anxiously around for Edith ; 
but the precaution of Jenny Dennison had occasioned her mistress being 
transported to her own apartment. 

Slowly and heavily he obeyed the impatient summons of Claverhouse, 
who, after taking a courteous leave of Lady Margaret and the Major, had 


hastened to the court-yard. The prisoners with their guard were alread 


yn their march, and the officers with their escort mounted and followed. 
All ere forward to overtake the main body, as it was supposed they 
would come in sight of the enemy in litile more than two hours. 
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Chagter the Fourteenth. 


My hounds may a’ rin masterless, 
My hawks may fly fra tree to tree 
My lord may grip my vassal lands, 
For there again maun I never be. 
OLD BALLAD. 


WE left Morton, along with three companions in captivity, travelling tu 
he custody of a small body of soldiers, who formed the rear-guard of the 

column under the command of Claverhouse, and were immediately under 
the charge of Sergeant Bothwell. Their route lay towards the hills in 
which the insurgent presbyterians were reported to be in arms. They had 
not prosecuted their march a quarter of a mile ere Claverhouse and Evan- 
dale galloped past them, followed by their orderly-men, in order to take 
their proper places in the column which preceded them. No sooner were 
they past, than Bothwell halted the body which he commanded, and disen- 
cumbered Morton of his irons. 

‘“‘ King’s blood must keep word,” said the dragoon. “JI promised you 
should be civilly treated as far as rested with me. — Here, Corporal Inglis, 
let this gentleman ride alongside of the other young fellow who is prisoner ; 
and you may permit them to converse together at their pleasure, under their 
breath, but take care they are guarded by two files with loaded carabines. 
If they attempt an escape, blow their brains out.—You cannot call that 
using you uncivilly,” he continued, addressing himself to Morton; “it’s the 
rules of war, you know. — And Inglis, couple up the parson and the old 
woman—they are fittest company for each other, d—n me; a single file may 
guard them well enough. If they speak a word of cant or fanatical non- 
sense, let them have a strapping with a shoulder-belt. There’s some hope 
of choking a silenced parson; if he is not allowed to hold forth, his own 
treason will burst him.” 

Having made this arrangement, Bothwell placed himself at the head of 
the party, and Inglis, with six dragoons, brought up the rear. The whole 
then set forward at a trot, with the purpose of overtaking the main body 
of the regiment. 

Morton, overwhelmed with a complication of feelings, was totally indif- 
ferent to the various arrangements made for his secure custody, and even to 
the relief afforded him by his release from the fetters. Ie experienced that 
blank and waste of the heart which follows the hurricane of passion, and, 

“no longer supported by the pride and conscious rectitude which dictated 
his answers to Claverhouse, he surveyed with deep dejection the glades 
through which he travelled, each turning of which had something to remind 
him of past happiness and disappointed love. The eminence which they 
now ascended was that from which he used first and last to behold the an- 
cient tower when approaching or retiring from it;—and it is needless tc 
add, that there he was wont to pause, and gaze with a lover’s delight on 
the battlements, which, rising at a distance out of the lofty wood, indicated 
the dwelling of her whom he either hoped soon to meet, or had recently 
parted from. Instinctively he turned his head back to take a last look of a 
scene formerly so dear to him, and no less instinctively he heaved a deep 
sigh. It was echoed by a loud groan from his companion in misfortune, 
whose eyes, moved, perchance, by similar reflections, had take the same 
direction. This indication of sympathy on the part of the captive was 

-. uttered in a tone more coarse than sentimental; it was, however, the ex 
peor of a grieved spirit, and so far corresponded with the sigh of Morton. 

n turning their heads their eyes met, and Morton recognized the stolid 
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countenance of Cuddie Headrigg, bearing a rueful expression, in which 
sorrow for his own lot was nixed with sympathy for the situation of his 
companion. “ Hegh, sirs!”’ was the expression of the ci-devant ploaghman 
of the mains of Tillietadiem — “it’s an unco thing that decent folk should 
be harled through the country this gate, as if they were a warld’s wonder.” 

“| am sorry to see you here, Cuddie,”’ said Morton, who, even in his own 
distress, did not lose feeling for that of others. 

“And sae am I, Mr. Ilenry,”’ answered Cuddie, ‘ baith for mysell and 
you; but neither of our sorrows will do muckle gude, that I can see. Tc 
be sure, for me,” continued the captive agriculturist, relieving his heart by 
talking, though he well knew it was to little purpose — “ to be sure, for my 
part, | hae nae right to be here ava’, for I never did nor said a word against 
either king or curate; but my mither, puir body, couldna haud the auld 
tongue 0’ her, and we maun baith pay for’t, it’s like.” 

_ “Your mother is their prisoner, likewise?” said Morton, hardly knowing 
what he said. ! . 

“In troth is she, riding ahint ye there like a bride, wi’ that auld carle o’ 
a minister that they ca’ Gabriel Kettledrummle — Deil that he had been in 
the inside of a drum or a kettle either, for my share 0’ him! Ye see, we 
were nae sooner chased out 0’ the doors o’? Milnwood, and your uncle and 
the housekeeper banging them to and barring them ahint us, as if we had 
had the plague on our bodies, than I says to my mither, What are we to do 
neist? for every hole and bore in the country will be steekit against us, now 
that ye hae affronted my auld leddy, and gar’t the troopers tak up young 
Milnwood. Sae she says to me, Binna cast doun, but gird yoursell up to 
the great task o’ the day, and gie your testimony like a man upon the 
mount of the Covenant.” 

‘*‘ And so I suppose you went to a conventicle ?” said Morton. 

‘Ye sall hear,” continued Cuddie. — ‘“ Aweel, I kendna muckle better 
what to do, sae I e’en gaed wi’ her to an auld daft carline like hersell, and 
we got some water-broo and bannocks; and mony a weary grace they said, 
and mony a psalm they sang, or they wad let me win to, for I was amaist 
famished wi’ vexation. Aweel, they had me up in the grey o’ the morning, 
and I behoved to whig awa wi’ them, reason or nane, to a great gathering 
0’ their folk at the Miry-sikes ; and there this chield, Gabriel Kettledrummle, 
was blasting awa to them on the hill-side, about lifting up their testimony, 
nae doubt, and ganging down to the battle of Roman Gilead or some sie 
place. Kh, Mr. Henry! but the carle gae them a screed o’ doctrine! Ye 
might hae heard him a mile down the wind— he routed like a cow in a 
fremd loaning. Weel, thinks I, there’s nae place in this country they ¢a’ 
Roman_Gilead —it will be some gate in the west muirlands; and or we 
win there I’ll see to slip awa wi’ this mither o’ mine, for I winna rin my 
neck into a tether for ony Kettledrummle in the country side — Aweel,” 
continued Cuddie, relieving himself by detailing his misfortunes, without 
being scrupulous concerning the degree of attention which his companion 
bestowed on his narrative, “just as I was wearying for the tail of the 
preaching, cam word, that the dragoons were upon us. Some ran, and 
some cried, Stand! and some cried, Down wi’ the Philistines! J was at 
my mither to get her awa sting and ling or the red-coats cam up, but 1 
might as weel hae tried to drive our auld fore-a-hand ox without the goad 
—-deil a stan wad she budge. — Weel, after a’, the cleugh we were in was 
trait, and the mist cam thick, and there was good hope the dragoons wad 
hae missed us if we could hae held our tongues; but, as if auld Keittle- 
drummle himsell hadna made din eneugh to waken the very dead, they 
pehoved a’ tu skirl up a psalm that ye wad hae heard as far as Lanrick ! 
Aweel; to mak a lang tale short, up cam my young Lord Evandale, skelping 
as fast as his horse could trot, and twenty red-coats at his back. ‘Twa or 
three vhields wad needs fight, wi’ the pistol and the whinger in the tae 
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hand, and the Bible in the tother, and they got their crouns weel cloured . 
but there wasna muckle skaith dune, for Evandale aye cried to scatter us, 
put to spare life.” : 

‘And did you not resist?’’ said Morton, who probably felt, that at that 
moment he himself would have encountered Lord Evandale on much 
slighter grounds. 

“Na, truly,” answered Cuddie, — ‘I keepit aye before the auld woman, 
and cried for mercy to life and limb; but twa o’ the red-coats cam up, and 
ane 0’ them was gaun to strike my mither wi’ the side o’ his broadsword - = 
So I got up my kebbie at them, and said I wad gie them as gude. Weel, 
they turned on me, and clinked at me wi’ their swords, and I garr’d my 
hand keep my head as weel as I could till Lord Evandale came up, and 
then I cried out I was a servant at Tillietudlem — ye ken yoursell, he was 
aye judged to hae a look after the young leddy —and he bade me fling 
down my kent, and sae me and my mither yielded oursells prisoners. I’m 
thinking we wad hae been letten slip awa, but Kettledrummle was taen 
near us—for Andrew Wilson’s naig that he was riding on had been a 
dragooner lang syne, and the sairer Kettledrummle spurred to win awa, 
the readier the dour beast ran to the dragoons when he saw them draw up. 
— Aweel, when my mither and him forgathered, they set till the sodgers, 
and [ think they gae them their kale through the reek! Bastards 0’ the 
hure o’ Babylon was the best words in their wame. Sae then the kiln was 
in a bleeze again, and they brought us a’ three on wi’ them to mak us an 
example, as they ca’t.” 

“Tt is most infamous and intolerable oppression!” said Morton, half 
speaking to himself. ‘‘ Ilere’s a poor peaceable fellow, whose only motive 
for joining the conventicle was a sense of filial piety, and he is chained up 
like a thief or murderer, and likely to die the death of one, but without the 

rivilege of a formal trial which our laws indulge to the worst malefactor ! 
ven to witness such tyranny, and still more to suffer under it, is enough 
to make the blood of the tamest slave boil within him.” 

‘“'To be sure,” said Cuddie, hearing and partly understanding, what had 
broken from Morton in resentment of his injuries, ‘it’s no right to speak 
evil o’ dignities—my auld leddy aye said that, as nae doubt she had a gude 
right to do, being in a place o’ dignity hersell; and troth I listened to her 
very patiently, for she aye ordered a dram, or a sowp kale, or something to 
us, after she had gien us a hearing on our duties. But deil a dram, or kale, 
or onything else — no sae muckle as a cup 0’ cauld water—do thae lords at 
Edinburgh gie us; and yet they are heading and hanging amang us, and 
trailing us after thae blackguard troopers, and taking our goods and gear 
as if we were outlaws. I canna say I tak it kind at their hands.” 

“Tt would be very strange if you did,” answered Morton, with suppressed 
emotion. 

‘“‘ And what I like warst 0’ a’,” continued poor Cuddie, “is thae ranting - 
red-coats coming amang the lasses, and taking awa our joes. I had a sair 
heart 0’ my ain when I passed the Mains down at Tillietudlem this morning 
about parritch time, and saw the reek comin’ out at my ain lum-head, and 
kon’d there was some ither body than my auld mither sitting by the ingle- 
side. But I think my heart was e’en sairer, when I saw that hellicat 
trooper, Tam Halliday, kissing Jenny Dennison afore my face. I wonder 
women can hae the impudence to-do sie things; but they are a’ for the red- 
coats. Whiles I hae thought 0’ being a trooper mysell, when I thought 
naething else wad gaec down wi’ Jenny —and yet Vl no blame her ower 
muckle neither for maybe it was a’ for my sake that she loot Tam touzle 
her tap-knots that gate.” 

‘For your sake?” said Morton, unable to refrain from taking some interest 
in a story which seemed to bear a singular coincidence with his own 

‘“I’en sac, Milnwood,” replied Cuddie; “for the puir quean gat ieave 
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to come near me wi’ speaking the loun fair (d—n him, that I suld say sae!) 
and sae she bade me God speed, and she wanted to stap siller into my hand, 
—1’se warrant it was the tae half o’ her fee and bountith, for she wared the 
ither half on pinners and pearlings to gang to see us shoot yon day at the 
popinjay.” | 

“ And did you take it, Cuddie?” said Morton. 

“'Troth did I no, Milnwood; I was sic a fule as to fling it back to he 
—my heart was ower grit to be behadden to her, when I had seen that loon 
slavering and kissing at her. But I was a great fule for my pains; it wad 
hae dune my mither and me some gude, and she’ll ware’t it a’ on duds and 
lonsense.”’ 

There was a deep and long pause. Cuddie was probably engaged in 
regretting the rejection of his mistress’s bounty, and Henry Morton in con- 
sidering from what motives, or upon what conditions, Miss Bellenden had 
succeeded in procuring the interference of Lord Evandale in his favour. 

Was it not possible, suggested his awakening hopes, that he had construed 
her influence over Lord Kvandale hastily and unjustly? Ought he to cen- 
sure her severely, if, submitting to dissimulation for his sake, she had per- 
mitted the young nobleman to entertain hopes which she had no intention 
to realize? Or what if she had appealed to the generosity which Lord 
Evandale was supposed to possess, and had engaged his honour to protect 
the person of a favoured rival? 

Still, however, the words which he had overhead recurred ever and anon 
to his remembrance, with a pang which resembled the sting of an adder. 

‘Nothing that she could refuse him !— was it possible to make a more 
unlimited declaration of predilection? The language of affection has not, 
within the limits of maidenly delicacy, a stronger expression. She is lost 
to me wholly, and for ever; and nothing remains for me now, but vengeance 
for my own wrongs, and for those which are hourly inflicted on my country.” 

Apparently, Cuddie, though with less refinement, was following out a simi- 
lar train of ideas; for he suddenly asked Morton in a low whisper—‘ Wad 
there be ony ill in getting out o’ thae chields’ hands, an ane could compass 
ib?” 

“None in the world,” said Morton; ‘‘and if an opportunity occurs of 
doing so, depend on it I for one will not let it slip.” 

‘“‘]’m blythe to hear ye say sae,” answered Cuddie. ‘“‘I’m but a puir 
silly fallow, but I canna think there wad be muckle ill in breaking out by 
strength o’ hand, if ye could mak it onything feasible. Iam the lad that 
will ne’er fear to lay on, if it were come to that; but our auld leddy wad 
hae ca’d that a resisting o’ the king’s authority.” 

‘“*T will resist any authority on earth,” said Morton, ‘‘ that invades tyran- 
nically my chartered rights as a freeman; and I am determined I will not 
be unjustly dragged to a jail, or perhaps a gibbet, if 1 can possibly make 
my escape from these men either by address or force.” 

“Weel, that’s just my mind too, aye supposing we hae a feasible oppor- 
tunity o’ breaking loose. But then ye speak o’ a charter; now these are 
things that only belang to the like o’ you that are a gentleman, and it mightna 
bear me through that am but a husbandman.” 

‘“‘The charter that I speak of,” said Morton, “is common to the meanest 
Scotchman. It is that freedom from stripes and bondage which was claimed, 
as you may read in Scripture, by the Apostle Paul himself, and which every 
man who is free-born is called upon to defend, for his own sake and that of 
his countrymen.” , 

“Tegh, sirs!” replied Cuddie, “it wad hae been lang or my Leddy Mar- 
OR or my mither either, wad hae fund out sic a wiselike doctrine in the 

ible! ‘The tane was aye graning about giving tribute to Caesar, and the 
other is as daft wi’ her whiggery. I hae been clean spoilt, just wi’ listening 
to twa blethering euld wives; but if I could get a gentleman that wad let 
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me tak on to be his servant, I am confident I wad be a clean contrary crea’ 
ture; and I hope your honour will think on what I am saying, if ye were 
ance fairly delivered out 0’ this house of bondage, and just take me to be your 
ain wally-de-shamble.” 

““ My valet, Cuddie?”” answered Morton — “alas ! that would be sorry pre- 
ferment, even if we were at liberty.” 

“I kea what ye’re thinking —- that because | am landward bred, I wad 
be bringing ye to disgrace afore folk. But ye maun ken I’m gey gleg at 
the uptuk; there was never onything dune wi’ hand but I learned gey 
res dily, ’septing reading, writing, and ciphering; but there’s no the like 0’ 
me at the fitba’, and I can play wi’ the broadsword as weel as Corporal 
Inglis there. I hae broken his head or now, for as massy as he’s riding 
ahint us.—And then ye’ll no be gaun to stay in this country ?””—said he, 
stopping and interrupting himself. 

** Probably not,” replied Morton. 

“Weel, | carena a boddle. Ye see I wad get my mither bestowed wi’ her 
auld gran‘ng tittie, auntie Meg in the Gallowgate o’ Glasgow, and then I 
trust they wad neither burn her for a witch, or let her fail for fau’t 0’ fude, 
or hang ! er up for an auld whig wife; for the provost, they say, is very 
regardtu’ »’ sic puir bodies. And then you and me wad gang and pouss 
our fortur es, like the folk 1’ the daft auld tales about Jock the Giant-killer 
and Valertine and Orson: and we wad come back to merry Scotland, as the 
sang says, and I wad tak to the stilts again, and turn sic furs on the bonny 
rigs o’ Milnwood holms, that it wad be worth a pint but to look at them.” 

‘“T fear,” said Morton, ‘“ there is very little chance, my good friend Cuddie, 
of our getting back to our old occupation.” 

“Hout, stir, — hout, stir,” replied Cuddie, ‘it’s aye gude to keep up a 
hardy heart—as broken a ship’s come to land. But what’s that 1 hear? 
never stir, if my auld mither isna at the preaching again! I ken the sough 
o’ her texts, that sound just like the wind blawing through the spence; and 
there’s Kettledrummle setting to wark, too— Lordsake, if the sodgers anes 
get angry, they’li murder them baith, and us for company !” 

Their further conversation was in fact interrupted by a blatant noise 
which rose behind them, in which the voice of the preacher emitted, in 
unison with that of the old woman, tones like the grumble of a bassoon 
combined with the screaking of a cracked fiddle. At first the aged pair of 
sufferers had been contented to condole with each other in smothered expres- 
sions of complaint and indignation ; but the sense of their injuries became 
more pungently aggravated as they communicated with each other, and they 
became at length unable to suppress their ire. 

“Woe! woe! and a threefold woe unto you, ye bloody and violent per- 
secutors |’? exclaimed the Reverend Gabriel Kettledrummle—‘ Woe! and 
threefold woe unto you, even to the breaking of seals, the blowing of trum- 
pets, and the pouring forth of vials.” 

“Ay —ay —a black cast to a’ their ill-fa’ur’d faces, and the outside o’ 
the loof to them at the last day!” echoed the shrill counter-tenor of Mause, 
falling in like the second part of a catch. £ 

“T tell you,” continued the divine, ‘‘ that your rankings and your ridings 
— your neighings and your prancings — your bloody, barbarous, and inhu- 
man cruelties—your benumbing, deadening, and debauching the conscienve 
of poor creatures by oaths, soul-damning and self-contradictory, have arisca 
from earth to Heaven like a foul and hideous outcry of perjury for hasten- 
ing the wrath to come— hugh! hugh! hugh!” 

‘‘And I say,” cried Mause, in the same tune, and nearly at the same time, 
‘that wi’ this auld breath o’ mine, and it’s sair taen down wi’ the asthmatics 
and this rough trot”’ 


“ Deil gin they would gallop,” said Cuddie, ‘ wad it but gar her haud hez 
tongue |” ; 


> 
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“__Wi’ this auld and brief breath,” continued Mause, ‘will I testify 
against the backslidings, defections, defalcations, and declinings of the land 
—against the grievances and the causes of wrath 1” 

“Peace, I pr’ythee — Peace, good woman,” said the preacher, who had 
just recovered from a violent fit of coughing, and found his own anathema 
borne down by Mause’s better wind; ‘peace, and take not the word out of 
the mouth of a servant of the altar.—I say, I uplift my voice and tell you, 
that before the play is played out —ay, before this very sun gaes down, ye 
sall learn that neither a desperate Judas, like your prelate Sharpe that’s 
gane to his place; nor a sanctuary-breaking Holofernes, like bloody-minded 
Claverhouse; nor an ambitious Diotrephes, like the iad Evandale; nor a 
eovetous and warld-following Demas, like him they ca’ Sergeant Bothwell 
that makes every wife’s plack and her meal-ark his ain; neither your cara- 
bines, nor your pistols, nor your broadswords, nor your horses, nor your 
saddles, bridles, surcingles, nose-bags, nor martingales, shall resist the arrows 
that are whetted and the bow that is bent against you !” 

“That shall they never, I trow,” echoed Mause. ‘Castaways are they 
ilk ane o’ them—besoms of destruction, fit only to be flung into the fire when 
they have sweepit the filth out o’ the Temple—whips of smali cords, knotted 
for the chastisement of those wha like their warldly gudes and gear better 
than the Cross or the Covenant, but when that wark’s done, only meet to 
make latchets to the deil’s brogues.” 

“Fiend hae me,” said Cuddie, addressing himself to Morton, ‘if I dinna 
think our mither preaches as weel as the minister! But it’s a sair pity 0’ 
his hoast, for it aye comes on just when he’s at the best o’t, and that lang 
routing he made air this morning, is sair again him too— Deil an I care if 
he wad roar her dumb, and then he would hae’t a’ to answer for himsell — 
It’s lucky the road’s rough, and the troopers are no taking muckle tent to 
what they say, wi’ the rattling o’ the horses’ feet; but an we were aner on 
saft grund, we’ll hear news 0’ a’ this.” 

Cuddie’s conjectures were but too true. ‘The words of the prisoners 
had not been much attended to, while drowned by the clang of horses’ 


hoofs on a rough and stony road; but they now entered upon the moor- 


lands, where the testimony of the two zealous captives lacked this saving 
accompaniment. And accordingly, no sooner had their steeds begun to 


tread heath and green sward, and Gabriel Kettledrummle had again raised 


his voice with, ‘Also I uplift my voice like that of a pelican in the wilder- 
ness ”’ 

**And I mine,” had issued from Mause, “like a sparrow on the house- 
tops ”’ 

When “ Hollo, ho!” cried the corporal from the rear; “rein up your 
tongues, the devil blister them, or ll clap a martingale on them.” 

“T will not peace at commands of the profane,” said Gabriel. 

“Nor I neither,” said Mause, “for the bidding of no earthly potsherd, 
though it be painted as red as a brick from the Tower of Babel, and ca’ itsell 
a corporal.” 

“‘ Halliday,” cried the corporal, “ hast got never a gag about thee, man ?— 
We must stop their mouths before they talk us all dead.” 

Ere any answer could be made, or any measure taken in consequence 
of the corporal’s motion, a dragoon galloped towards Sergeant Bothwell, 
who was considerably a-head of the party he commanded. On hearing 
the orders which he brought, Bothwell instantly rode back to the head of 
his party, ordered them to close their files, to mend their pace, and ta 
move with silence and precaution, as they would soon be in presence of the 
*neiny 
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Chauter the Fifteenth. 


wuantum in nobis, we’ve thought good 

To save the expense of Christian blood, 

And try if we, by mediation 

Of treaty and accommodation, 

Can end the quarrel, and compose 

This bloody duel without blows. 
BUTrER. 


THE increased pace of the party of horsemen soon took away from thei 
aealous captives the breath, if not the inclination, necessary for holding 
furth. They had now for more than a mile got free of the woodlands, whose 
broken glades had, for some time, accompanied them after they had left 
the woods of Tillietudlem. A few birches and oaks still feathered the 
narrow ravines, or occupied in dwarf-clusters the hollow plains of the moor, 
But these were gradually disappearing; and a wide and waste country lay 
before them, swelling into bare hills of dark heath, intersected by deep 
gullies; being the passages by which torrents forced their course in winter, 
and during summer the disproportioned channels for diminutive rivulets 
that winded their puny way among heaps of stones and gravel, the effects 
and tokens of their winter fury ;—like so many spendthrifts dwindled down 
by the consequences of former excesses and extravagance. This desolate 
region scemed to extend farther than the eye could reach, without grandeur, 
without even the dignity of mountain wildness, yet striking, from the huge 
proportion which it seemed to bear to such more favoured spots of the country 
as were adapted to cultivation, and fitted for the support of man; and 
thereby impressing irresistibly the mind of the spectator with a sense of the 
omnipotence of Nature, and the comparative inefficacy of the boasted means 
of amelioration which man is capable of opposing to the ne of 
climate and soil. 

It is a remarkable effect of such extensive wastes, that they impose an 


idea of solitude even upon those who travel through them in considerable . 


numbers ; so much is the imagination affected by the disproportion between 
the desert around and the party who are traversing it. Thus the members 
of a caravan of a thousand souls may feel, in the deserts of Africa or 
Arabia, a sense of loneliness unknown to the individual traveller, whose 
solitary course is through a thriving and cultivated country. 

It was not, therefore, without a peculiar feeling of emotion, that Morton 
beheld, at the distance of about half a mile, the body of cavalry to which 
his escort belonged, creeping up a steep and winding path which ascended 


from the more level moor into the hills. Their numbers, which appeared. 


formidable when they crowded through narrow roads, and seemed multiplied 
by appearing partially, and at different points, among the trees, were now 
apparently diminished by being exposed at once to view, and in a landseape 
whose extent bore such immense proportion to the columns of horses ana 
men, which, showing more like a drove of black cattle than a body of 
soldiers, crawled slowly along the face of the hill, their force and their nume 
bers seeming trifling and contemptible. 

“Surely,” said Morton to himself, ‘a handful of resolute men may defend 
any defile in these mountains against such a small force as this is, provided 
that their bravery is equal to their enthusiasm.” 

While he made these refiections, the rapid movement of the horsemen 
who guarded him, soon traversed the space which divided them from their 

ompanions ; and ere the front of Claverhouse’s column had gained the 
brow of the hill which they had been seen ascending, Bothwell, with his 


rearguard and prisoners, had united himself, or nearly so, with the main 


ee 
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‘pody led by his commander. The extreme difficulty of the road, which was 
in some places steep, and in others boggy, retarded the progress of the 
column, especially in the rear; for the passage of the main body, in many 
instances, poached up the swamps through which they passed, and rendered 
them so deep, that the last of their followers were forced to leave the beaten 
path, and find safer passage where they could. 

On these occasions, the distresses of the Reverend Gabriel Kettledrummle 
and of Mause Headrigg, were considerably augmented, as the brutal 
troopers, by whom they were guarded, compelled them, at all risks which 
such inexperienced riders were likely to incur, to leap their horses over 
drains and gullies, or to bent them through morasses and swamps. 

“Through the help of the Lord I have luppen ower a wall,” cried poor 
Mause, as her horse was, by her rude attendants, brought up to leap the 
turf enclosure of a deserted fold, in which feat her curch flew off, leaving 
her grey hairs uncovered. 

“Jam sunk in deep mire where there is no standing —I am come into 
deep waters where the floods overflow me,” exclaimed Kettledrummle, as 
the charger on which he was mounted plunged up to the saddle-girths in a 
well-head, as the springs are called which supply the marshes, the sable 
streams beneath spouting over the face and person of the captive preacher. 

These exclamations excited shouts of laughter among their military 
attendants ; but events soon occurred, which rendered them all sufficiently 
serious. 

The leading files of the regiment had nearly attained the brow of the 
steep hill we have mentioned, when two or three horsemen, speedily disco- 
vered to be a part of their own advanced guard who had acted as a patrol, 
appeared returning at full gallop, their horses much blown, and the men 
apparently in a disordered flight. They were followed upon the spur by 
five or six riders, well armed with sword and pistol, who halted upon the 
top of the hill on observing the approach of the Life-Guards. One or two 
who had carabines dismounted, and, taking a leisurely and deliberate aim 
at the foremost rank of the regiment, discharged their pieces, by which two 
troopers were wounded, one severely. They then mounted their horses, and 
disappeared over the ridge of the hill, retreating with so much coolness as 
evidently showed, that, on the one hand, they were undismayed by the ap- 
proach of so considerable a force as was moving against them, and con- 
scious, on the other, that they were supported by numbers sufficient for their 
protection. This incident occasioned a halt through the whole body of 
cavalry; and while Claverhouse himself received the report of his advanced 
guard, which had thus been driven back upon the main body, Lord Evan- 
dale advanced to the top of the ridge over which the enemy’s horsemen had 
retired, and Major Allan, Cornet Grahame, and the other officers, employed 
themselves in extricating the regiment from the broken ground, and drawing 
them up on the side of the hill in two lines, the one to support the other. 

The word was then given to advance ; and in a few minutes the first lines 
stood on the brow, and commanded the prospect on the other side. The 
second line closed upon them, and also the rear-guard with the prisoners; 
so that Morton and his companions in captivity could in like manner see 
the form of opposition which was now offered to the farther progress of their 
captors. 

The brow of the hill, on which the royal Life-Guards were now drawn 
up, sloped downwards (on the side opposite to that which they had ascended) 
with a gentle declivity, for more than a quarter of a mile, and presented 
ground, which, though unequal in some places, was not altogether unfa- 
vourable for the manceuvres of cavalry, until near the bottom, where the 
slope terminated in a marshy level, traversed through its whole length by 
what seemed either a natural gully, or a deep artificial drain, the sides of 
which were broken by springs, trenches filled with water, out of which 
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peats and turf had been dug, and here and there by some straggling thickets 
of alders which loved the moistness so well, that they continued to live as 
bushes, although too much dwarfed by the sour soil and the stagnant bog- 
water to ascend into trees. Beyond this ditch or gully, the ground arose 
into a second heathy swell, or rather hill, near to the foot of which, and, as 
if with the object of defending the broken ground and ditch that covered 
their front, the body of imsurgents appeared to be drawn up with the pur- 
pose of abiding battle. 

Their infantry was divided into three lines. The first, tolerably provided 
with fire-arms, were advanced almost close to the verge of the bog, so that 
their fire must necessarily annoy the royal cavalry as they descended the 
opposite hill (the whole front of which was exposed), and would probably 
be yet more fatal if they attempted to cross the morass. Behind this first 
line was 8 body of pikemen, designed for their support in case the dragoons 
should force the passage of the marsh. In their rear was their third line, 
consisting of countrymen armed with scythes set straight on poles, hay- 
forks, spits, clubs, goads, fish-spears, and such other rustic implements as” 
hasty resentment had converted into instruments of war. On each flank of 
the infantry, but a little backward from the bog, as if to allow themselves 
dry and sound ground whereon to act in case their enemies should force the 
pass, there was drawn up a small body of cavalry who were, in general, 
but indifferently armed and worse mounted, but full of zeal for the cause, 
being chiefly either landholders of small property, or farmers of the better 
class, whose means enabled them to serve on horseback. <A few of those 
who had been engaged in driving back the advanced guard of the royalists, 
might now be seen returning slowly towards their own squadrons. These 
were the only individuals of the insurgent army which seemed to be in 
motion. All the others stood firm and motionless, as the grey stones that 
lay scattered on the heath around them. 

The total number of the insurgents might amount to about a thousand 
men; but of these there were scarce a hundred cavalry, nor were the half 
of them even tolerably armed. ‘The strength of their position, however — 
the sense of their having taken a desperate step — the superiority of their 
numbers — but, above all, the ardour of their enthusiasm, were the means 
on which their leaders reckoned for supplying the want of arms, equipage, 
and military discipline. 

On the side of the hill that rose above the array of battle which they had 
adopted, were seen the women, and even the children, whom zeal, opposed 
to persecution, had driven into the wilderness. — They seemed stationed 
there to be spectators of the engagement, by which their own fate, as well 
as that of their parents, husbands, and sons, was to be decided. Like the 
females of the ancient German tribes, the shrill cries which they raised, 
when they beheld the glittering ranks of their enemy appear on the brow 
of the opposing eminence, acted as an incentive to their relatives to fight to 
the last in defence of that which was dearest to them. Such exhortations 
seemed to have their full and emphatic effect; for a wild halloo, which went 
from rank to rank on the appearance of the soldiers, intimated the resolu- 
tion of the insurgents to fight to the uttermost. 

As the horsemen halted their lines on the ridge of the hill, their trumpets 
and kettle-drums sounded a bold and warlike flourish of menace and 
defiance, that ran along the waste like the shrill summons of a destroying 
angel. The wanderers, in answer, united their yoices, and sent forth, in 
solemn modulation, the two first verses of the seventy-sixth Psalm, accerd- 
ing to the metrical version of the Scottish Kirk : 


*In Judah’s land God is well knowr, 
His name’s in Israel great: 
In Salem is his tabernacle, 
In Zion is his seat. 
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“There arrows of the bow he brake, 
The shield, the sword, the war 
More glorious thou than’ jhilts of prey, 
More excellent art far.” 


A shout, or rather a solemn acclamation, attended the close of the stanza: 
and after a dead pause, the second verse was resumed by the insurgents 
who applied the destruction of the Assyrians as prophetical of the issue of 
their own impending contest: 


“Those that were stout of heart are spoiled, 
They slept their sleep outright: 
And none of those their hands did find, 
That were the men of might. 


“When thy rebuke, O Jacob’s God, 
Had forth against them past, 
Their horses and their chariots both 
Were in a deep sleep cast.” 


There was another acclamation, which was followed by the most profound 
silence. 

While these solemn sounds, accented by a thousand voices, were pro- 
longed amongst the waste hills, Claverhouse looked with great attention on 
the ground, and on the order of battle which the wanderers had adopted, 
and in which they determined to await the assault. 

‘“ The churls,” he said, ‘‘ must have some old soldiers with them ;—it was 
no rustic that made choice of that ground.” 

“Burley is said to be with them for certain,” answered Lord Evandale, 
“and also Hackston of Rathillet, Paton of Meadowhead, Cleland, and seme 
other men of military skill.” 

“T judged as much,” said Claverhouse, “from the style in which these 
detached horsemen leapt their horses over the ditch, as they returned to 
their position. It was easy to see that there were a few roundheaded 
troopers amongst them, the true spawn of the old Covenant. We must 
manage this matter warily as well as boldly. LEvandale, let the officers 
come to this knoll.” 

He moved to a small moss-grown cairn, probably the resting-place of some 
Celtic chief of other times, and the call of ‘Officers to the front,” soon 
brought them around their commander. 

“T do not call you around me, gentlemen,” said Claverhouse, ‘in the 
formal capacity of a council of war, for I will never turn over on others the 
responsibility which my rank imposes on myself. I only want the benefit 
of your opinions, reserving to myself, as most men do when they ask advice, 
the liberty of following my own.—What say you, Cornet Grahame? Shall 
we attack these fellows who are bellowing yonder? You are youngest and 
hottest, and therefore will speak first whether I will or no.” 

“Then,” said Cornet Grahame, “‘ while I have the honour to carry the 
standard of the Life-Guards, it shall never, with my will, retreat before 
rebels. I say, charge, in God’s name and the King’s |” 

“ And what say you, Allan?” continued Claverhouse, “for Evandale is 
so modest, we shall never get him to speak till you have said what you have 
to say.” . 

“These fellows,” said Major Allan, an old cavalier officer of experience, 
“are three or four to one—I should not mind that much upon a fair field, 
hut they are posted in a very formidable strength, and show no inclination 
to quit it. I therefore think, with deference to Cornet Grahame’s opinion, 
that we should draw back to Tillietudlem, occupy the pass between the 
hills and the open country, and send for reinforcements to my Lord Ross, 
who is lying at Glasgow with a regiment of infantry. In this way we 
should cut them off from the strath of Clyde, and either compel them te 
come out of their stronghold, and give us battle on fair terms, or, if they 
remain here, we will attack them so soon as our infantry has joined us, and 
enableu us to act with effect among these ditches, bogs, and quagmires.” 


) 
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“Psnaw!” said the young Cornet, “what signifies strong ground, when 
it is only held by a crew of canting, psalm-singing old women ?” 

‘‘A man may fight never the worse,” retorted Major Allan, ‘“ for honour: 
ing both his Bible and Psalter. These fellows will prove as stubborn as 
steel; I know them of old.” 

“Their nasal psalmody,” said the Cornet, “reminds our Major of the race 
of Dunbar.” 

“Had you been at that race, young man,” retorted Allan, “ you would 
have wanted nothing to remind you of it for the longest day you have to 
live.” 

“Hush! hush, gentlemen!” said Claverhouse — ‘‘ these are untimely re- 
partees—TI should like your advice well, Major Allan, had our rascally 
patrols (whom I will see duly punished) brought us timely notice of the 
enemy’s number and position. But having once presented ourselves before 
them in line, the retreat of the Life-Guards would argue gross timidity, and 
be the general signal for insurrection throughout the west. In which case, 
so far from obtaining any assistance from my Lord Ross, I promise you I 
should have great apprehensions of his being cut off before we can join him, 
or he us. A retreat would have quite the same fatal effect upon the King’s 
cause as the loss of a battle—and as to the difference of risk or of safety it 
might make with respect to ourselves, that, 1 am sure, no gentlemen thinks 
a moment about. There must be some gorges or passes in the morass 
through which we can force our way; and, were we once on firm ground, 
I trust there is no man in the Life-Guards who supposes our squadrons, 
though so weak in numbers, are unable to trample into dust twice the 
number of these unpractised clowns. — What say you, my Lord Evan- 
dale ?” 

“J humbly think,” said Lord Evandale, ‘‘ that, go the day how it will, 
it must be a bloody one; and that we shall lose many brave fellows, and 
probably be obliged to slaughter a great number of these misguided men, 
who, after all, are Scotchmen and subjects of King Charles as well as we 
are.” 

“Rebels! rebels! and undeserving the name either of Scotchmen or of 
subjects!” said Claverhouse. ‘‘ But come, my lord, what does your opinion 
point at?” 

‘To enter into a treaty with these ignorant and misled men,” said the 
young nobleman. 

‘‘A treaty! and with rebels having arms in their hands?’ Never while I 
live!” answered his commander. 

‘“‘ At least send a trumpet and flag of truce, summoning them to lay down 
their weapons and disperse,” said Lord Evandale, ‘“‘ upon promise of a free 
pardon—lI have always heard, that had that been done before the battle of 
?entland hills, much blood might have been saved.” : 

“‘ Well,” said Claverhouse, ‘“‘and who the devil do you think would carry 
a summons to these headstrong and desperate fanatics? They acknowledge 
no laws of war. Their leaders, who have been all most active in the mur- 
der of the Archbishop of St. Andrews, fight with a rope round their necks, 
and are likely to kill the messenger, were it but to dip their followers in 
loyal blood, and to make them as desperate of pardon as themselves.” 

‘“‘Y will go myself,” said Evandale, “if you will permit me. I have often 
risked my blood to spill that of others — let me do so now in order to save 
human lives.” 

“You shall not go on such an errand, my lord,” said Claverhouse; ‘‘ your 
rank and situation render your safety of too much consequence to the 
country in an age when good principles are so rare. — Here’s my brother’s 
en, Dick Grahame, who fears shot or steel as little as if the devil had given 
him armour of proof against it, as the fanatics say he has given to his 
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uncle.* He shall take a flag of truce and a trumpet, and ride down 
to the edge of the morass to summon them to lay down their arms and 
disperse.” 

“With all my soul, Colonel,’ answered the Cornet; ‘“‘and Vll tie my 
cravat on a pike to serve for a white flag—the rascals never saw such a 

ennon of Flanders lace in their lives before.” 

“Colonel Grahame,” said Evandale, while the young officer prepared for 
his expedition, ‘‘ this young gentleman is your nephew and your apparent 
heir; for God’s sake, permit me to go. It was my counsel, and I ought to 
stand the risk.” 

“Were he my only son,” said Claverhouse, “this is no cause and no tim 
to spare him. I hope my private affections will never interfere with m, 
a duty. If Dick Grahame falls, the loss is chiefly mine; were your 
ordship to die, the King and country would be the sufferers. — Come, gen- 
tlemen, each to his post. If our summons is unfavourably received, we 
will instantly attack; and, as the old Scottish blazon has it, God shaw 
the right!” 


Chanter the Sirteenth. 


With many a stiff thwack, many a bang, 
Hard crab-tree and old iron rang. 
HUDIBRAS. 


Cornet Ricuarp GraHAmeE descended the hill, bearing in his hand the 
extempore flag of truce, and making his managed horse keep time by 
bounds and curvets to the tune which he whistled. The trumpeter fol- 
lowed. Five or six horsemen, having something the appearance of officers, 
detached themselves from each flank of the Presbyterian army, and, meet- 
ing in the centre, approached the ditch which divided the hollow as near 
as the morass would permit. Towards this group, but keeping the oppo- 
site side of the swamp, Cornet Grahame directed his horse, his motions 
being now the conspicuous part of attention to both armies; and without 
disparagement to the courage of either, it is probable there was a general 
wish on both sides that this embassy might save the risks and bloodshed 
of the impending conflict. ? 

When he had arrived right opposite to those who, by their advancing to 
receive his message, seemed to take upon themselves as the leaders of the 


* There was actually a young cornet of the Life-Guards named Grahame, and probably some relation of 
Ciaverhouse, slain in the skirmish of Drumclog. In the old ballad on the Battle of Bothwell Bridge Claver 
bouse is said to have continued the slaughter of the fugitives in revenge of this gentleman’s death. 


“Haud up your hand,” then Monmouth said; 
*Gie quarters to these men for me;” 

But bloody Claver’se swore an oath, 
His kinsman’s death avenged should be. 


The body of this young man-was found shockingly mangled after the battle, his eves pulled out, and his 
features so much defaced, that it was impossible to recognise him. The ‘Tory writers say that this was done 
by the Whigs; because, finding the name Grahame wrought in the yoting gentleman’s neckcloth, they took 
the corpse for that of Claver’se himself. The Whig authorities give a different account, from tradition, of 
the cause ot Cornet Grahame’s body being thus mangled. He had, say they, refused his own dog any food 
on the morning of the battle, affirming, with an oath, that he should have nu breakfast but upon the flesh of 
the Whigs. ‘The ravenous animal, it is said, flew at his master as soon as he fell, and lacerated his face and 
throat. 

‘These two stories are presented to the reader, leaving it to him to judge whether it is most likely that a 
party of persecuted and insurgent fanatics should mangle a body suppused to be that of their chief enemy, 
In the same manner as several persons present at Drumeclog had shortly before treated the person of Arch- 
bishop Sharpe; or that a domestic dog should. for want of a single breakfast, become so ferocious as to feed 
wm his own master, Selecting his body from scores that were lying around, equally accessible to his ravenous 


appetite, 
202 
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enemy, Cornet Grahame commanded his trumpeter to sound a parley. The 

insurgents having no instrument of martial music wherewith to make the 

appropriate reply, one of their number called out with a loud, strong voice, . 

demanding to know why he approached their leaguer. 

“To summon you in the King’s name, and in that of Colonel John Gra- 
hame of Claverhouse, specially commissioned by the right honourable Privy 
Council of Scotland,’ answered. the Cornet, “‘to lay down your arms, and 
disiniss the followers whom ye have led into rebellion, contrary to the laws 
of God, of the King, and of the country.” 

“Return to them that sent thee,” said the insurgent leader, “and tell 
them that we are this day in arms for a broken Covenant and a persecuted 
Kirk ; tell them that we renounce the licentious and perjured Charles Stu- 
art, whom you call king, even as he renounced the Covenant, after having 
once and again sworn to prosecute to the utmost of his power all the ends 
thereof, really, constantly, and sincerely, all the days of his life, having no 
enemies but the enemies of the Covénant, and no friends but its friends. 
Whereas, far from keeping the oath he had called God and angels to wit- 
ness, his first step, after his incoming into these kingdoms, was the fearful 
grasping at the prerogative of the Almighty, by that hideous Act of Su- 
premacy, together with his expulsing, without summons, libel, or process 
of law, hundreds of famous faithful preachers, thereby wringing the bread 
of life out of the mouth of hungry, poor creatures, and forcibly cramming 
their throats with the lifeless, saltless, foisonless, lukewarm drammock of 
_ the fourteen false prelates, and their sycophantic, formal, carnal, scandalous 
- ereature-curates.”’ 

“TT did not come to hear you preach,” answered the officer, “‘ but to know, 
in one word, if you will disperse yourselves, on condition of a free pardon 
to all but the murderers of the late Archbishop of St. Andrews ; or whether 

_ you will abide the attack of his Majesty’s forces, which will instantly ad- 
vance upon you.” 

‘“In one word, then,” answered the spokesman, ‘‘ we are here with our 
swords on our thighs, as men that watch in the night. We will take one 
part and portion together, as brethren in righteousness. Whosoever assails 
us in our good cause, his blood be on his own head. So return to them 
that sent thee, and God give them and thee a sight of the evil of your 
ways |” 

ots not your name,” said the Cornet, who began to recollect having seen 
the person whom he was now speaking with, “John Balfour of Burley?” 

“And if it be,” said the spokesman, “hast thou ought to say against 
it 2” 

“Only,” said the Cornet, ‘‘ that as you are excluded from pardon in the 
name of the King and of my commanding officer, it is to these country 
people, and not to you, that I offer it; and it is not with you, or such as 
you, that I am sent to treat.” 

“Thou art a young soldier, friend,” said Burley, ‘‘ and scant well learned 
in thy trade, or thou wouldst know that the bearer of a flag of truce cannot 
treat with the army but through their officers; and that if he presume to 
do otherwise, he forfeits his safe-conduct.” 

While speaking these words, Burley unslung his carabine, and held it in 
readiness. 

“‘T am not to be intimidated from the discharge of my duty by the 
menaces of a murderer,” said Cornet Grahame. — ‘ Hear me, good people ! 
—I proclaim in the name of the King, and of my commanding officer, full 
and free pardon to all, excepting” 7 

‘1 give thee fair warning,” said Burley, presenting his piece. 

“A free pardon to all,” continued the young officer, still addressing the 
body of the insurgents—“ to all but”— 

“Then the Lord grant grace to thy soul—amen!” said Burley 
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With these words he fired, and Cornet Richard Grahame dropped frons 
tis horse. The shot was mortal, The unfortunate young gentleman had 
enly strength to turn himself on the ground and mutter forth, <‘ My poor 
mother!” when life fersook him in the effort. His startled horse fled back 
to the regiment at the gallop, as did his scarce less affrighted attendant. 

“What have you done?” said one of Balfour’s brother officers. 

“My duty,” said Balfour, firmly. “Is it not written, ‘Thou shalt be 
zealous even to slaying?’ Let these, who dare, Now venture to speak of 
truce or pardon !’’* 

Claverhouse saw his nephew fall. He turned his eye on Evandale, while 
a transitory glance of indescribable emotion disturbed, for a second’s space, 
the serenity of his features, and briefly said, ‘‘ You see the event.” 

“T will avenge him, or die !’”’ exclaimed Evandale ; and, putting his horse 
into motion, rode furiously down the hill, followed by his own troop, and 
that of the deceased Cornet, which broke ‘down without orders; and, each 
striving to be the foremost to revenge their young officer, their ranks soon — 
fell into confusion. hese forces formed the first line of the royalists. It 
was in vain that Claverhouse exclaimed, “ Halt! halt! this rashness will 
undo us.” It was all that he could accomplish, by galloping along the 
second line, entreating, commanding, and even menacing the men with his 
sword, that he could restrain them from following an example so. con- 
tagious. 

a Allan,” he said, as soon as he had rendered the men in some depeoe 
more steady, “lead them down the hill to support Lord Evandale, who is 
about to need it very much. — Bothwell, thou art a cool and a daring 
fellow” 

“ Ay,” muttered Bothwell, “you can remember that in a moment like 
this.” 

‘“‘ Lead ten file up the hollow to the right,” continued his commanding 
officer, ‘‘and try every means to get through the bog; then form and charge 
the rebels in flank and rear, while they are engaged with us in front,” 

Bothwell made a signal of intelligence and obedience, and moved off — 
with his party at a rapid pace. 

Meantime, the disaster which Claverhouse had apprehended did not fail 
to take place. The troopers, who, with Lord Evandale, had rushed down 
upon the enemy, soon found their disorderly career interrupted by the im- 
practicable character of the ground.. Some stuck fast in the morass as 
they attempted to struggle through, some recoiled from the attempt and 
remained on the brink, others dispersed to seek a more favourable place to 
pass the swamp. In the midst of this confusion, the first line of the 
enemy, of which the foremost rank knelt, the second stooped, and the third 
stood upright, poured in a close and destructive fire that emptied at least 
a score of saddles, and increased tenfold the disorder into which the horse- 
men had fallen. Lord Evandale, in the meantime, at the head of a very 
‘ew well-mounted men, had been able to clear the ditch, but was no sooner 
across than he was charged by the left body of the enemy’s cavalry, who, 
encouraged by the smali number of opponents that had made their way 
through the broken ground, set upon them with the utmost fury, crying, 
“Woe, woe to the uncircumcised Philistines! down with Dagon and all his 
adherents !’”’ 

The young nobleman fought like a lion; but most of his followers were 
killed, and he himself could not have escaped the same fate but for a heavy 
fire of carabines, which Claverhouse, who had now advanced with the 
second line near to the ditch, poured so effectually upon the enemy, that 
both horse and foot for a moment began to shrink, and Lord Kvandale, dis- 
engaged from his unequal combat, and finding himself nearly alone, took 


*See Noie preceding,—Cornel Grahume. 
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the opportun.ty to effect his retreat through the morass, But notwithstand. 
ing the loss they had sustained by Claverhouse’s first fire, the insurgents 
became soon aware that the advantage of numbers and of position were so 
decidedly theirs, that, if they could but persist in making a brief but reso- 
lute defence, the Life-Guards must necessarily be defeated. Their leaders 
flew through their ranks, exhorting them to stand firm, and pointing out 
how efficacious their fire must be where both men and horse were exposed 
to it; for the troopers, according to custom, fired without having dis- 
mounted. Claverhouse, more than once, when he perceived his best men 
dropping by a fire which they could not effectually return, made desperate 
efforts to pass the bog at various points, and renew the battle on firm 
ground and fiercer terms. But the close fire of the insurgents, joined to 
the natural difficulties of the pass, foiled his attempts in every point. 

‘““We must retreat,” he said to Evandale, ‘unless Bothwell can effect a 
diversion in our favour. In the meantime, draw the men out of fire, and 
leave skirmishers behind these patches of alderbushes to keep the enemy 
in check.” ie 

These directions being accomplished, the appearance of Bothwell with 
his party was earnestly expected. But Bothwell had his own disadvantages 
to struggle with. His detour to the right had not escaped the penetrating 
observation of Burley, who made a corresponding movement with the left 
wing of the mounted insurgents, so that when Bothwell, after riding a con- 
siderable way up the valley, found a place at which the hog could be passed, 
though with some difficulty, he perceived he was still in front of a superior 
enemy. His daring character was in no degree checked by this unexpected 
opposition. 

‘“* Follow me, my lads!” he called to his men; “ never let it be said that 
we turned our backs before these canting roundheads !”? 

With that, as if inspired by the spirit of his ancestors, he shouted “ Both- 
well! Bothwell!’ and throwing himself into the morass, he struggled 
through it at the head of his party, and attacked that of Burley with such 
fury, that he drove them back above a pistol shot, killing three men with 
hisown hand. Burley, perceiving the consequences of a defeat on this point, 
and that his men, though more numerous, were unequal to the regulars in 
using their arms and managing their horses, threw himself across Both- 
well’s way, and attacked him hand to hand. Each of the combatants was con- 
sidered as the champion of his respective party, and a result ensued more usual 
in romance than in real story. Their followers, on either side, instantly - 
paused, and looked on as if the fate of the day were to be decided by the 
event of the combat between these two redoubted swordsmen. The com- 
batants themselves seemed of the same opinion ; for, after two or three eager 
cuts and pushes had been exchanged, they paused, as if by joint consent, to 
recover the breath which preceding exertions had exhausted, and to prepare 
for a duel in which each seemed conscious he had met his match. 

“ You are the murdering villain, Burley,” said Bothwell, griping his sword 
firmly, and setting his teeth close—‘ you escaped me once, but”—(he swore 
an oath too tremendous to be written down)—“ thy head is worth its weight 
of silver, and it shall go home at my saddle-bow, or my saddle shall go home 
empty for me.” 

“Yes,” replied Burley, with stern and gloomy deliberation, “I am thai 
John Balfour, who promised to lay thy head where thou shouldst never lift 
it aga and God do so unto me, and more also, if I do not redeem my 
word !” 

“Then a bed of heather, or a thousand merks!” said Bothwell, striking 
at Burley with his full force. 

“The sword of the Lord and of Gideon” answered Balfour, as he parried 
and returned the blow. 


There have seldom met two combatants more equally niatched in strength 
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ot body, skill in the management of their weapons and horses, determined 
courage, and unrelenting hostility. After exchanging many desperate Llows 
each receiving and inflicting several wounds, though of no great consequence, 
they grappled together as if with the desperate impatience of mortal hate, 
and Bothwell, seizing his enemy by the shoulder-belt, while the grasp of 
Balfour was upon his own collar, they came headlong to the ground. The 
companions of Burley hastened to his assistance, but were repelled by the 
dragoons, and the battle became again general. But nothing couid with- 
draw the attention of the combatants from each other, or induce them to 
unclose the deadly clasp in which they rolled together on the ground, tear- 
ing, struggling, and foaming, with the inveteracy of thorough-bred bull- 
dogs. 

Several horses passed over them in the melée without their quitting hold 
of each other, until the sword-arm of Bothwell was broken by the kick of a 
charger. He then relinquished his grasp with a deep and suppressed groan, 
and both combatants started to their feet. Bothwell’s right hand dropped 
helpless by his side, but his left griped to the place where his dagger hung ; 
it had escaped from the sheath in the struggle,—and, with a look uf mingled 
rage and despair, he stood totally defenceless, as Balfour, with a laugh of 
savage joy, flourished his sword aloft, and then passed it through his adver- 
sary’s body. Bothwell received the thrust without falling—it had only 
grazed on his ribs. He attempted no further defence, but, looking at Burley 
with a grin of deadly hatred, exclaimed—‘“ Base peasant churl, thou hast 
spilt the blood of a line of kings !”’ 

‘“‘ Die, wretch !—die !”’ said Balfour, redoubling the thrust with better aim ; 
and, setting his foot on Bothwell’s body as he fell, he a third time transfixed 
him with his sword—“ Die, bloodthirsty dog! die as thou hast lived !—die, 
like the beasts that perish—hoping nothing—believing nothing—” 

“And FEARING nothing!” said Bothwell, collecting the last effort of respi- 
ration to utter these desperate words, and expiring as soon as they were 
spoken. 

Po catch a stray horse by the bridle, throw himself upon it, and rush to 
the assistance of his followers, was, with Burley, the affair of a moment. 
And as the fall of Bothwell had given to the insurgents all the courage of 
which it had deprived his comrades, the issue of this partial contest did not 
remain long undecided. Several soldiers were slain, the rest driven back 
_ over the morass, and dispersed, and the victorious Burley, with his party, 
erossed it in their turn, to direct against Claverhouse the very manceuvre 
which he had instructed Bothwell to execute. He now put his troop in 
order, with the view of attacking the right wing of the royalists; and send- 
ing news of his success to the main body, exhorted them, in the name of 
Heaven, to cross the marsh, and work out the glorious work of the Lord by 
a general attack upon the enemy. 

Meanwhile, Claverhouse, who had in some degree remedied the confusion 
occasioned by the first irregular and unsuccessful attack, and reduced the 
combat in front to a distant skirmish with fire-arms, chiefly maintained by 
some dismounted troopers whom he had posted behind the cover of the 
shrubbery copses of alders which in some places covered the edge of the 
morass, and whose close, cool, and well-aimed fire greatly annoyed the 
enemy, and concealed their own deficiency of numbers,—Claverhouse, while 
he maintained the contest in this manner, still expecting that a diversion 
by Bothwell and his party might facilitate a general attack, was accosted 
by one of the dragoons, whose bloody face and jaded horse bore witness he 
was come from hard service. 

““What is the matter, Halliday?” said Claverhouse, for he knew every 
man in his regiment by name—‘‘ Where is Bothwell ?” 

a ‘‘Bethwell is down,” replied Halliday, ‘‘and many a pretty fellow with 
him.” 

Vor. IT.—30 
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‘Ther the king,” said Claverhouse, with his usual cemposure, “has lost 
a stout scldier. ‘The enemy have passed the marsh, I suppose ?” 

‘With a strong body of horse, commanded by the devil incarnate that 
killed Bothwell,” answered the terrified soldier. 

“Hush! hush!” said Claverhouse, putting his finger on his lips—“ not a 
word to any one but me—Lord Evandale, we must retreat. The fates will 
have it so. Draw together the men that are dispersed in the skirmishing 
work. Let Allan form the regiment, and do you two retreat up the hill in 
two bodies, each halting alternately as the other falls back. Tl keep the 
rogues in check with the rear-guard, making a stand, and facing from time 
to time. They will be over the ditch presently, for I see their whole line 
in motion and preparing to cross ; therefore lose no time.” 

‘‘Where is Bothwell with his party?” said Lord Evandale, astonished at 
the coolness of his commander. 

‘Fairly disposed of,” said Claverhouse, in his ear—‘‘ the king has lost a 
servant, and the devil has got one. But away to business, Evandale — ply - 
your spurs and get the men together. Allan and you must keep them 
steady. This retreating is new work for us all; but our turn will come 
round another day.” 

Evandale and Allan betook themselves to their task; but ere they had 
arranged the regiment for the purpose of retreating in two alternate bodies, 
a considerable number of the enemy had crossed the marsh. Claverhouse, 
who had retained immediately around his person a few of his most active 
and tried men, charged those who had crossed in person, while they were 
yet disordered by the broken ground. Some they killed, others they repulsed 
into the morass, and checked the whole so as to enable the main body, now 

_greatly diminished as well as disheartened by the loss they had sustained, to 
commence their retreat up the hill. 

But the enemy’s van being soon reinforced and supported, compelled Cla- 
verhouse to follow his troops. Never did man, however, better maintain the 
character of a soldier than he did that day. Conspicuous by his black horse 
and white feather, he was first in the repeated charges which he made at 
every favourable opportunity, to arrest the progress of the pursuers, and to 
cover the retreat of his regiment. The object of aim to every one, he seemed 
as if he were impassive to their shot. The superstitious fanatics, who looked 
upon him as a man gifted by the Evil Spirit with supernatural means of 
defence, averred that they saw the bullets recoil from his jack-boots and 
buff-coat like hailstones from a rock of granite, as he galloped to and fro 
amid the storm of the battle. Many a whig that day loaded his musket 
with a dollar cut into slugs, in order that a silver bullet (such was their 
belief) might bring down the persecutor of the holy kirk, on whom lead 
had no power. : 

“Try him with the cold steel,” was the cry at every renewed charge — 
‘‘nowder is wasted on him. Ye might as weel shoot at the Auld Enemy 
himsell.”’* - 

But though this was loudly shouted, yet the awe on the insurgents’ minds © 
was such, that they gave way before Claverhouse as before a supernatural 


* The belief of the Covenanters that their principal enemies, and Claverhouse in particular, had obtained 
from the devil a charm which rendered them proof against leaden bullets, led them to pervert even the cir- 
cumstances of his death. Howie of Lochgon, after giving some account of the battle of Killiecrankie, 

si— 

“The battle was very bloody, and by Mackay’s third fire Claverhouse fell, ef whom historians give little 
account; but it has been said for certain, that his own waiting-servant, taking a resolution to rid the world 
of this truculent bloody menster, and knowing he had proof of lead, shot him with a silver button he had 
‘efore taken off his own coat for that purpose. However, he fell, and with him Popery, and King James’s 
irterest in Scotland.” — God’s Judgment on Persecutors, p. XXXixX. 

Original Note.—* Perhaps some may think this anent proof of a shot a paradox, and be ready to object here, 
as formerly, concerning Bishop Sharpe and Dalziel ~-‘ How can the Devil have or give a power to save life? 
&c. Without entering upon the thing in its reality, I shall only observe,—1st, That it is neither in his power, 
or of his nature, to be a saviour of men’s lives, as he is called Apollyon the destroyer. 2d, ‘That even in thie 
case he is said only to give enchantment against one kind of metal, and this does no‘ save life. for the lead 
would not take Sharpe or Claverhouse’s lives, yet steel and silver wovld do it: anu for Da.tiel, tnavugh he 
fied not on the field, he did not escape ‘he arraws of the Almighty.”— dbidem. 
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being, and few men ventured to cross swords with him. Still, however. he 
was fighting in retreat, and with all the disadvantages attending that move 
ment. The soldiers behind him, as they beheld the iner asing number of 
enemies who poured over the morass, became unsteady; and aut every suc- 
cessive movement, Major Allan and Lord Evandale found it more and more 
difficult to bring them to halt and form line regularly, while, on the other 
hand, their motions in the act of retreating became, by degrees, much more 
rapid than was consistent with good order. As ‘the retiring soldiers 
approached nearer to the top of the ridge, from which in so luckless an 
hour they had descended, the panic began to increase. Hvery one became 
impatient to place the brow of the hill between him and the continued fire 
of the pursuers ; nor could any individual think it reasonable that be should 
be the jast in the retreat, and thus sacrifice his own safety for that of others. 
In this mood, several troopers set spurs to their horses and fled outright, 
and the others became so unsteady in their movements and formations, that 
their officers every moment feared they would follow the same example. 

Amid this scene of blood and confusion, the trampling of the horses, the 
groans of the wounded, the continued fire of the enemy, which fell in a 
succession of unintermitted musketry, while loud shouts accompanied each 
bullet which the fall of a trooper showed to have been successfully aimed 
—amid all the terrors and disorders of such a scene, and when it was 
dubious how soon they might be totally deserted by their dispirited sol- 
diery, Evandale could not forbear remarking the composure of his com- 
manding-officer. Not at Lady Margaret’s breakfast-table that morning did 
his eye appear more lively, or his demeanour more composed. He had 
closed up to Evandale for the purpose of giving some orders, and picking 
out a few men to reinforce his rear-guard. 

“Tf this bout lasts five minutes longer,” he said in a whisper, “our 
rogues will leave you, my lord, old Allan, and myself, the honour of fighting 
this battle with our own hands. I must do something to disperse the mus- 
keteers who annoy them so hard, or we shall be all shamed. Don’t attempt 
to succour me if you see me go down, but keep at the head of your men; 
get off as you can in God’s name, and tell the king and the council I died 
in my duty !” 

So saying, and commanding about twenty stout men to follow him, he 
gave, with this small body, a charge so desperate and unexpected, that he 
drove the foremost of the pursuers back to some distance. In the confusion 
of the assault he singled out Burley, and, desirous to strike terror into his 
followers, he dealt him so severe a blow on the head, as cut through his 
steel head-piece, and threw him from his horse, stunned for the moment, 
though unwounded. <A wonderful thing it was afterwards thought, that 
one so powerful as Balfour should have sunk under the blow of a man to 
appearance so slightly made as Claverhouse; and the vulgar, of course, set 
down to supernatural aid the effect of that energy which a determined spirit 

can give to a feebler arm. Claverhouse had in this last charge, however, 
involved himself too deeply among the insurgents, and was fairly sui 
rounded. 

Lord Evandale saw the danger of his commander, his body of dragoons 
being then halted, while that commanded by Allan was in ‘the act of re- 
treating. Regardless of Claverhouse’s disinterested command to the con- 
trary, he ordered the party which he headed to charge déwn hill and extri- 
eate their Colonel. Some advanced with him— most halted and_ stood 
uncertain many ran away. With those who followed Evandale, he dis- 
engaged Claverhouse. His assistance just came in time, for a rustic had 
wounded his horse in a most ghastly manner by the biow of a scythe, and 
was about to repeat the stroke when Lord Evandale cut him down. As 
they got out of the press, they looked round them. Allan’s division had 
cidden clear over the hill, that’ officer’s 8 authority having aia altogether 
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unequal to halt them. Evandale’s troop was scattered aud in total con. 
fusion. 

‘* What is to be done, Colonel?” said Lord Evandale. 

‘‘“We are the last- men in the field, I think,” said Claverhouse; “and 
when men fight as long as they can, there is no shame in flying. Hector 
himself would say, ‘Devil take the hindmost,’ when there are but twenty 
against a thousand. —Save yourselves, my lads, and rally as soon as you 
can. — Come, my lord, we must e’en ride for it.” 

So saying, he put spurs to his wounded horse; and the generous animal, 
as if conscious that the life of his rider depended on his exertions, pressed 
forward with speed, unabated either by pain or loss of blood.* A few 
officers and soldiers followed him, but in a very irregular and tumultuary 
manner. The flight of Claverhouse was the signal for all the stragglers. 
who yet offered desultory resistance, to fly as fast as they could, and yield 
up the field of battle to the victorious insurgents. 


NINS bo INL 


Chapter the Srurateenty. 


But hark! through the fast-flashing lightning of war, 
What steed to the desert flies frantic and far? 
CAMPBELL. 


Durrne the severe skirmish of which we have given the details, Morton, 
together with Cuddie and his mother, and the Reverend Gabriel Kettle- 
drummle, remained on the brow of the hill, near to the small cairn, or bar- 
row, beside which Claverhouse had held his preliminary council of war, so 
that they had a commanding view of the action which took place in the 
bottom. They were guarded by Corporal Inglis and four soldiers, who, as 


* It appears, from the letter of Claverhouse afterwards quoted, that the horse on which he rode at Drum- 
clog was not black, but sorrel. The author has been misled as to the colour by the many extraordinary tra- 
ditions current in Scotland concerning Claverhouse’s famous black charger, which was generally believed to 
have been a gift to its nder from the Author of Evil, who is said to have performed the Cesarean operation 
upon its dam. ‘This horse was so fleet, and its rider so expert, that they are said to have outstripped and 
coted, or turned, a hare upon the Bran-Law, near the head of Moffatt Water, where the descent is so precipi- 
tous, that no merely earthly horse could Keep its feet, or merely mortal rider could keep the saddle. " 

There is a curious passage in the testimony of John Dick, one of the suffering Presbyterians, in which the 
author, by describing each of the persecutors by their predominant qualities or passions, shows how little 
their best-loved attributes would avail them in the great day of judgment. When he introduces Claverhouse, 
it is to reproach him with his passion for horses in general, and for that steed in particular, which was killed 
at Drumclog in the manner described in the text : — 

“ As for that bloodthirsty wretch, Claverhouse, how thinks he to shelter himself that day? Is it possible 
the pitiful thing can be so mad as to think to secure himself by the fleetness of his horse (a creature he has 
so much respect for, that he regarded more the loss of his horse at Drumelog, than all the men that fell there 
and sure there fell prettier men on either side than himself?) No, sure — Could he fall upon a chemist that 
could extract the spirit out of all the horses in the worid, and infuse them into his one, though he were on 
that horse never so well mounted, he need not dream of escaping.”-- The Testimony to the Doctrine, Worship, 
Mserpline, and Government of the Church of Scotland, &c. asit was left ir write by that truly pious and. eminently 
‘aithful, and now glorified Martyr, Mr. John Dick. To which is added, his last Speech and Behaviour on the Scaf- 
fold, on 5th March 1634, which day he sealed this testimony. 57 pp. 4to. No year or place of publication 

‘The reader may perhaps receive some farther information on the subject of Cornet Grahame’s death and 
the flight of Claverhouse, from the following Latin lines, a part of a poem entitled Bellum Bothuellianum by 
andrew Guild, which exists in manuscript in the Advocate’s Library : — : 


“ Mons est. occiduus, surgi. qui celsus in oris, Cornipedes heesere luto, sessore rejecto : 
(Nomine Loudunum) fosSis puteisque profundis ‘Tum rabiosa cohors, miserer? nescia, stratos 
Quoi statet hic tellus, et aprico gramine tectus: Invadit luceratque viros: hic signifer, eheu! 
Hue collecta (ait), numeroso milite cincta, Trajectus globulo, Greemus, quo fortior alter, 
‘Turba ferox, matres, pueri, innupfeque puella, Inter Scotigenas fuerat, nec justior ullus: 
Quam parat egregia Greemus dispersere turma. Hunc manibus rapuere feris, faciemque virilem 
Venit et primo campo discedere cogit ; Feedarunt, lingua, auriculis, manibusqne resectis 
Post hos et alios, coano provolvit inerti; Aspera diffuso spargentes saxa cerebro : 

At numerosa cohors, campum dispersa peromnem, — ViX dux ipse fuga salvo, namque exta trahebat 
Circumfusa, ruit; turmasque, indagine captas, Vulnere tardatus sonipes generosus hiante: 
Agsreditur; virtus non hic, nec profuit ensis Tnsequitur clamore cchors fanatica, namque 
Corripuere fugam, viridi sed gramine tectis, Crudelis semper timidus, si vicerit uncuam.” 


Srecipitata perit, fossis, pars ultima, quorum MS. Bellum Bothuellia»em 
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may readily ke supposed, were much more intent on watching the fluctua- 
ting fortunes of the battle, than in attending to what passed among their 

risoners. . 

“Tf yon lads stand to their tackle,” said Cuddie, ‘‘ we’ll hae some chance 
o’ getting our necks out o’ the brecham again ; but I misdoubt them—they 
hae little skeel 0’ arms.”’ 

“Much is not necessary, Cuddie,” answered Morton: “they have a strong 
position, and weapons in their hands, and are more than three times the 
number of their assailants. If they cannot fight for their freedom now, 
they and theirs deserve to lose it for ever.” 

“QO, sirs!” exclaimed Mause, ‘‘here’s a goodly spectacle indeed! My 
spirit is like that of the blessed Elihu—it burns within me; my bowels are 
as wine which lacketh vent—they are ready to burst like new bottles. O 
that he may look after His ain people in this day of judgment and deli 
verance !—And now, what ailest thou, precious Mr. Gabriel Kettledrummle ? 
I say, what ailest thou, that wert a Nazarite purer than snow, whiter than 
milk, more ruddy than sulphur,” (meaning, perhaps, sapphires)—‘‘I say, 
what ails thee now, that thou art blacker than a coal, that thy beauty is 
departed, and thy loveliness withered like a dry potsherd? Surely it is 
time to be up and be doing, to cry loudly and to spare not, and to wrestle 
for the puir lads that are yonder testifying with their ain blude and that of 
their enemies.” 

This expostulation implied a reproach on Mr. Kettledrummle, who, though 
an absolute Boanerges, or son of thunder, in the pulpit, when the enemy 
were afar, and indeed sufficiently contumacious, as we have seen, when in 
their power, had been struck dumb by the firing, shouts, and shrieks, which 
now arose from the valley, and—as many an honest man might have been, 
in a situation where he could neither fight nor fly—was too much dismayed 
to take so favourable an opportunity to preach the terrors of presbytery, as 
the courageous Mause had expected at his hand, or even to pray for the 
successful event of the battle. His presence of mind was not, however, 
entirely lost, any more than his jealous respect for his reputation as a pure 
and powerful preacher of the word. 

“Wold your peace, woman!” he said, ‘‘and do not perturb my inward 
meditations and the wrestlings wherewith I wrestle—But of a verity the 
shooting of the foeman doth begin to increase! peradventure, some pellet 
may attain unto us even here. Lo! I will ensconce me behind the cairn, 
as behind a strong wall of defence.” 

“We’s but a coward body after a’,”’ said Cuddie, who was himself by no 
means deficient in that sort of courage which consists in insensibility to 
danger; ‘‘he’s but a daidling coward body. He’ll never fill Rumbleberry’s 
bonnet.—Od! Rumbleberry fought and flyted like a fleeing dragon. It was 
a grewt pity, puir man, he couldna cheat the woodie. But they say he gaed 
singing and rejoicing till’t, just as I wad gang to a bicker 0’ brose, sup- 
posing me hungry, as I stand a gude chance to be.—Eh, sirs! yon’s an 
awfu’ sight, and yet ane canna keep their een aff frae it!” 

_ Accordingly, strong curiosity on the part of Morton and Cuddie, together 
with the heated enthusiasm of old Mause, detained them on the spot from 
which they could best hear and see the issue of the action, leaving to Kettle- 
drummle to occupy alone his place of security. The vicissitudes of combat, 
which we have already described, were witnessed by our spectators from 
the top of the eminence, but without their being able positively to determine 
‘o what they tended. That the presbytérians defended themselves stoutly, 
was evident from the heavy smoke, which, illumined by frequent flashes of 
fire, now eddied along the valley, and hid the contending parties in its sul- 
chureous shade. On the other hand, the continued firing from the nearer. 
side of the morass indicated that the enemy persevered in their attack—that 
the affair was fiercely disputed--—and that everything was to be apprehended 

2P 


176 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 


from a ecntinued contest in which undisciplined rustics had to repel the 
assaults of regular troops, so completely officered and armed. 

At length horses whose caparisons showed that they belonged to the Life. 
Guards, began to fly masterless out of the confusion. Dismounted soldiers 
next appeared, forsaking the conflict, and struggling over the hill, in order 
to escape from the scene of action. As the numbers of these fugitives 
increased, the fate of the day seemed no longer doubtful. A large body 
was then seen emerging from the smoke, forming irregularly on the hill 
side, and with difficulty kept stationary by their officers, until Evandale’s 
corps also appeared in full retreat. The result of the conflict was then 
apparent, and the joy of the prisoners was corresponding to their approach- 
ing deliverance. 

“They hae dune the job for anes,” said Cuddie, “an they ne’er do’t 
again.” 

Pe They flee !—they flee!” exclaimed Mause, in ecstasy. ‘“O the truculent 
tyrants! they are riding now as they never rode before. O the false Egyvp- 
tians—the proud Assyrians—the Philistines—the Moabites—the Edomites 
—the Ishmaelites! The Lord has brought sharp swords upon them, to make 
them food for the fowls of heaven and the beasts of the field. See how the 
clouds roll, and the fire flashes ahint them, and goes forth before the chosen 
of the Covenant, e’en like the pillar o’ cloud and the pillar o’ flame that led 
the people of Israel out 0’ the land of Egypt! This is indeed a day of deliver- 
ance to the righteous, a day of pouring out of wrath to the persecutors and 
the ungodly!” 

‘*‘ Lord save us, mither,’”’ said Cuddie, “‘haud the clavering tongue 0’ ye, 
and lie down ahint the cairn, like Kettledrummle, honest man! The whiga- 
more bullets ken unco little discretion, and will just as sune knock out the 
harns 0’ a psalm-singing auld wife as a swearing dragoon.” 

“Fear naething for me, Cuddie,” said the old dame, transported to 
ecstasy by the success of her party—“ fear naething for me! I will stand like 
Deborah, on the tap o’ the cairn, and tak up my sang 0’ reproach against 
these men of Harosheth of the Gentiles, whose horse-hoofs are broken by 
their prancing.” 

The enthusiastic old woman would, in fact, have accomplished her 
purpose of mounting on the cairn, and becoming, as she said, a sign and 
a banner to the people, had not Cuddie, with more filial tenderness than 
respect, detained her by such force as his shackled arms would permit him 
to exert. 

“Kh, sirs!”? he said, having accomplished this task, “look out yonder, 
Milnwood!— saw ye ever mortal fight like the deevil Claver’se? Yonder | 
he’s been thrice doun amang them, and thrice cam free aff. But I think 
we'll soon be free oursells, Milnwood. Inglis and his troopers look ower 
their shouthers very aften, as if they liked the road ahint them better than 
the road afore.” 2 

Cuddie was not mistaken; for, when the main tide of fugitives passed at 
a little distance from the spot where they were stationed, the corporal and 
his party fired their carabines at random upon the advancing insurgents, 
and, abandoning all charge of their prisoners, joined the retreat of their 
comrades. Morton and the old woman, whose hands were at liberty, lost 
no time in undoing the bonds of Cuddie and of the clergyman, both of whom 
had been secured by a cord tied round their arms above the elbows. By 
the time this was accomplished, the rear-guard of the dragoons, which still 
preserved some order, passed beneath the hillock or rising ground which 
was surmounted by the cairn already repeatedly mentioned. They exhibited 
all the hurry and confusion incident to a forced retreat, but still continued 
in a body. Claverhouse led the van, his naked sword deeply dyed with 
Ylood, as were his face and clothes. His horse was all covered with gore, 
nnd now reeled with weakness. Lord Evandale, in not mach better psight, 
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brought up the rear, still exhorting the soldiers to keep together and fear 
nothing. Several of the men were wounded, and one or two dropped from 
their horses as they surmounted the hill. 

- Mause’s zeal broke forth once more at this spectacle, while she stood on 
the heath with her head uncovered, and her grey hair streaming in the wind, 
no bad representation of a superannuated bacchante, or Thessalian witch in 
the agonies of incantation. She soon discovered Claverhouse at the head 
of the fugitive party, and exclaimed with bitter irony, ‘Tarry, tarry, ye 
wha were aye sae blithe to be at the meetings of the saints, and wad ride 
every muir in Scotland to find a conventicle! Wilt thou not tarry, now 
thou hast found ane? Wilt thou not stay for one word mair? Wilt thou 
na bide the afternoon preaching?—Wae betide ye!” she said, suddenly 
changing her tone, ‘‘and cut the houghs of the creature whase fleetness ye 
trust in!—Sheugh! sheugh !—awa wi’ ye, that hae spilled sae muckle blude, 
and now wad save your ain !—awa wi’ ye for a railing Rabshakeh, a cursing 
Shimei, a bloodthirsty Doeg! The sword’s drawn now that winna be lang 
o’ertaking ye, ride as fast as ye will.” 

Claverhouse, it may be easily supposed, was too busy to attend to her 
reproaches, but hastened over the hill, anxious to get the remnant of his 
men out of gun-shot, in hopes of again collecting the fugitives round his 
standard. But as the rear of his followers rode over the ridge, a shot struck 
Lord Evandale’s horse, which instantly sunk down dead beneath him. Twe 
of the whig horsemen, who were the foremost in the pursuit, hastened up 
with the purpose of killing him, for hitherto there had been no quarter 
given. Morton, on the other hand, rushed forward to save his life, if possi- 
ble, in order at once to indulge his natural generosity, and to requite the 
obligation which Lord Evandale had conferred on him that morning, and 
under which circumstances had made him wince so acutely. Just as he 
had assisted Evandale, who was much wounded, to extricate himself from 
his dying horse, and to gain his feet, the two horsemen came up, and one 
of them exclaiming, ‘‘ Have at the red-coated tyrant!’ made a blow at 
the young nobleman, which Morton parried with difficulty, exclaiming 
to the rider, who was no other than Burley himself, “Give quarter to this 
gentleman, for my sake—for the sake,” he added, observing that Burley did 
not immediately recognise him, “‘of Henry Morton, who so lately sheltered 

ou.” 

“Henry Morton!” replied Burley, wiping his bloody brow with his bloodier 
hand; ‘did I not say that the son of Silas Morton would come forth out of 
the land of bondage, nor be long an indweller in the tents of Ham? Thou 
art a brand snatched out of the burning—But for this booted apostle of pre- 
lacy, he shall die the death !—We must smite them hip and thigh, even from 
the rising to the going down of the sun. It is our commission to slay them 
like Amalek, and utterly destroy all they have, and spare neither man no1 
woman, infant nor suckling; therefore, hinder me not,” he continued, en- 
deavouring again to cut down Lord Evandale, “for this work must not be 
wrought negligently.” 

“You must not, and you shall not, slay him, more especially while inca- 
pable of defence,” said Morton, planting himself before Lord Evandale sc 
as to intercept any blow that should be aimed at him; ‘I owed my life to 
him this morning—my life, which was endangered solely by my having shel- 
tered you; and to shed his blood when he can offer no effectual resistance, 
were not only a cruelty abhorrent to God and man, but detestable ingrati- 
tude both to him and to me.” 

Burley paused.—‘‘ Thou art yet,” he said, ‘“‘in the court of the Gentiles, 
and I compassionate thy human blindness and frailty. Strong meat is not 
fit for babes, nor the mighty and grinding dispensation under which I draw 
my sword, for those whose hearts are yet dwelling in huts of clay, whose 
footsteps are tanglel in the mesh of mortal sympathies, and who clothe 


472 WAVERLEY NOVEWAS. 


themselves in the righteousness that is as filthy rags. But to gain a soul to 
the truth is better than to send one to Tophet; therefore I give quarter to 
this youth, providing the grant is confirmed by the general council of God’s 
army, whom he hath this day blessed with so signal a deliverance.—Thou 
art unarmed—Abide my return here. I must yet pursue these sinners, the 
Amalekites, and destroy them till they be utterly consumed from the face 
of the land, even from Havilah unto Shur.” 

So saying, he set spurs to his horse, and continued to pursue the chase. 

‘‘ Cuddie,” said Morton, ‘for God’s sake catch a horse as quickly as you 
ean. I will not trust Lord Evandale’s life with these obdurate men.—You 
are wounded, my lord—are you able to continue your retreat?” he conti- 
nued, addressing himself to his prisoner, who, half-stunned by the fall, was 
but beginning to recover himself. 

‘7 think so,” replied Lord Evandale. ‘‘ But is it possible ?—do I owe my 
life to Mr. Morton ?” 

‘My interference would have been the same from common humanity,” 
replied Morton ;—‘ to your lordship it was a sacred debt of gratitude.” 

Cuddie at this instant returned with a horse. 

‘“‘God-sake, munt—munt, and ride like a fleeing hawk, my lord,” said the 
good-natured fellow, “for ne’er be in me if they arena killing every ane 0’ 
the wounded and prisoners !” 

Lord Evandale mounted the horse, while Cuddie officiously held the 
stirrup. 

“Stand off, good fellow, thy courtesy may cost thy life.—Mr. Morton,” 
he continued, addressing Henry, “this makes us more than even—rely on 
it, I wil] never forget your generosity—Farewell.” 

He turned his horse, and rode swiftly away in the direction which seemed 
least exposed to pursuit. 

Lord Evandale had just rode off, when several of the insurgents, who 
were in the front of the pursuit, came up denouncing vengeance on Henry 
Morton and Cuddie for having aided the escape of a Philistine, as they 
called the young nobleman. 

“What wad ye hae had us to do?” cried Cuddie. ‘Had we aught to 
stop a man wi’ that had twa pistols and a sword? Sudna ye hae come 
faster up yoursells, instead of flyting at huz ?” 

This excuse would hardly have passed current; but Kettledrummle, who 
now awoke from his trance of terror, and was known to and reverenced by, 
most of the wanderers, together with Mause, who possessed their appro- 
priate language as well as the preacher himself, proved active and effectual 
intercessors. 

“Touch them not! harm them not!” exclaimed Kettledrummle, in his 
very best double-bass tones. ‘‘ This is the son of the famous Silas Morton, 
by whom the Lord wrought great things in this land at the breaking forth 
of the reformation from prelacy, when there was a plentiful pouring forth 
of the Word and a renewing of the Covenant; a hero and champion of 
those blessed days, when there was power and efficacy, and convincing and 
converting of sinners, and heart-exercises, and fellowships of saints, and a 
plentiful flowing forth of the spices of the garden of Eden.” 

‘‘And this is my son Cuddie,” exclaimed Mause, in her turn, “the son 
of his father, Judden ILeadrigg, wha was a douce honest man, and of me, 
Mause Middlemas, an unworthy professor and follower of the pure gospel, 
and ane 0’ your ain folk. Is it not written, ‘Cut ye not off the tribe of the 
families of the Kohathites from among the Levites ?? Numbers, fourth and 
aughteenth—O sirs! dinna be standing here prattling wi’ honest folk. when 
ye suld be following forth your victory with which Providence has blessed 

ie 

This party having passed on, they were immediately beset by another. ta 
whom it was necessary to give the same explanation. Kettledrummle, 
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whose fear was much dissipated since the firing had veased, again took 
upon him to be intercessor, and grown bold, as he felt his good word neces: 
sary for the protection of his late fellow-captives, he laid claim to no small 
share of the merit of the victory, appealing to Morton and Cuddie, whether 
the tide of battle had not turned while he prayed on the Mount of Jehovah- 
Nissi, like Moses, that Israel might prevail over Amalek; but granting 
them, at the same time, the credit of holding up his hands when they waxer 
heavy, as those of the prophet were supported by Aaron and Hur. It seems 
probable that Kettledrummle allotted this part in the success to his com 
panions in adversity, lest they should be tempted to disclose his carnal self 
seeking and falling away, in regarding too closely his own personal safety. 
These strong testimonies in favour of the liberated captives quickly flew 
abroad, with many exaggerations, among the victorious army. The reports 
on the subject were various; but it was universally agreed, that young 
Morton of Milnwood, the son of the stout soldier of the Covenant, Silas 
Morton, together with the precious Gabriel Kettledrummle, and a singular 
devout Christian woman, whom many thought as good as himself at extract- 
ing a doctrine or an use, whether of terror or consolation, had arrived to 
support the good old cause, with a reinforcement of a hundred well-armed 
men from the Middle Ward.* 


we 


Chapter the Eighteenth. 


When pulpit, dram ecclesiastic, 
Was beat with fist instead of a stick. 
TIuDIBRAS. 


In the meantime, the insurgent cavalry returned from the pursuit, jaded 
ind worn out with their unwonted efforts, and the infantry assembled or 
she ground which they had won, fatigued with toil and hunger. Their 


a, 


* This affair, the only one in which Claverhouse was defeated, or the insurgent Cameronians successful, 
was fought pretty much in the manner mentioned in the text. The Royalists lost about thirty or forty men. 
The commander of the Presbyterian, or rather covenanting party, was Mr. Robert Hamilton, of the honour- 
able House of Preston, brother of Sir William Hamilton, to whose title and estate he afterwards succeeded 3 
but, according to his biographer, Howie of Lochgoin, he never took possession of either, as he could not de 
so Witheut acknowledging the right of King William (an uncovenanted monarch) to the crown. Hamilton 
had been bred by Bishop Burnet, while the latter lived at Glasgow ; his brother, Sir Thomas. having married 
_ asister of that historian. “ He was then,” says the Bishop, “a lively, hopeful, young man; but getting inte 
‘hat company, and into their notions. he became a crack- brained enthusiast.” 

Several well-ineaning persons have been much scandalized at the manner in which the victors are said te 
have conducted themselves towards the prisoners al Drumelog. But the principle of these poor fanatics (1 
mean the high-flying, or Cameronian party) was to obtain not merely toleration fer their church, but the 
same supremacy which Presbytery had acquired in Scotland after the treaty of Rippon, betwixt Charles L 
and his Scottish subjects, in 1640. 

‘The fact is, that they conceived themselves a chosen people, sent forth to extirpate the heathen, like the 
Jews of old. and under a similar charge to show no quarter. 

The historian of the Insurrection of Bothwell makes the following explicit avowal of the principles on which 
their Genera] acted :— 

“Mr. Hamilton discovered a great deal of bravery and valour, both in the conflict with, and pursuit of, the 
guemy; but when he and some other were pursuing the enemy. others flew too greedily upon the spoil, small 
as it was, instead of pursuing the victory; and some, without Mr. Hamilton’s knowledge, and directly con- 
trury to his express command, gave five of thove bloody enemies quarter, and then let them go. This greatly 
grieved Mr. Hamilton when he saw some of Babei’s brats spared alter that the Lord had delivered them into 
‘heir hands, that they might dash them against the stones Psalm exxxvil. 9. In his own account of this, he 
eckons the sparing of these enemies, and letting them go, to be among their first steppings aside, for which 
« teared that the Lord would not honour them to do much more for him; and Says, that he was nether for 
taking favours from, nor giving favours to, the Lord’s enemies.” See A true and impartial Account of the per- 
cecuted Lreshyterians in Scotland, their being in arms, and defeat at Bothwell Briug, in 1379, by William Wilson, 
late Schoolmaster in the parish of Douglas. The reader who would authenticate the quotation, must not con- 
sult any other edition than that of 1697; for somehow or other the publisher of the last edition has omitteé 
this remarkable part of the narrative. 

Sir Robert Hamilton himself felt neither remorse nor shame for having put to death one of the prisonera 
after the battle with his own hand, which appears to have been a charge against him, by some whose fanati- 
‘ism was less exalted than his own. 

“ As for that accusation they bring against me of killing that poor man (as they call him) a» Drumclog, i 
may easily guess that my accusers can be no other but some of the house of Saul or Shimei, or scue such 
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sucecss, hywever, was a cordial to every bosom, and seemed even to serve 
in the stead of foud and refreshment. It was, indeed, much more brilliant 
than they durst have ventured to anticipate ; for, with no great loss on their 
part, they had totally routed a regiment of picked men, commanded by the 
first officer in Scotland, and one whose very name had long been a terror to 
them. ‘Their success seemed even to have upon their spirits the effect of a 
sudden and violent surprise, so much had their taking up arms been a meg 
sure of desperation rather than of hope. Their meeting was also casual, 
and they had hastily arranged themselves under such commanders as were 
semarkable for zeal and courage, without much respect to any other quali- 
ies. It followed, from this state of disorganization, that the whole army 
appeared at once to resolve itself into a general committee for considering 
what steps were to be taken in consequence of their success, and no opinion 
eould be started so wild that it had not some favourers and advocates. 
Some proposed they should march to Glasgow, some to Hamilton, some to 
Edinburgh, some to London. Some were for sending a deputation of their 
number to London to convert Charles II. to a sense of the error of his 
ways; and others, less charitable, proposed either to call a new successor 
to the crown, or to declare Scotland a free republic. A free parliament of 
the nation, and a free assembly of the Kirk, were the objects of the more 
sensible and moderate of the party. In the meanwhile, a clamour arose 
among the soldiers for bread and other necessaries, and while all complained 
of hardship and hunger, none took the necessary measures to procure sup- 


risen again to espouse that poor gentleman (Saul) his quarrel against honest Samuel, for his offering to kill 
that poor man Agag, after the king’s giving him quarter. But I, being to command that day, gave out the 
word that no quarter should be given; and returning from pursuing Claverhouse, one or two of these fellows 
were standing in the midst of a company of our friends, and some were debating for quarter, others against 
it. None could blame me to decide the controversy, and I bless the Lord for it to this day. There were five 
more that withgut my knowledge got quarter, who were brought to me after we were a mile from the place 
as having got quarter, which | reckoned among the first steppings aside; and seeing that spirit amongst us 
at that time, [ then teld it to some that were with me (to my best remembrance, it was honest old John Nis- 
bet), that I feared the Lord would not honour us to do much more for him. I shall only say this,—1 desire 
to bless iis holy name, that since ever he helped me to set my face to his work, | never had, nor would take, 
a favour from enemies, either on right or left hand, and desired to give as few.” 

The preceding passage is extracted from_a long vindication of his own conduct, sent by Sir Robert Hamilton, 
7th December 1685, addressed to the anti-Popish, anti-Prelatic, anti-Erastian, anti-sectarian true Presbyterian 
remnant of the Church of Scotland; and the substance is to be found in the work or collection, called, 
“Faithful Contendings Displayed, collected and trauscribed by John Howie.” 

As the skirmish of Drumelog has been of late the subject of some inquiry, the reader may be curious to sea 
Claverhouse’s own account of the affair. in a letter to the Ear! of Linlithgow, written immediately after the 
action. This gazette, as it may be called, occurs in the volume called Dundee’s Letters, printed by Mr. 
Smythe of Methven, as a contribution to the Bannatyne Club. The original is in the library of the Duke of 
Buckingham. Claverhouse, it may be observed, spells like a chamber-maid. 


“FOR THE EARLE OF LINLITHGOW. 
(COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF OF KING CHARLES II.’S FORCES IN SCOTLAND.] 
Glaskow, Jun. the 1, 1679. 


“ My Lord,—Upon Saturday’s night, when my Lord Rosse came into this place, I marched out. and because 
cf the insolency that had been done tue nights before at Ruglen. I went thither and inquyred for the names. 
So soon as 1 got them, Y sent out partys to sease on them, and found not only three of those rogues, but alse 
ane intercomend iminister called King. We had them at Strevan about six in the morning yesterday, and re« 
solving to convey them to this, I thought that we might make a little tour to see if we could fall upon a cone 
venticle; which we did, little to our advantage; for when we eame in sight of them, we found them drawn 
up in battell, upon a most advantageous ground, to which there was no coming but through mosses and lakes. 
Thev wer not preaching, and had got away ali there women and shildring. ‘They consisted of four battaillong 
of foot, and all well armed with fusils and pitchforks, and three squadrons of horse. We sent both partys te 
skirmish, they of foot and we of dragoons; they run for it, and sent down a battaillon of foot against them ; 
we sent threescore of dragoons, who made them run again shamfully; but in end they percaiving thas 
we had the better of them in skirmish, they resoived a generall engadgment. and imediatly advanced with 
fhere foot, the horse folowing: they came throght the lotche; the greatest body of all made up against my 
troupe; we keeped our fyre till they wer within ten pace of us; they recaived our fyre, and advanced to 
shok; the first they gave us broght down the Coronet Mr. Crafford and Captain Bleith, besides that with a 
pitchfork they made such an openeing in my rone horse's belly, that his guts hung out half an elle, and yet he 
carved me af an my!; which so discoraged our men, that they sustained not the shok, but fell into disorder. 
here horse took the occasion of this, and pursued us so hotly that we had no tym to rayly. I saved the 
standards, but lost on the place about aight or ten men, besides wounded ; but the dragoons lost many mor. 
They ar not com esily af on the other side, for | sawe severall of them fall befor we cam to the shok. I mad 
the best re traite the confusion of our people would suffer, and I am now laying with my Lerd Rosse. The 
toun of Streven drew up as we was making our retrait, and thoght of a pass to ent us off, but we took cow 
rage and fell to them, made them run, leaving a dousain on the place. What these rogues will dou yet 
know not, but the contry was flocking te them from all hands. ‘i‘nis may be counted the beginning of 14 
rebellion, in my opinion. : 

“Tain, my lord, 
“ Your lordship’s most humble servant, 
“J GRAHAME 
“Mv lord. 1 am se we. ried, and so sleapy, that | have writen this very confusedly.” 
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plies. In short, the camp of the Covenanters, even in the very moment of 
success, seemed about to dissolve like a rope of sand, from want of the 
eriginal principles of combination and union. 

Burley, who had now returned from the pursuit, found his followers in 
this distracted state. With the ready talent of one accustomed to encourcer 
exigencies, he proposed that one hundred of the freshest men should be 
drawn out for duty —that a small number of those who had hitherto acted 
as leaders, should constitute a committee of direction until officers should 
be regularly chosen—and that, to crown the victory, Gabriel Kettledrummle 
should be called upon to improve the providential success which they had 
obtained, by a word in season addressed to the army. He reckoned very 
much, and not without reason, on this last expedient, as a means of engaging 
the attention of the bulk of the insurgents, while he himself, and two or 
three of their leaders, held a private council of war, undisturbed by the 
discordant opinions, or senseless clamour, of the general body. 

Kettledrummle more than answered the expectations of Barley. Two 
mortal hours did he preach at a breathing; and certainly no lungs, or doc- 
trine, excepting his own, could have kept up, for so long a time, the attention 
of men in such precarious circumstances. But he possessed in perfection a 
sort of rude and familiar eloquence peculiar to the preachers of that period, 
which, though it would have been fastidiously rejected by au audience which 
possessed any portion of taste, was a cake of the right leaven for the palates 
of those whom he now addressed. His text was from the sorty-ninth chapter 
of Isaiah, ‘‘ Even the captives of the mighty shall be taken away, and the 
prey of the terrible shall be delivered: for I will cou.tend with him that 
contendeth with thee, and I will save thy children. 

“* And I will feed them that oppress thee with their own flesh; and they 
shall be drunken with their own blood, as with sweet wine: and all flesh 
shall know that I the Lord am thy Saviour and thy Redeemer, the Mighty 
One of Jacob.” 

The discourse which he pronounced upon this subject was divided into 
fifteen heads, each of which was garnished with seven uses of application, 
two of consolation, two of terror, two declaring the causes of backsliding 
and of wrath, and one announcing the promised and expected deliverance. 
The first part of his text he applied to his own deliverance and that of his 
companions; and took occasion to speak a few words in praise of young 
Milnwood, of whom, as of a champion of the Covenant, he augured great 
things. The second part he applied to the punishments which were alout 
to fall upon the persecuting government. At times he was familiar and 
colloquial—now he was loud, energetic, and boisterous. Some parts of his 
discourse might be called sublime, : and others sunk below burlesque. Occa- 
sionally he vindicated with great animation the right of every freeman to 
worship Ged according to his own conscience; and presently he charged 
the guilt and misery of the people on the awful negligence of their rulers, 
who had not only failed to establish presbytery as the national religion, but 
had tolerated sectaries of various descriptions, Papists, Prelatists, Er: astians, 
assuming the name of Presbyterians, Independents, Socinians, and Quakers; 
all of whom Kettledrummle proposed, by one sweeping act, to expel from 
the land, and thus re-edify in its integrity the ey of the sanctuary. He 
next handled very pithily the doctrine of defensive arms and of resistance 
to Charles II., observing, that, instead of a nursing father to the Kirk, that 
monarch had been a nursing father to none but his own bastards. He went 
at some length through the ‘life and conversation of that joyous prince, few 
ae of w hich, it must he owned, were qualified to stand the rough hand: 
ing of so uncourtly an orator, who conferred on him the hard names of 
Jerc obvam, Omri, Ahab, Shallum, Pekah, and every other evil monarch 
recorded in the Chronicles, and concluded with a round application of the 
Scripture — “ Tophet is ordained of old; yea, for the Kine it is provided. 
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he hath made it deep and large; the pile thereof is fire and much wood: 
the Lreath of the Lord, like a stream of brimstone, doth kindle it.” 

Kettledrummle had no sooner ended his sermon, and descended from the 
auge rock which had served him for a pulpit, than his post was occupied by 
a pastor of a very different description. The reverend Gabriel was advanced 
in years, somewhat corpulent, with a loud voice, a square face, and a set of 
stupid ond unanimated features, in which the body seemed more to predo- 
minate over the spirit than was seemly in a sound divine. The youth who 
succecd21 him in exhorting this extraordinary convocation, Ephraim Mac- 
briar by name, was hardly twenty years old; yet his thin features already 
indicated, that a constitution, naturally hectic, was worn out by vigils, by 
‘asts, ly the rigour of imprisonment, and the fatigues incident to a fugitive 
hfe. Yourg as he was, he had been twice imprisoned for several months, 
and suffered zaany severities, which gave him great influence with those of 
his own sect. He threw his faded eyes over the multitude and over the 
scene of battle; and a light of triumph arose in his glance, his pale yet 
stiiking features were coloured with a transient and hectic blush of joy. 
He folded kis hands, raised his face to heaven, and seemed lost in mental 
prayer and thanksgiving ere he addressed the people. When he spoke, his 
faint and broken voice seemed at first inadequate to express his conceptions. 
But the deep silence of the assembly, the eagerness with which the ear 
gathered evury word, as the famished Israelites collected the heavenly 
manna, had # corresponding effect upon the preacher himself. His words 
became more distinct, his manner more earnest and energetic ; it seemed as 
if religious seal was triumphing over bodily weakness and infirmity. His 
natural eloquence was not altogether untainted with the coarseness of his 
sect; and yel, by the influence of a good natural taste, it was freed from 
the grosser and more ludicrous errors of his contemporaries; and the lan- 
guage of Scripture, which, in their mouths, was sometimes degraded by 
misapplication, gave, in Macbriar’s exhortation, a rich and solemn effect, 
like that which is produced by the beams of the sun streaming through the 
storied representation of saints and martyrs on the Gothic window of some 
ancient cathedial, 

He painted the desolation of the church, during the late period of her 
distresses, in the most affecting colours. He described her, like Hagar 
watching the wauing life of her infant amid the fountainless desert; like 
Judah under her palm-tree, mourning for the devastation of her temple; 
like Rachel, weeping for her children and refusing comfort. But he chiefly 
rose into rough sublimity when addressing the men yet reeking from 
battle. He called on them to remember the great things which God had 
done for them, and to persevere in the career which their victory had 
opened. 7 

ae garments are dyed—but not with the juice of the wine-press ; 
your swords are filled with blood,” he exclaimed—“ but not with the blood 
of goats or lambs; the dust of the desert on which ye stand is made fat 
with gore—but not with the blood of bullocks, for the Lord hath a sacrifice 


-n Bozrah, and a great slaughter in the land of Idumea. These were not 


she firstlings of the flock, the small cattle of burnt-offerings, whose bodies 
lie like dung on the ploughed field of the husbandman; this is not the 
savour of myrrh, of frankincense, or of sweet herbs, that is steaming in 
your nostrils; but these bloody trunks are the carcasses of those who held 
the bow and the lance, who were cruel, and would show no merey, whose 


voice roared like the sea, who rode upon horses, every man in array as if to — 


battie — they are the carcasses even of the mighty men of war that came — 
against Jacob in the day of his deliverance, and the smoke is that of the — 


devouring fires that have consumed them. And those wild hills that sur- 
round you are not a sanctuary planked with cedar and plated with silver; 
nor are ye ministering priests at the altar, with censers and with tazcl.¢s; 
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but ye hold in your hands the sword, and the bow, and the weap.ns of 
death. And yet verily, I say unto you, that not when the ancient Temple 
was in its first glory was there offered sacrifice more acceptable than that 
which you have this day presented, giving to the slaughter the tyrant and 
the oppressor, with the rocks for your altars, and the sky for your vaulted 
sanctuary, and your own good swords for the instruments of sacrifice. 
Leave not, therefore, the plough in the furrow—turn not back from the 
path in which you have entered like the famous worthies of old, whom God 
raised up for the glorifying of his name and the deliverance of his afflicted 
people — halt not in the race you are running, lest the latter end should be 
worse than the begining. Wherefore, set up a standard in the land; blow 
a trumpet upon the mountains; let not the shepherd tarry by his sheep- 
fold, or the seedsman continue in the ploughed field; but make the watch 
strong, sharpen the arrows, burnish the shields, name ye the captains of 
thousands, and captains of hundreds, of fifties, and of tens; call the foot- 
men like the rushing of winds, and cause the horsemen to come up like the 
sound of many waters ; for the passages of the destroyers are stopped, their 
rods are burned, and the face of their men of battle hath been turned to 
flight. Heaven has been with you, and has broken the bow of the mighty ; 
then let every man’s heart be as the heart of the valiant Maccaheus, every 
man’s hand as the hand of the mighty Sampson, every man’s sword as that 
of Gideon, which turned not back from the slaughter; for the banner of 
Reformation is spread abroad on the mountains in its first loveliness, and 
the gates of hell shall not prevail against it. 

‘“‘ Well is he this day that shall barter his house for a helmet, and sell his 
garment for a sword, and cast in his lot with the children of the Covenant, 
even to the fulfilling of the promise; and woe, woe unto him who, for carnal 
ends and self-seeking, shall withhold himself from the great work, for the 
curse shall abide with him —even the bitter curse of Meroz, because he 
came not to the help of the Lord against the mighty. Up, then, and be 
doing! the blood of martyrs, reeking upon scaffolds, is crying for ven- 
geance; the bones of saints, which le whitening in the highways, are 
pleading for retribution ; the groans of innocent captives from desolate isles 
of the sea, and from the dungeons of the tyrants’ high places, cry for de- 
liverance; the prayers of persecuted Christians, sheltering themselves in 
dens and deserts from the sword of their persecutors, famished with hunger, 
starving with cold, lacking fire, food, shelter and clothing, because they 
serve God rather than man —all are with you, pleading, watching, knock- 
ing, storming the gates of heaven in your behalf. Heaven itself shall fight 
for you, as the stars in their courses fought against Sisera. Then whoso 
will deserve immortal fame in this world, and eternal happiness in that 
which is to come, let them enter into God’s service, and take arles at the 
hand of his servant,—a blessing, namely, upon him and his household, and 
his children, to the ninth generation, even the blessing of the promise, for 
ever and ever! Amen.” 

The eloquence of the preacher was rewarded by the deep hum of stern 
appronation which resounded through the armed assemblage at the conclu- 
sion of an exhortation so well suited to that which they had done, and that 
which remained for them to do. The wounded forgot their pain, the faint 
and hungry their fatigues and privations, as they listened to doctrines which 
elevated them alike above the wants and calamities of the world, and iden- 
tified their cause with that of the Deity. Many crowded around the 

reacher, as he descended from the eminence on which he stood, and, clasp- 
ing him with hands on which the gore was not yet hardened, pledged their 
sacred vow that they would play the part of Heaven’s true soldiers. Ex- 
hausted by his own enthusiasm, and by the animated fervour which he had 
axerted in his discourse, the preacher could only reply, in broken accents, 

“God bless you, my brethren! It is wis cause. Stand strongly up and 
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play the men —the worst that can befall us is but a brief and bloody pas 
sage to heaven.” 

Balfour, and the other leaders, had not lost the time which was employed 
in these spiritual exercises. Watch-fires were lighted, sentinels were posted, 
and arrangements were made to refresh the army with such provisions as — 
had been hastily collected from the nearest farm-houses and villages.—The 

resent necessity thus provided for, they turned their thoughts to the future. 

hey had dispatched parties to spread the news of their victory, and to 
obtain, either by force or favour, supplies of what they stood most in need 
of. In this they had succeeded beyond their hopes, having at one village 
seized a small magazine of provisions, forage, and ammunition, which had 
been provided for the royal forces. This success not only gave them relief 
at the time, but such hopes for the future, that whereas formerly some of 
their number had begun to slacken in their zeal, they now unanimously 
resolved to abide together in arms, and commit themselves and their cause 
to the event of war. 

And whatever may be thought of the extravagance or narrow-minded 
bigotry of many of their tenets, it is impossible to deny the praise of de- 
voted courage to a few hundred peasants, who, without leaders, without 
money, without magazines, without any fixed plan of action, and almost 
without arms, borne out only by their innate zeal, and a detestation of the 
oppression of their rulers, ventured to declare open war against an estab- 
lished Government, supported by a regular army and the whole force cf 
three kingdoms. 


Chapter the Mineterath. 


Why, then, say an old man can do somewhat. 
Henry IV. Part I. 


We must now return to the tower of Tillietudlem, which the march of 
the Life-Guards, on the morning of this eventful day, had left to silence 
and anxiety. ‘The assurances of Lord Evandale had not succeeded in 
quelling the apprehensions of Edith. She knew him generous, and faithful 
to his word; but it seemed too plain that he suspected the object of her in- 
tercession to be a successful rival; and was it not expecting from him an 
effort above human nature, to suppose that he was to watch over Morton’s 
safety, and rescue him from ali the dangers to which his state of imprison- 
ment, and the suspicions which he had incurred, must repeatedly expose 
him? She therefore resigned herself to the most heart-rending apprehen- 
sions, without admitting, and indeed almost without listening to, the multi- 
farious grounds of consolation which Jenny Dennison brought forward, one 
after another, like a skilful general who charges with the several divisions 
of his troops in regular succession. 

First, Jenny was morally positive that young Milnwood would come to 
no harm—then, if he did, there was consolation in the reflection, that Lord 
Kyandale was the better and more appropriate match of the two—then, 
there was every chance of a battle, in which the said Lord Evandale might 
be killed, and there wad be nae mair fash about that job—then, if the 
whigs gat the better, Milnwood and Cuddie might come to the Castle, an i 
earry off the beloved of their hearts by the strong hand. — 

“For I forgot to tell ye, madam,” continued the damsel, putting her 
bandkerchicf to her eyes, “‘ that puir Cuddie’s in the hands of the Philistines 
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«: weel as young Milnwood, and he was brought here a prisoner this morn- 
ing, and I was fain to speak Tam Halliday fair, and fleech him, to let me 
near the puir creature ; but Cuddie wasna sae thankfu’ as he needed till hae 
been neither,” she added, and at the same time changel her tone, and 
briskly withdrew the handkerchief from her face—‘‘so I will ne’er waste 
my een wi’ greeting about the matter. There wad be aye enow 0’ young 
men left, if they were to hang the tae half o’ them.” 

The other inhabitants of the Castle weve also in a state of dissatisfaction 
and anxiety. Lady Margaret thought that Colonel Grahame, in command- 
ing an execution at the door of her house, and refusing to grant a reprieve 
at her request, had fallen short of the deference due to her rank, and had 
even encroached on her seignorial rights. 

“The Colonel,” she said, ‘‘ ought to have remembered, brother, that the 
barony of Tillietudlem has the baronial privilege of pit and gallows; and 
therefore, if the lad was to be executed on my estate, (which I consider as 
an unhandsome thing, seeing it is in the possession of females, to whom 
such tragedies cannot be acceptable,) he ought, at common law, to have 
been delivered up to my bailie, and justified at his sight.” 

‘“‘ Martial law, sister,” answered Major Bellenden, “supersedes every 
other. But I must own I think Colonel Grahame rather deficient in atten- 
tion to you; and lam not over and above pre-eminently flattered by his 
granting to young Evandale (1 suppose because he is a lord, and has interest 
with the privy-council) a request which he refused to so old a servant of the 
king aslam. But so long as the poor young fellow’s life is saved, I can 
comfort myself with the fag-end of a ditty as old as myself” And there- 
withal, he hummed a stanza: 


“* And what though winter will pinch severe 
Through locks of grey and a cloak that’s old? 
Yet keep up thy heart, bold cavalier, 
For a cup of sack shall fence the cold.’ 

‘“‘T must be your guest here to-day, sister. 1 wish to hear the issue of 
this gathering on Loudon-hill, though I cannot conceive their standing a 
body of horse appointed like our guests this morning.—Woe’s me! the time 
has been, that 1 would have liked ill to have sate in biggit wa’s waiting for 
the news of a skirmish to be fought within ten miles of me! But, as the 
old song goes, 


“*¥For time will rust the brightest blade, 
And years will break the strongest bow; 
Was ever wight so starkly made, 
But time and years would overthrow? ”’ 


“We are well pleased you will stay, brother,” said Lady Margaret. “I 
will take my old privilege to look after my household, whom this collation 
has thrown into some disorder, although it is uncivil to leave you alone,” 

“OQ, I hate ceremony as I hate a stumbling horse,” replied the Major. 
‘Besides, your person would be with me, and your mind with the cold 
meat and reversionary pasties. —Where is Edith ?” 

“Gone to her room a little evil-disposed, 1 am informed, and laid down 
in her bed for a gliff,” said her grandmother: ‘as soon as she wakes, she 
shall take some drops.” 

“Pooh! pooh! she’s only sick of the soldiers,” answered Major Bellen. 
den. ‘She’s not accustomed to see one acquaintance led out to be shot, anJ 
another marching off to actual service, with some chance of not finding his 
way back again. She would soon be used to it, if the civil war were to 
break out again.” 

“God forbid, brother!” said Lady Margaret. 

*“ Ay, Heaven forbid, as you say!—and in the meantime, I’ll take a hit 
at trick-track with Harrison.” — 

‘“‘ He has ridden out, sir,’”’ said Gudyill, “to try if he can hear any tidings 

of the battle.” 
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‘Pn the battle!” said the Major; “it puts this family as much opt of 
order as if there had never been such a thing in the country before —and 
yet there was such a place as Kilsythe, John.” 

‘ Ay, and as Tippermuir, your honour,” replied Gudyill, “where I was" 
his honour my late master’s rear-rank man.” 

‘ And Alford, John,” pursued the Major, “where I commanded the 
horse ; and Innerlochy, where I was the Great Marquis’s aid-de-camp; and 
Auld Earn, and Brig 0’ Dee.” 

“And Philiphaugh, your honour,” said John. 

‘ Umph!” replied the Major; ‘the less, John, we say about that matter, 
the better.” 

However, being once fairly embarked on the subject of Montrose’s cam 
paigns, the Major and John Gudyill carried on the war so stoutly, as for a_ 
considerable time to keep at bay the formidable enemy called Time, with 
whom retired veterans, during the quiet close of a bustling life, usually 
wage an unceasing hostility. 

it nas been frequently remarked, that the tidings of important events fly 
with a celerity almost beyond the power of credibility, and that reports, 
correct in the general point, though inaccurate in details, precede the cer- 
tain intelligence, as if carried by the birds of the air. Such rumours anti- 
sipate the reality, not unlike to the “shadows of coming events,” which 
occupy the imagination of the Highland Seer. Harrison, in his ride, 
encountered some such report concerning the event of the battle, and turned 
his horse back to Tillietudlem in great dismay. He made it his first busi- 
ness to seek out the Major, and interrupted him in the midst of a prolix 
account of the siege and storm of Dundee, with the ejaculation, ‘ Heaven 
send, Major, that we do not see a siege of Tillietudlem before we are many 
days older !”’ 

“Tow is that, Harrison ?—what the devil do you mean?” exclaimed the 
astonished veteran. 

“Troth, sir, there is strong and increasing belief that Claver’se is clean 
broken, some say killed; that the soldiers are all dispersed, and that the 
rebels are hastening this way, threatening death and devastation to a’ that 
will not take the Covenant.” 

‘“T will never believe that,” said the Major, starting on his feet—“TI will 
never believe that the Life-Guards would retreat before rebels ;—and yet 
why need I say that,” he continued, checking himself, ‘when I have seen 
such sights myself? — Send out Pike, and one or two of the servants, for 
intelligence, and let all the men in the Castle and in the village that can be 
trusted, take up arms. This old tower may hold them play a bit, if it were 
but victualled and garrisoned,—and it commands the pass between the high 
and low countries. It’s lucky I chanced to be here.—Go, muster men, Har- 
rison.—You, Gudyill, look what provisions you have, or can get brought in, 
and be ready, if the news be confirmed, to knock down as many bullocks 
as you have salt for.— The well never goes dry.— There are some old- 
fashioned guns on the battlements; if we had but ammunition, we should 
do well enough.” | 

‘‘ The soldiers left some casks of ammunition at the Grange this morning, 
to bide their return,” said Harrison. : 

“Hasten, then,” said the Major, “and bring it into the Castle, with eve 
pike, sword, pistol, or gun, that is within our reach; don’t leave so msn 
as a bodkin—Lucky that I was here !—I will speak to my sister instantly.” 

Lady Margaret Bellenden was astounded at intelligence so unexpected 
and so alarming. It had seemed to her that the imposing force which had 
that morning left her walls, was sufficient to have routed all the disaffected 
in Scotland, if collected in a body; and now her first reflection was upon 
the inadequacy of their own means of resistance to an army strong enough 
te nave defeated Claverhouse and such select troops. 
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* Woe’s me! woe’s me!” said she; ‘“ what will all that we can do avail 
us, brother ?— what will resistance do but bring sure destruction on the 
house, and on the bairn Edith; for, God knows, I thinkna on my ain aula 
life.”’ “ 

‘“‘ Come, sister,”’ said the Major, “‘ you must not be cast down; the place 
is strong, the rebels ignorant and ill-provided ; my brother’s house shall not 
be made a den of thieves and rebels while old Miles Bellenden is in it. 
My hand is weaker than it was, but I thank my old grey hairs that I have 
some knowledge of war yet. Here comes Pike with intelligence.— What 
news, Pike? Another Philiphaugh job, eh?” 

‘“‘ Ay, ay,” said Pike, composedly; ‘‘a total scattering. I thought this 
morning little gude would come of their newfangled gate of slinging their 
carabines.” 

‘‘Whom did you see?—-Who gave you the news?” asked the Major. 

_ Q, mair than half-a-dozen dragoon fellows that are a’ on the spur whilk 
to get first to Hamilton. They’ll win the race, I warrant them, win the 
battle wha like.” 

‘Continue your preparations, Harrison,” said the alert veteran; “ get 
your ammunition in, and the cattle killed. Send down to the borough- 
town for what meal you can gather. We must not lose an instant.— Had 
not Edith and you, sister, better return to Charnwood, while we have the 
means of sending you there?” : 

‘No, brother,” said Lady Margaret, looking very pale, but speaking 
with the greatest composure; ‘‘since the auld house is to be held out, I 
will take my chance in it. I have fled twice from it in my days, and I 
have aye found it desolate of its bravest and its bonniest when I returned ; 
sae that I will e’en abide now, and end my pilgrimage in it.” 

“Tt may, on the whole, be the safest course both for Edith and you,” 
said the Major; “for the whigs will rise all the way between this and 
Glasgow, and make your travelling there, or your dwelling at Charnwood, 
very unsafe.” 

“So be it then,” said Lady Margaret. ‘‘ And, dear brother, as the nearest 
blood-relation of my deceased husband, I deliver to you, by this symbol,”— 
{here she gave into his hand the venerable gold-headed staff of the deceased 
Karl of Torwood)— “the keeping and government and seneschalship of 
my Tower of Tillietudlem, and the appurtenances thereof, with full power 
to kill, slay, and damage those who shall assail the same, as freely as I 
might do myself- And I trust you will so defend it, as becomes a house in 
which his most sacred Majesty has not disdained” 

“ Pshaw! sister,’ interrupted the Major, ‘we have no time to speak 
‘about the King and his breakfast just now.” 

And, hastily leaving the room, he hurried, with all the alertness of a 
young nan of twenty-five, to examine the state of his garrison, and super- 
intend the measures which were necessary for defending the place. 

Che Tower of Tillietudlem, having very thick walls, and very narrow 
_ windows— having also a very strong couri-yard wall, with flanking turrets 
on the only accessible side, and rising on the other from the very verge of 
@ precipice, was fully capable of defence against anything but a train of 
heavy artillery. ) 

Famine or escalade was what the garrison had chiefly to fear. For artil- 
lery, the top of the Tower was mounted with some antiquated wall-pieces, 
and small cannons, which bore the old-fashioned names of culverins, sakers, 
demi-sakers, falcons, and falconets. These the Major, with the assistance 
of John Gudyill, caused to be scaled and loaded, and pointed them so as 
to command the road over the brow of the opposite hill by which the rebels 
must advance, causing, at the same time, two or three trees to be cuit down, 
which would have impeded the effect of the artillery when it should be 
necessary to use it. With the trunks of these trees, and other materials 
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he direeted barricades to be constructed upon the winding avenue which 
cose to the Tower slong the high-road, taking care that each should com- 
mand the other. The large gate of the eourt-yard he barricadoed yet more 
strongly, leaving only a wicket open for the convenience of passage. What 
he had most to apprehend, was the slenderness of bis garrison; for all the 
efforts of the steward were unable to get more than nine men under arms, 
himself and Gudyill included—so much more popular was the cause of the 
insurgents than that of the Government; Major Bellenden, and his trusty 
servant Pike, made the garrison eleven in number, of whom one-half were 
old men. ‘The round dozen might indeed have been made up, would Lady 
Margaret have consented that Goose Gibbie should again take up arms. 
But she recoiled from the proposal, when moved by Gudyill, with such 
abhorrent recollection of the former achievements of that luckless eavalier, 
that she deelared she would rather the Castle were lost than that he were 
to be enrolled in the defence of it. With eleven men, however, himself 
included, Major Bellenden determined to hold out the place to the utter- 
most. 

The arrangements for defence were not made without the degree of fracas 
incidental te such oceasions. Women shrieked — cattle bellowed — dogs 
howled—-men ren to and fro, cursing and swearing without intermission— 
the lumbering of the old guns backwards and forwards shook the battle- 
ments—the court resounded with the hasty gallop of messengers who went 
and returned upon errands of importance, and the din of warlike prepara- 
tion was mingled with the sound of female laments. } 

Such a Babel of discord might have awakened the slumbers of the very 
dead, and, therefore, was not long ere it dispelled the abstracted reyeries 
of Edith Bellenden. She sent out Jenny to bring her the canse of the 
tumult which shook the castle to its very basis; bat Jenny, once engaged 
in the bustling tide, found so much to ask and to hear, that she forgot the 
state of anxinus uncertainty in which she had left her young mistress. 
Having no pigeon to dismiss in pursuit of information when her raven 
messenger had failed to return with it, Edith was compelled to venture in 
quest of it out of the ark of her own chamber into the deluge of confusion 
which overflowed the rest of the Castle. Six voices speaking at once, in- 
formed her, in reply to her first inquiry, that Claver’se and all his men were 
killed, and that ten thousand whigs were marching to besiege the Castle, 
headed by John Balfour of Burley, young Milnwood, and Cuddie Headrigg. 
This strange association of persons seemed to infer the falsehood of the 
whole story, and yet the general bustle in the Castle intimated that danger 
was certainly apprehended. 

“Where is Lady Margaret?” was Edith’s second question. 

‘Tn her oratory,” was the reply,—a cell adjoining to the chapel, in which 
the good old lady was wont to spend the greater part of the days destined by 
the rules of the Episcopal Church to devotional observanees, as also the annt- 
versaries of those on which she had Jost her husband and her children, and. 
finally, those hours, in which a deeper and more solemn address to Heaven 
was called for, by national or domestic calamity. 

‘Where, then,” said Edith, much alarmed, ‘‘ is Major Bellenden ?” 

“On the battlements of the Tower, madam, pointing the cannon,” was 
the reply. 

To the battlements, therefore, she made her way, impeded by a thousand 
obstacles, and found the old gentleman in the midst of his natural military 
element, commanding, rebuking, encouraging, instructing, and exercising 
all the numerous duties of a good governor. 3 

“In the name of God, what is the matter, uncle?” exclaimed Edith 

‘The matter, my love?” answered the Major, coolly, as, with spectacles 

a his nose, he examined the position of a gun — “The matter? Why -- 
raise her breech a thought more, John Gudyill— The watter? Why, 


MAJOR BELLENDEN POINTING A GUN ON THE WALLS OF TILLIETUDLEM. 
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Claver’se is routed, my dear, and the whigs are coming down upon us in 
force, — that’s all the matter.” 

‘Gracious powers !”’ said Edith, whose eye at that instant caught a glance 
of the road which ran up the river; ‘“‘and yonder they come!” 

‘** Yonder!— where?” said the veteran; and, his eyes taking the same 
direction, he beheld a large body of horsemen coming down the path. 
“Stand to your guns, my lads!” was the first exclamation ; ‘‘ we'll make 
them pay toll as they pass the heugh.—But stay, stay,—these are certainly 
the Life-Guards.” 

“O no, uncle, no,” replied Edith; ‘see how disorderly they ride, and 
how ill they keep their ranks! These cannot be the fine soldiers who left 
us this morning.” 

“Ah! my dear girl,” answered the Major, ‘you do not know the difference 
between men before a battle and after a defeat; but the Life-Guards it is, 
for I see the red and blue, and the King’s colours. Iam glad they have 
brought them off, however.” 

His opinion was confirmed as the troopers approached nearer, and finally 
halted on the road beneath the Tower; while their commanding officer, 
leaving them to breathe and refresh their horses, hastily rode up the hill. 

“Tt is Claverhouse, sure enough,” said the Major; “1 am glad he has 
escaped; but he has lost his famous black horse. Let Lady Margaret 
know, John Gudyill; order some refreshments; get oats for the soldiers’ 
horses ;—and let us to the hall, Edith, to meet him. I surmise we shall 
hear but indifferent news.” 


Chapter the Gmenticth. 


With careless gesture, mind unmoved, 
On rade he north the plain, 

His seem in thrang of fiercest strife, 
When winner aye the same, 


HARDYKNUTE. 


.CotoneL GranameE of Claverhouse met the family, assembled in the hall 
of the Tower, with the same serenity and the same courtesy which had graced 
his manners in the morning. He had even had the composure to rectify in 
part the derangement of his dress, to wash the signs of battle from his face 
and hands, and did not appear more disordered in his exterior, than if 
returned from a morning ride. 

“T am grieved, Colonel Grahame,” said the reverend old lady, the tears 
trickling down her face, ‘‘ deeply grieved.” 

“ And I am grieved, my dear Lady Margaret,” replied Claverhouse, ‘ that 
this misfortune may render your remaining at Tillietudlem dangerous for 
you, especially considering your recent hospitality to the King’s troops, and 
your well-known loyalty. And I came here chiefly to request Miss Bellen- 
den and you to accept my escort (if you will not scorn that of a poor runa- 
way) to Glasgow, from whence I will see you safely sent either to Edinburgh 
.r to Dumbarton Castle, as you shall think best.” 

“Tam much obliged to you, Colonel Grahame,” replied Lady Margaret ; 
‘but my brother, Major Bellenden, has taken on him the responsibility of 
holding out this house against the rebels ; and, please God, they shall never 
drive Margaret Bellenden from her ain hearth-stane while there’s brave 
man that says he can defend it.” 

“ And will Major Bellenden undertake this?” said Claverhouse hastily, # 


484 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 


joyful light glancing from his dark eye as he turned it on the veteran, 
‘Yet why should I question it? it is of a piece with the rest of his life. But 
have you the means, Major ?” ; : ; 

‘All, but men and provisions, with which we are ill supplied,” answered 
the Major. 

“As for men,” said Claverhouse, “I will leave you a dozen or twenty 
fellows who will make good a breach against the devil. It will be of the 
utmost service, if you can.defend the place but a week, and by that time 
you must surely be relieved.” ; 

“T will make it good for that space, Colonel,” replied the Major, ‘ with 
twenty-five good men and store of ammunition, if we should gnaw the soles 
of our shoes for hunger; but I trust we shall get in provisions from the 
country.” 

«¢ And, Colonel Grahame, if I might presume a request,” said Lady Mar- 
garet, “I would entreat that Sergeant Francis Stewart might command the 
auxiliaries whom you are so good as to add to the garrison of our people ; 
it may serve to legitimate his promotion, and I have a prejudice in favour 
of his noble birth.” 

«The sergeant’s wars are ended, madam,” said Grahame, in an unaltered 
tone, ‘‘and he now needs no promotion that an earthly master can give.” 

‘Pardon me,” said Major Bellenden, taking Claverhouse by the arm, and 
turning him away from the ladies, ‘but I am anxious for my friends. I 
fear you have other and more important loss. I observe another officer 
carries your nephew’s standard.” 

“You are right, Major Bellenden,” answered Claverhouse, firmly; “‘ my 
nephew is no more — he has died in his duty, as became him.” 

‘“Great God!” exclaimed the Major, ‘‘how unhappy !—the handsome, 
gallant, high-spirited youth |” 

“He was indeed all you say,” answered Claverhouse; “‘ poor Richard 
was to me as an eldest son, the apple of my eye, and my destined heir; but 
he died in his duty, and 1—I— Major Bellenden” — (he wrung the Major’s 
hand hard as he spoke) — “I live to avenge him.” 

“Colonel Grahame,” said the affectionate veteran, his eyes filling with 
tears, “‘I am glad to see you bear this misfortune with such fortitude.” 

‘‘Tam not a selfish man,” replied Claverhouse, ‘though the world will 
tell you otherwise: I am not selfish either in my hopes or fears, my joys or 
sorrows. Ihave not been severe for myself, or grasping for myself, or am- 
bitious for myself. The service of my master and the good of the country 
are what I have tried to aim at. I may, perhaps, have driven severity into 
cruelty, but I acted for the best; and now I will not yield to my own feel- 
ings a deeper sympathy than I have given to those of others.” 

‘J am astonished at your fortitude under all the unpleasant circumstances 
of this affair,”’ pursued the Major. 

“Yes,” replied Claverhouse ; — ‘‘ my enemies in the council will lay this 
misfurtune to my charge —I despise their accusations. They will calum- 
niate me to my sovereign—TI can repel their charge. The public enemy 
will exult in my flight—I shall find a time to show them that they exult too 
early. This youth that has fallen stood betwixt a grasping kinsman and 
iny inheritance, for you know that my marriage-bed is barren; yet peace 
be with him ! the country can better spare him than your friend Lord Evan- 
dale, who, after behaving very gallantly, has, I fear, also fallen.” 

“What a fatal day!” ejaculated the Major. “I heard a report of this, 
but it was again contradicted; it was added, that the poor young noble- 
man’s impetuosity had occasioned the loss of this unhappy field.” 

_. “Not so, Major,” said Grahame; “let the living officers bear the blame, 
if there be any; and let the laurels flourish untarnished on the grave of the 
failen. I do not, however, speak of Lord Evandale’s death as certain ; but 
killed, or prisoner. I fear he must be. Yet he was extrieate2 frem the 
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tumult the last time we spoke together. We were then on the point of 
leaving the field with a rear-guard of scarce twenty men; the rest of the 
regiment were almost dispersec “ 

* They have rallied again soon,” said the Major, looking from the window 
on the dragoons, who were feeding their horses and refreshing themselves 
beside the brook. 

“Yes,” answered Claverhouse, “my blackguards had little temptation 
either to desert, or to straggle farther than they were driven by their first 
panic. There is small friendship and scant courtesy between them and the 
boors of this country ; every village they pass is likely to rise on them, and 
go the scoundrels are driven back to their colours by a wholesome terror of 
spits, pike-staves, hay-forks, and broomsticks. — But now let us talk about 
your plans and wants, and the means of corresponding with you. To tell 
you the truth, [ doubt being able to make a long stand at Glasgow, even 
when I have joined my Lord Ross ; for this transient and accidental success 
of the fanatics will raise the devil ‘through all the western counties.” 

They then discussed Major Bellenden’s means of defence, and settled a 
plan of correspondence, in case a general insurrection took place, as was to 
be expected. Claverhouse renewed his offer to escort the ladies to a place 
of safety; but, all things considered, Major Bellenden thought they would 
be in equal safety at Tillietudlem. 

The Colonel then took a polite leave of Lady Margaret and Miss Bellen- 
den, assuring them, that, though he was reluctantly obliged to leave them 
for the present in dangerous circumstances, yet his earliest means should be 
turned to the redemption of his character as a good knight and true, and 
that they might speedily rely on hearing from or seeing him. 

Full of doubt and apprehension, Lady Margaret was little able to reply 
to a speech so much in unison with her usual expressions and feelings, but 
contented herself with bidding Claverhouse farewell, and thanking him for 
the succours which he had promised to leave them. LHdith longed to inquire 
the fate of Henry Morton, but could find no pretext for doing so, and could 
only hope that it had made a subject of some part of the long private com- 
munication which her uncle had held with Claverhouse. On this subject, 
however, she was disappointed ; for the old cavalier was so deeply immersed 
in the duties of his own office, that he had searce said a single word to Cla- 
verhouse, excepting upon military matters, and most probably would have 
been equally forgetful, had the fate of his own son, instead of his friend’s, 
fain in the balance. 

Claverhouse now descended the bank on which the Castle is founded, in 
order to put his troops again in motion, and Major Bellenden accompanied 
him to receive the detachment who were to be left in the tower. 

‘“‘T shall leave Inglis with you,” said Claverhouse, “for, as I am situated, 
I cannot spare an officer of rank; it is all we can do, by our joint efforts, to 
‘peep the men together. But should any of our missing officers make their 
ayypearance, I authorize you to detain them ; for my fellows can with diff- 
culty be subjected to any other authority.” 

His troops being now drawn up, he picked out sixteen men by name, and 
committed them to the command of Cor poral Inglis, whom he promoted to 
the rank of sergeant on the spot. 

* And hark ye, gentlemen,” was his concluding harangue,—‘ I leave you 
to defend the house of a lady, and under the ‘command of her brother, 
Major Bellenden, a faithful servant to the king. You are to behave bravely, 
2oberly, regularly, and obediently, and each of you shall be handsomely 
~ewarded on my return to relieve the garrison. In case of mutiny, cowardice, 
acglect of duty, or the slightest excess in the family, the provost-mar shal 
and vord — you know I keep my word for good and evil.” 

He touched his hat as he bade them farewell, and shook hands cordially 
with Major Bellenden. 
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« Adieu,” he said, “my stout-hearted old friend! Good luck be with you, 
and b:tter times to us both!” 

The horsemen whom he commanded had been once more reduced to tole- 
rable order by the exertions of Major Allan; and, though shorn of their 
splendour, and with their gilding all besmirched, made a much more regu- 
lar and military appearance on leaving, for the second time, the tower of 
Tillietudlem, than when they returned to it after their rout. 

Major Bellenden, now left to his own resources, sent out several videttes, 
both to obtain supplies of provisions, and especially of meal, and to get know- 
ledge of the motions of the enemy. All the news he could collect on the 
second subject tended to prove that the insurgents meant to remain on the 
field of battle for that night. But they, also, had abroad their detachments 
and advanced guards, to collect supplies; and great was the doubt and dis- 
tress of those who received contrary orders, in the name of the King and 
in that of the Kirk, — the one commanding them to send provisions to vic- 
tual the Castle of Tillietudlem, and the other enjoining them to forward 
supplies to the camp of the godly professors of true religion, now in arms 
fer the cause of covenanted reformation, presently pitched at Drumelog, 
nigh to Loudon-hill. Each summons closed with a denunciation of fire 
and sword if it was neglected ; for neither party could confide so far in the 
loyalty or zeal of those whom they addressed, as to hope they would part 
with their property upon other terms. So that the poor people knew not 
what hand to turn themselves to; and, to say truth, there were some who 
turned themselves to more than one. 

“ Thir kittle times will drive the wisest 0’ us daft,”’ said Niel Blane, the 
prudent host of the Howff; “but I’se aye keep a calm sough.—Jenny, what 
meal is in the girnel ?” 

“Four bows 0’ aitmeal, twa bows o’ bear, and twa bows 0’ pease,” was 
Jenny’s reply. 

‘“¢ Aweel, hinny,” continued Niel Blane, sighing deeply, ‘let Bauldy drive 
the pease and bear meal to the camp at Drumclog—he’s a whig, and was 
the auld gudewife’s pleaghman—the mashlum bannocks will suit their muir- 
land stamachs weel. He maun say it’s the last unce o’ meal in the house, 
or, if he scruples to tell a lie (as it’s no likely he will when it’s for the gude 
o’ the house), he may wait till Duncan Glen, the auld drucken trooper, 
drives up the aitmeal to Tillietudlem, wi’ my dutifu’ service to my Leddy 
and the Major, and I haena as muckle left as will mak my parritch ; and if 
Duncan manage right, P’ll gie him a tass o’ whisky shall mak the blue low 
come out at his mouth.” 

‘‘ And what are we to eat ourselves, then, father,”’ asked Jenny, “ when 
we hae sent awa the haill meal in the ark and the girnel ?” 

“We maun gar wheat-flour serve us for a blink,’ said Niel, in a tone of 
resignation; “it’s no that ill food, though far frae being sae hearty or 
kindly to a Scotchman’s stamach as the curney aitmeal is; the Englishers 
live amaist upon’t; but, to be sure, the pock-puddings ken nae, better.” 

While the prudent and peaceful endeavoured, like Niel Blane, to make 
fair weather with both parties, those who had more public (or party) spirit 
began to take arms on all sides, The royalists in the country were not 
numerous, but were respectable from their fortune and influence, being 
chiefly landed proprietors of ancient descent, who, with their brothers, 
cousins, and dependents to the ninth generation, as well as their domestic 
servants, formed a sort of militia, capable of defending their own peel-houses © 
against detached bodies of the insurgents, of resisting their demand of sup- 
plies, and intercepting those which were sent to the presbyterian camp by 
others. The news that the Tower of Tillietudlem was to be defended 
against the insurgents, afforded great courage and support to these feudal 
vesunteers, who considered it as a stronghold to which they migy-¢ -etreat, 
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ic case it should become impossible for them to maintain the desultury wa 
they were now about to wage. 

On the other hand, the towns, the villages, the farm-houses, the properties 
of small heritors, sent forth numerous recruits to the presbyterian interest 
These men had been the principal sufferers during the oppression of the 
time. Their minds were fretted, soured, and driven to desperation, by the 
various exactions and cruelties to which they had been subjected; and, 
although by no means united among themselves, either concerning the pur- 
pose of this formidable insurrection, or the means by which that purpose 
was to be obtained, most of them considered it as a door opened by Providence 
to obtain the liberty of conscience of which they had been long deprived, 
and to shake themselves free of a tyranny, directed both against body and 
soul. Numbers of these men, therefore, took up arms; and, in the phrase 
of their time and party, prepared to cast in their lot with the victors of 
Loudon-hill. 


‘~’ 


“ : Chapter the Cwenty-Firat. 


Ananies [do net like the man: He is a heathen, 


And speaks the language of Canaan truly. 
Tribulation. You must await his calling, aad the coming 
Of the goed spirit. You did ill te upbraid him. 
THE ALCHEMIST. 


We return to Henry Morton, whom we left on the field of battle. He was 
eating, by one of the watch-fires, his portion of the provisions which had 
been distributed to the army, and musing deeply on the path which he was 
next to pursue, when Burley suddenly came up to him, accompanied by the 
young minister whose exhortation after the victory had produced such a 
powerful effect. 

“Henry Morton,” said Balfour abruptly, “the council of the army of 
the Covenant, confiding that the son of Silas Morton can never prove a 
lukewarm Laodicean, or an indifferent Gallio, in this great day, have nomi- 
nated you to be a captain of their host, with the right of a vote in their 
council, and all authority fitting for an officer who is te command Christian 
men.” 

“Mr. Balfour,” replied Morton, without hesitation, ‘‘I feel this mark of 
confidence, and it is not surprising that a natural sense of the injuries of 
my country, not to mention those I have sustained in my own person, should 
make me sufficiently willing to draw my sword for liberty and freedom of 
conscience. But I will own to you, that | must be better satisfied concern- 
ing the principles on which you bottom your cause, ere I can agree to take 
a command amongst you.” 

“And can you doubt of our principles,” answered Burley, ‘since we 
have stated them to be the reformation both of church and state, the re- 
building of the decayed sanctuary, the gathering of the dispersed saints, 
and the destruction of the man of sin?” 

“Twill own frankly, Mr. Balfour,’”’ replied Morton, “much of this sort 
of language, which, I observe, is so powerful with others, is entirely lost 
enme. It is proper you should be aware of this before we cominune fur- 

“ther together.” (I'he young clergyman here groaned deeply.) ‘I distress 
you, sir,” said Morton; “but perhaps it is because you will not hear me 
au, I revere the Scriptures as deeply as you or any Christian can do. 1 
iogh into them with humble hope of extracting a rule of conduct and a Jaw 
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of salvation. But I expect to find this by an examination of their generat 
tenor, and of the spirit which they uniformly breathe, and not by wresting 
particular passages from their context, or by the application of Scriptural 
phrases to circumstances and events with which they have often very slender 
relation.” : ; 

The young divine seemed shocked and thunderstruck with this declara- 
tion, and was about to remonstrate. 

“Hush, Ephraim!” said Burley; ‘remember he is but as a babe m 
swaddling-clothes. — Listen to me, Morton. I will speak to thee in the 
worldly language of that carnal reason, which is, for the present, thy blind 
and imperfect guide. What is the object for which thou art content to 
draw thy sword? Is it not that the church and state should be reformed 
by the free voice of a free parliament, with such laws as shall hereafter 
prevent the executive government from spilling the blood, torturing and im- 
prisoning the persons, exhausting the estates, and trampling upon the con- 
sciences of men, at their own wicked pleasure ?” 

‘“‘Most certainly,” said Morton; “such I esteem legitimate causes of 
warfare, and for such I will fight while I can wield a sword.” 

“Nay, but,” said Macbriar, “ye handie this matter too tenderly; nor 
will my conscience permit me to fard or daub over the causes of divine 
wrath” 

“‘ Peace, Ephraim Macbriar!” again interrupted Burley. ee 

“‘T will not peace,” said the young man. “Is it not the cause of m 
Master who hath sent me? Is it not a profane and Erastian destroying 0 
his authority, usurpation of his power, denial of his name, to place either 
King or Parliament in his place as the master and governor of his house- 
hold, the adulterous husband of his spouse ?” 

“You speak well,” said Burley, dragging him aside, ‘but not wisely. 
Your own ears have heard this night in council how this scattered remnant 
are broken and divided, and would ye now make a veil of separation be- 
tween them ?— would ye build a wall with unslaked mortar? —if a fox go 
up, it will breach it.” 

“T know,” said the young clergyman, in reply, “that thou art faithful, 
honest, and zealous, even unto slaying; but, believe me, this worldly craft, 
this temporizing with sin and with infirmity, is in itself a fallg away; 
and, | fear me, Heaven will not honour us to do much more for His glory, 
when we seek to carnal cunning and to a fleshly arm. The sanctified end 
must be wrought by sanctified means.” 

“T tell thee,’ answered Balfour, “thy zeal is too rigid in this matter ; 
we cannot yet do without the help of the Laodiceans and the Erastians ; 
we must endure for a space the indulged in the midst of the council — the 
sons of Zeruiah are yet too strong for us.” 

“{ tell thee I like it not,” said Macbriar. ‘‘God can work deliverance 
by a few as well as by a multitude. The host of the faithful that was bro- 
ken upon Pentland-hills, paid but the fitting penalty of acknowledging the 
carnal interest of that tyrant and oppressor, Charles Stuart.” 

“Well, then,” said Balfour, “thou knowest the healing resolution that 
the council have adopted—to make a comprehending declaration, that may 
suit the tender consciences of all who groan under the yoke of our present 
oppressors. Return to the council if thou wilt, and get them to recall it, 
and send forth one upon narrower grounds. But abide not here to hinder 
my gaining over this youth, whom my soul travails for; his name alone 
will call forth hundreds to our banners.” 


“Do as thou wilt, then,” said Macbriar; “but I will not assist to mis- 
lead the youth, nor bring him into jeopardy of life, unless "pon such < 


grounds as will insure his eternal reward.” 


Vhe more artful Balfour then dismissed the impatient 1 reacher, apd cc 
turned to his proselyte. 
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That we may be enabled to dispense with detailing at length the argu- 
ments by which he urged Morton to join the insurgents, we shall take this 
opportunity to give a brief sketch of the person by whom they were used, 
and the motives which he had for interesting himself so deeply in the con- 
version of young Morton to his cause. 

John Balfour of Kinloch, or Burley (for he is designated both ways in 
the histories and proclamations of that melancholy period), was a gentle- 
man of some fortune, and of good family, in the county of Fife, and had been 
a soldier from his youth upwards. In the younger part of his life he had 
been wild and licentious, but had early laid aside open profligacy, and em- 
braced the strictest tenets of Calvinism. Unfortunately, habits of excess 
and intemperance were more easily rooted out of his dark, saturnine, and 
enterprising spirit, than the vices of revenge and ambition, which con- 
tinued, notwithstanding his religious professions, to exercise no small sway 
over his mind. Daring in design, precipitate and violent in execution, and 
going to the very extremity of the most rigid recusancy, it was his ambition 
to place himself at the head of the presbyterian interest. : 

To attain this eminence among the whigs, he had been active in attend- 
ing their conventicles, and more than once had commanded them when they 
appeared in arms, and beaten off the forces sent to disperse them. At 
length, the gratification of his own fierce enthusiasm, joined, as some say, 
with motives of private revenge, placed him at the head of that party who 
assassinated the Primate of Scotland, as the author of the sufferings of 
the presbyterians. The violent measures adopted by Government to revenge 
this deed, not on the perpetrators only, but on the-whole professors of the 
religion to which they belonged, together with long previous sufferings, 
without any prospect of deliverance, except by force of arms, occasioned 
the insurrection, which, as we have already seen, commenced by the defeat 
of Claverhouse in the bloody skirmish of Loudon-hill. 

But Burley, notwithstanding the share he had in the victory, was far 
from finding himself at the summit which his ambition aimed at. This 
was partly owing to the various opinions entertained among the insurgents 
concerning the murder of Archbishop Sharpe. The more violent among 
them did, indeed, approve of this act as a deed of justice, executed upon a 
persecutor of God’s church, through the immediate inspiration of the 
Deity; but the greater part of the presbyterians disowned the deed as a 
crime highly culpable, although they admitted that the Archbishop’s pun- 
ishment had by no means exceeded his deserts. The insurgents differed in 
another main point, which has been already touched upon. The more 
warm and extravagant fanatics condemned, as guilty of a pusillanimous 
abandonment of the rights of the church, those preachers and congrega- 
tions who were contented, in any manner, to exercise their religion through 
the permission of the ruling government. This, they said, was absolute 
Erastianism, or subjection of the church of God to the regulations of an 
earthly government, and therefore but one degree better than prelacy of 

opery.— Again, the more moderate party were content to allow the 
king’s title to the throne, and in secular aifairs to acknowledge his au- 
thority, so long as it was exercised with due regard to the liberties of the 
subject, and in conformity to the laws of the realm. But the tenets of the 
wilder sect (called, from their leader Richard Cameron, by the name of 
Cameronians) went the length of disowning the reigning monarch, and 
every one of his successors who should not acknowledge the Solemn League 
and Covenant. The seeds of disunion were, therefore, thickly sown in this 
wti-fated party; and Balfour, however enthusiastic, and however much at- 
tached to the most violent of those tenets which we have noticed, saw 
nothing but ruin to the general cause, if they were insisted on (uring this 
evisis. when unity was of so much consequence. Hence he disappr ved. 
as we have seen, of the honest, downright, and ardent zeal of Macbriar, 
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and was extremely desirous to receive the assistance of the moderate ao 
of presbyterians in the immediate overthrow of the Government, with the 
hope of being hereafter able to dictate to them what should be substituted 
in its place. 

He was, on this account, particularly anxious to secure the accession of 
Henry Morton to the cause of the insurgents. The memory of his father 
was generally esteemed among the presbyterians ; and as few persons of any 
decent quality had joined the insurgents, this young man’s faimily and pros- 
pects were such as almost insured his being chosen a leader. Through 
Morton’s means, as being the son of his ancient comrade, Burley conceived 
he might exercise some influence over the more liberal part of the army, 
and ultimately, perhaps, ingratiate himself so far with them as to be chosen 
commander-in-chief, which was the mark at which his ambition aimed. He 
had, therefore, without waiting till any other person took up the subject, 
exalted to the council the talents and disposition of Morton, and easily 
obtained his elevation to the painful rank of a leader in this disunited and 
undisciplined army. 

The arguments by which Balfour pressed Morton to accept of this dan- 
gerous promotion, as soon as he had gotten rid of his less wary and uncom- 
promising companion, Macbriar, were sufficiently artful and urgent. He 
did not affect either to deny or to disguise that the sentiments which he 
himself entertained concerning church government, went as far as those of 
the preacher who had just left them; but he argued, that when the affairs 
of the nation were at such a desperate crisis, minute differenve of opinion 
should not prevent those who, in general, wished well to their oppressed 
country, from drawing their swords in its behalf. Many of the subjects of 
division —as, for example, that concerning the Indulgence itself—arose, he 
observed, out of circumstances which would cease to exist, provided their 
attempt to free the country should be successful, seeing that the presbytery, 
being in that case triumphant, would need to make no such compromise 
with the Government; and, consequently, with the abolition of the Indul- 
gence, all discussion of its legality would be at once ended. He insisted 
much and strongly upon the necessity of taking advantage of this favourite 
crisis, upon the certainty of their being joined by the force of the whole 
western shires, and upon the gross guilt which those would incur, who, 
seeing the distress of the country, and the increasing tyranny with which it 
was governed, should, from fear or indifference, withhold their active aid 
from the good cause. 

Morton wanted not these arguments to induce him to join in any insur 
rection, which might appear to have a feasible prospect of freedom to the 
country. He doubted, indeed, greatly, whether the present attempt was 
likely to be supported by the strength sufficient to insure success, or by the 
wisdom and liberality of spirit necessary to make a good use of the advan- 
tages that might be gained. Upon the whole, however, considering the 
wrongs he had personally endured, and those which he had seen daily in- 
flicted on his fellow-subjects—meditating also upon the precarious and dan- 
gerous situation in which he already stood with relation to the Government, 
—he conceived himself, in every point of view, called upon to join the body 
of presbyterians already in arms. 

But while he expressed to Burley his acquiescence in the vote which had 
named him a leader among the insurgents, and a member of their council 
of war, it was not without a qualification. 

“Tam willing,” he said, “to contribute every thing within my limited 
power to effect the emancipation of my country. But do not mistake 
me. I disapprove, in the utmost degree, of the action in which this 
rising seems to have originated; and no arguments shculd induce me to 


join it, if it is to be carried on by such measures as that with which it has 
commenced.” 
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Berley’s blood rushed to his face, giving a ruddy and dark gh w to his 
swarthy brow. 

“You mean,” he said, in a voice which he designed should not betray any 
emotion—“ You mean the death of James Sharpe?” 

“Frankly,” answered Morton, “such is my meaning.” 

“ You imagine, then,” said Burley, “that the Almighty, in times of dif 
culty, does not raise up instruments to deliver his church from her oppres 
sors? You are of opinion that the justice of an execution consists, not in 
the extent of the sufferer’s crime, or in his having merited punishment, or 
in the wholesome and salutary effect which that example is likely to pro- 
duce upon other evil-doers, but hold that it rests solely in the robe of the 
judge, the height of the bench, and the voice of the doomster? Is not just 
punishment justly inflicted, whether on the scaffold or the moor? And 
where constituted judges, from cowardice, or from having cast in their lot 
with transgressors, suffer them not only to pass at liberty through the land, 
but to sit in the high places, and dye their garments in the blood of the 
saints,—is it not well done in any brave spirits who shall draw their private 
swords in the public cause ?”’ 

“1 have no wish to judge this individual action,” replied Morton, “further 
than is necessary to make you fully aware of my principles. I therefore 
repeat, that the case you have supposed does not satisfy my judgment. That 
the Almighty, in his mysterious providence, may bring a bloody man to an 
end deservedly bloody, does not vindicate those who, without authority of 
any kind, take upon themselves to be the instruments of execution, and pre- 
sume to call them the executors of divine vengeance.” 

‘“‘And were we not so?” said Burley, in a tone of fierce enthusiasm. 
““Were not we —was not every one who owned the interests of the Cove- 
nanted Church of Scotland, bound by that covenant to cut off the Judas who 
had sold the cause of God for fifty thousand merks a-year? Had we met 
him by the way as he came down from London, and there smitten him with 
the edge of the sword, we had done but the duty of men faithful to our cause, 
and to our oaths recorded in heaven. Was not the execution itself a proof 
of our. warrant? Did net the Lord deliver him into our hands when we 
looked out but for one ut his inferior tools of persecution? Did we not pray 
to be resolved how we should act, and was it not borne in on our hearts as 
if it had been written on them with the point of a diamond, ‘ Ye shall surely 
take him and slay him ?’— Was not the tragedy full half an hour in acting 
ere the sacrifice was completed, and that in an open heath, and within the 
patrols of their garrisons—and yet who interrupted the great work ?—What 
dog so much as bayed us during the pursuit, the taking, the slaying, and the 
dispersing? Then, who will say—who dare say, that a mightier arm than 
ours was not herein revealed ?” 

“You deceive yourself, Mr. Balfour,” said Morton ; “such circumstances 
of facility of execution and escape have often attended the commission of 
the most enormous crimes. — But it is not mine to judge you. I have not 
forgotten that the way was opened to the former liberation of Scotland by 
an act of violence which no man can justify—the slaughter of Cumming by 
the hand of Robert Bruce; and, therefore, condemning this action, as I do 
and must, I am not unwilling to suppose that you may have motives vindi- 
cating it in your own eyes, though not in mine, or in those of sober reason. 
i only now mention it, because I desire you to understand that I join a cause 
suy.ported by men engaged in open war, which it is proposed to carry on 
according to the rules of civilized nations, without in any respect approving 
uf the act of violence which gave immediate rise to it.” 

Balfour bit his lip, and with difficulty suppressed a violent answer. He 
perceived, with disappointment, that, upon points of principle, his young 
hrother-in-arms possessed a clearness of judgment, and a firmness of mind, 
which afforded but little hope of his being able to exert that degree of 
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nflueswe over him which he had expected to possess. After a moment’s 
pause, however, he said, with coolness, ‘‘ My conduct is open to men and 
angels. The deed was not done in a corner—I am here in arms to avow it, 
and care not where, or by whom, I am called on to do so—whether in the 
council, the field of battle, the place of execution, or the day of the last 
great tridl. I will not now discuss it further with one who is yet on the 
other side of the veil. But if you will cast in your lot with us as a brother, 
come with me to the council, who are still sitting, to arrange the future 
march of the army, and the means of improving our victory.” ae 

Morton arose and followed him in silence,—not greatly delighted with his 
associate, and better satisfied with the general justice of the cause which he 
had espoused, than either with the measures or the motives of many of those 
who were embarked in it. 


a 


Chapter the Cmenty-Seraad. 


And look how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain—so many hollow factions. 
TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


In a hollow of the hill, about a quarter of a mile from the field of battle, 
was a shepherd’s hut—a miserable cottage, which, as the only enclosed spot 
within a moderate distance, the leaders of the presbyterian army had chosen 
for their council-house. Towards this spot Burley guided Morton, who was 
surprised, as he approached it, at the multifarious confusion of sounds 
which issued from its precincts. The calm and anxious gravity which it 
might be supposed would have presided in councils held on such important 
subjects, and at a period so critical, seemed to have given place to discord 
wild, and loud uproar, which fell on the ear of their new ally as an evil 
augury of their future measures. As they approached the door, they found 
it open indeed, but choked up with the bodies and heads of countrymen, 
who, though no members of the council, felt no scruple in intruding them- 
selves upon deliberations in which they were so deeply interested. By 
expostulation, by threats, and even by some degree of violence, Burley, the 
sternness of whose character maintained a sort of superiority over these 
disorderly forces, compelled the intruders to retire, and, introducing Morton 
into the cottage, secured the door behind them against impertinent curiosity. 
Ataless agitating moment, the young man might have been entertained 
with the singular scene of which he now found himself an auditor and a 
spectator. 

The precincts of the gloomy and ruinous hut were enlightened partly b 
some furze which blazed on the hearth, the smoke whereof, having no legal 
vent, eddied around, and formed over the heads of the assembled council a 
clouded canopy—as opaque as their metaphysical theology—through which, 
like stars through mists, were dimly seen to twinkle a few blinking candles, 
or rather rushes dipped in tallow, the property of the poor owner of the 
cottage, which were stuck to the walls by patches of wet clay. This broken 
and dusky light showed many a countenance elated with spiritual pride, or 
rendered dark by fierce enthusiasm; and some whose anxious, wandering, 
and uncertain looks, showed they felt themselves rashly embarked in a 
eause which they had neither courage nor conduct to bring to a good issue, 
yet knew not how to ahandon, for very shame. They were, indeed, a 
doubtful and disunited body. The most active of their numoer wer> those 
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concerned with Burley in the death of the Primate, four or five ¢f whom 
had found their way to Loudon-hill, together with other men of the same 
relentless and uncompromising zeal, who had in various ways given despe 
rate and unpardonable offence to the Government. 

With them were mingled their preachers, men who had spurned at thy 
indulgence offered by Government, and preferred assembling their flocks in 
the wilderness, to worshipping in temples built by human “hands, if their 
doing the latter should be construed to admit any right on the part of their 
rulers to interfere with the supremacy of the ikirk. The other class a 
councillors were such gentlemen of small fortune, and substantial farmers, 
as a sense of intolerable oppression had induced to take arms and join the 
insurgents. These also had their clergymen with them; and such divines, 
having many of them taken advantage of the indulgence, were prepared to 
resist the measures of their more violent brethren, who proposed a declara- 
tion in which they should give testimony against the warrants and instruc- 
tions for indulgence as sinful and unlawful acts. ‘This delicate question 
had been passed over in silence in the first draught of the manifestoes 
which they intended to publish of the reasons of their gathering in arms; 
but it had been stirred anew during Balfour’s absence, and, to his great 
vexation, he now found that both parties had opened upon it in full cry,— 
Macbriar, Kettledrummle, and other teachers of the wanderers, being at 
the very springtide of polemical discussion with Peter Poundtext, the 
indulged pastor of Milnwood’s parish, who, it seems, had e’en girded him- 
self with a broadsword, but, ere he was called upon to fight for the good 
cause of presbytery in the field, was manfully defending his own dogmata 
in the council. It was the din of this conflict, maintained chiefly between 
Poundtext and Kettledrummle, together with the clamour of their adhe- 
rents, which had saluted Morton’s ears upon approaching the cottage. 
Indeed, as both the divines were men well gifted with words and lungs, and 

each fierce, ardent, and intolerant in defence of his own doctrine, prompt 
in the recollection of texts wherewith they battered each other without 
mercy, and deeply impressed with the importance of the subject of discus- 
sion, the noise of the debate betwixt them fell little short of that which 
might have attended an actual bodily conflict. 

Burley, scandalized at the disunion implied in this virulent strife of 
tongues, interposed between the disputants, and, by some general remarks 
on the unseasonableness of discord, a soothing address to the vanity of 
each party, and the exertion of the authority “which his services in ‘that 
day’s victory entitled him to assume, at length succeeded in prevailing upon 
them to adjourn farther discussion of the controversy. But although Ket- 
tledrummle and Poundtext were thus for the time silenced, they continued 
to eye each other like two dogs, who, having been separated by the autho- 
rity of their masters while fighting, have retreated, each beneath the chair 
of his owner, still watching each other’s motions, and indicating, by occa- 
sional growls, by the erected bristles of the back and ears, and by the red 
glance of the eye, that their discord is unappeased, and that they only 
wait the first opportunity afforded by any general movement or commotion 
in the company, to fly once more at each other’s throats. 

Balfour took advantage of the momentary pause to present to the council 
Mr. Henry Morton of Milnwood, as one touched with a sense of the evils 
of the times, and willing to peril goods and life in the precious cause for 
which his father, the renowned Silas Morton, had given in his time a soul- 
stirring testimony. Morton was instantly received with the right hand of 
fellowship by his ancient pastor, Poundtext, and by those among the insur- 
gents who supported the more moderate principles. The others muttered 
something about Erastianism, and reminded each other in whispers, that 
Silas Morton, once a stout and worthy servant of the Covenant, had been a 
backslider in the day when the resolutioners had led the way in owning the 
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wathority sf Charles Stuart, thereby making a gap whereat the presem 
tyrant was afterwards brought in, to the oppression both of Kirk and coun- 
try. They added, however, that, on this great day of calling, they would 
not refuse society with any who should put hand to the plough; and so 
Morton was installed in his office of leader and councillor, if not with the 
full approbation of his colleagues, at least without any formal or avowed 
dissent. They proceeded, on Burley’s motion, to divide among themselves 
the command of the men who had assembled, and whose numbers were 
daily increasing. In this partition the insurgents of Poundtext’s parish 
and congregation were naturally placed under the command of Morton; 
an arrangement mutually agreeable to both parties, as he was recommended 
to their confidence, as well by his personal qualities as having been born 
among them. 

When this task was accomplished, it became necessary to determine 
what use was to be made of their victory. Morton’s heart throbbed high 
when he heard the Tower of Tillietudlem named as one of the most impor- 
tant positions to be seized upon. It commanded, as we have often noticed, 
the pass between the more wild and the more fertile country, and must fur- 
nish, it was plausibly urged, a stronghold and place of rendezvous to the 
cavaliers and malignants of the distict, supposing the insurgents were to 
march onward and leave it uniz,ested. This measure was particularly 
urged as necessary by Poundtext and those of his immediate followers, 
whose habitations and families might be exposed to great severities, if this 
strong place were permitted to remain in possession of the royalists. 

“‘T opine,” said Poundtext,—-for, like the other divines of the period, 
he had no hesitation in offering his advice upon military matters, of which 
he was profoundly ignorant — “‘I opine that we should take in and raze 
that stronghold of the woman Lady Margaret Bellenden, even though we 
should build a fort and raise a mount against it; for the race is a rebellious 
and a bloody race, and their hand has been heavy on the children of the 
Covenant, both in the former and the latter times. Their hook hath been 
in our noses, and their bridle betwixt our jaws.” 

‘What are their means and men of defence?” said Burley. ‘“ The place 
is strong; but I cannot conceive that two women can make it good against 
a host.” 3 

“There is also,” said Poundtext, ‘‘ Harrison the steward, and John 
Gudyill, even the lady’s chief butler, who boasteth himself a man of war 
from his youth upward, and who spread the banner against the good cause 
with that man of Belial, James Grahame of Montrose.” 

“ Pshaw !” returned Burley, scornfully —“ a butler!” 

** Also, there is that ancient malignant,” replied Poundtext, ‘‘ Miles Bel- 
lenden of Charnwood, whose hands have been dipped in the blood of the 
saints.” 

“Tf that,” said Burley, ‘“‘be Miles Bellenden, the brother of Sir Arthur, 
he is one whose sword will not turn back from battle; but be must now be 
stricken in years.” 

“There was word in the country as I rode along,” said another of 
the council, “that so soon as they heard of the victory which had been 
given to us, they caused shut the gates of the tower, and called in men. 
— collected ammunition. They were ever a fierce and a malignant 
10use. 

“We will not, with my consent,” said Burley, “engage in a siege which 
may consume time. We must rush forward, and follow our advantage by 
occupying Glasgow; for I do not fear that the troops we have this day 
beaten, even with the assistance of my Lord Ross’s regiment, will jadge it 
safe to await our coming.” 

“ Howbeit,” said Poundtext, ‘we may display a banner hefore the Tu-wer, 
und blew a trumpet, and summon them to come forth. It may he thaé uhey 
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will give over the place into our mercy, though they be a rebellious people. 
And we will summon the women to come forth of their stronghold, that is, 
Lady Margaret Bellenden and her grand-daughter, and Jenny Dennison, 
which is a girl of an ensnaring eye, and the other maids, and we will give 
them a safe-conduct, and send them in peace to the city, even to the town 
of Edinburgh. But John Gudyill, and Hugh Harrison, and Miles Bellenden, 
we will restrain with fetters of iron, even as they, in times bypast, have 
done to the martyred saints.” 

“Who talks of safe-conduct and of peace?” said a shrill, broken, and 
overstrained voice, from the crowd. 

“‘Peace, brother Habakkuk,” said Macbriar, in a soothing tone, to the 
speaker. 

J] will not hold my peace,” reiterated the strange and unnatural voice ; 
“is this a time to speak of peace, when the earth quakes, and the moun- 
tains are rent, and the rivers are changed into blood, and the two-edged 
sword is drawn from the sheath to drink gore as if it were water, and 
devour flesh as the fire devours dry stubble?” 

While he spoke thus, the orator struggled forward to the inner part of 
the circle, and presented to Morton’s wondering eyes a figure worthy of 
such a voice and such language. The rags of a dress which had once been 
black, added to the tattered fragments of a shepherd’s plaid, composed a 
covering scarce fit for the purposes of decency, much less for those of 
warmth or comfort. A long beard, as white as snow, hung down on his 
breast, and mingled with bushy, uncombed, grizzled hair, which hung in 
elf-locks around his wild and staring visage. The features seemed to be 
extenuated by penury and famine, until they hardly retained the likeness 
of a human aspect. The eyes, grey, wild, and wandering, evidently beto- 
kened a bewildered imagination. He held in his hand a rusty sword, 
clotted with blood, as were his long lean hands, which were garnished at 
the extremity with nails like eagle’s claws. 

“In the name of Heaven, who is he?” said Morton, in a whisper to 
Poundtext, — surprised, shocked, and even startled, at this ghastly appari- 
tion, which looked more like the resurrection of some cannibal priest, or 
druid red from his human sacrifice, than like an earthly mortal. 

“It is Habakkuk Mucklewrath,” answered Poundtext, in the same tone, 
‘whom the enemy have long detained in captivity in forts and castles, until 
his understanding hath departed from him, and, as I fear, an evil demon 
hath possessed him. Nevertheless, our violent brethren will have it, that 
he speaketh of the spirit, and that they fructify by his pouring forth.” 

Here he was interrupted by Mucklewrath, who cried, in a voice that made 
the very beams of the roof quiver—‘‘ Who talks of peace and safe-conduct? 
who speaks of mercy to the bloody house of the malignants? I say, take 
the infants and dash them against the stones — take the daughters and the 
mothers of the house, and hurl them from the battlements of their trust, 
that the dogs may fatten on their blood as they did on that of Jezebel, the 
spouse of Ahab, and that their carcasses may be dung to the face of the field 
even in the portion of their fathers !” 

“He speaks right,” said more than one sullen voice from behind. ‘We 
will be honoured with little service in the great cause, if we already make 
fair weather with Heaven’s enemies.” 

“This is utter abomination and daring impiety,” said Morton, unable to 
sontain his indignation — “ What blessing can you expect in a cause, in 
which you listen to the mingled ravings of madness and atrocity ?” 

“Hush, young man!” said Kettledrummle, “and reserve thy censure for 
that for which thou canst render a reason. It is not for thee to judge inte 
what vessels the spirit may be poured.” 

“We judge of the tree by the fruit,” said Poundtext, “and allow not that 
to he of divine inspiration that contradicts the divine laws.” 
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“You forget, brother Poundtext,” said Macbriar, “that these are the 
latter days, when signs and wonders shall be multiplied.” 

Poundtext stood forward to reply; but, ere he could articulate a word, 
the insane preacher broke in with a scream that drowned all competition, 

‘Who talks of signs and wonders?) Am not I Habakkuk Mucklewrath, 
whose name is changed to Magor-Missabib, because I am made a terror 
unto myself and unto all that are around me? —I heard it—When did I 
hear it? —was it not in the Tower of the Bass, that overhangeth the wide 
wild sea ? —and it howled in the winds, and it roared in the billows, and it 
screamed, and it whistled, and it clanged, with the screams and the elang 
and the whistle of the sea-birds, as they floated, and flew, and dropped, and 
dived, on the bosom of the waters. I saw it—-Where did I see it? — was it 
not from the high peaks of Dumbarton, when I looked westward upon the 
fertile land, and northward on the wild Highland hills; when the clouds 
gathered and the tempest came, and the lightnings of heaven flashed in 
sheets as wide as the banners of an host ?—What did I see ?—Dead corpses 
and wounded horses, the rushing together of battle, and garments rolled in 
blood. —What heard I?— The voice that cried, Slay, slay — smite — slay 
utterly—let not your eye havé pity! slay utterly, old and young, the maiden, 
the child, and the woman whose head is grey !— Defile the house, and fill 
the courts with the slain |” is 

‘““We receive the command!” exclaimed more than one of the company. 
“Six days he hath not spoken nor broken bread, and now his tongue is 
unloosed: — We receive the command, —as he hath said, so will we do.” 

Astonished, disgusted, and horror-struck at what he had seen and heard, 
Morton turned away from the circle and left the cottage. He was followed 
by Burley, who had his eye on his motions. 

“Whither are you going?” said the latter, taking him by the arm. 

‘“‘ Anywhere, —I care not whither; but here I will abide no longer.” 

‘“* Art thou so soon weary, young man?” answered Burley. ‘Thy hand 
is but now put to the plough, and wouldst thou already abandon it? Is 
this thy adherence to the cause of thy father ?” 

‘No cause,” replied Morton, indignantly—‘*‘ no cause can prosper, so con- 
ducted. One party declares for the ravings of a bloodthirsty madman; 
another leader is an old scholastic pedant; a third’ — he stopped, and his 
companion continued the sentence—* Is a desperate homicide, thou wouldst 
say, like John Balfour of Burley ?—I can bear thy misconstruction without 
resentment. Thou dost not consider, that it is not men of sober and self- 
seeking minds, who arise in these days of wrath to execute judgment and 
to accomplish deliverance. Hadst thou but seen the armies of England, 
during her Parliament of 1640, whose ranks were filled with sectaries and 
enthusiasts, wilder than the anabaptists of Munster, thou wouldst have had 
more cause to marvel; and yet these men were unconquered on the field, 
and their hands wrought marvellous things for the liberties of the land.” 

“But their affairs,’ replied Morton, ‘were wisely conducted, and the 
violence of their zeal expended itself in their exhortations and sermons, 
without bringing divisions into their councils, or cruelty into their conduct. 
f have often heard my father say so, and protest, that he wondered at 
nothing so much as the contrast between the extravagance of their religious 
tenets, and the wisdom and moderation with which they conducted their 
civil and military affairs. But our councils seem all one wild chaos of 
confusion.” 

“Thou must have patience, Henry Morton,” answered Balfour; ‘thou 
must not leave the cause of thy religion and country either for one wild 
word, or one extravagant action. Hear me. I have already persuaded the 
wiser of our friends, that the councillors are too numerous, and that we 
cannot expect that the Midianites shall, by so large a number, be delivereu 
into our hands. They have hearkened to my voice, and our assemnliee 
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will be shortly reduced within such a number as can consult and act to 
gether; and in them thou shalt have a free voice, as well as in ordering our 
ailairs of war, and protecting those to whom mercy should be shown-—Art 
thou now satisfied ?” 

‘it will give me pleasure, doubtless,” answered Morton, “to be the 
means of softening the horrors of civil war; and I will not leave the post 
[ have taken, unless [ see measures adopted at which my conscience re- 
volts. But to no bloody executions after quarter asked, or slaughter with- 
out trial, will | lend countenance or sanction; and you may depend on my 
opposing them, with both heart and hand, as constantly and resolutely, if 
attempted by our own followers, as when they are the work of the enemy.” 

Balfour waved his hand impatiently. 

“Thou wilt find,” he said, ‘that the stubborn and hard-hearted genera- 
tion with whom we deal, must be chastised with scorpions ere their hearts 
be humbled, and ere they accept the punishment of their iniquity. The 
word is gone forth against them, ‘I will bring a sword upon you that shall 
avenge tie quarrel of my Covenant.’ But what is done shall be done 
gravely, and with discretion, like that of the worthy James Melvin, who 
executed judgment on the tyrant and oppressor, Cardinal Beaton.” 

‘1 own to you,” replied Morton, “that | feel still more abhorrent at cold- 
blooded and premeditated cruelty, than at that which is practised in the 
heat and zeal of resentment.” 

“Thou art yet but a youth,” replied Balfour, “and hast not learned how 
light in the balance are a few drops of blood in comparison to the weight 
and importance of this great national testimony. But be not afraid,—thy- 
self shali vote and judge in these matters; it may be we shail see little 
cause to strive tugether anent them.” 


With this concession Morton was compelled to be satisfied for the present; | - 


and Burley left him, advising him to le down and get some rest, as the 
host would probably move in the morning. 

“ And you,” answered Morton,—‘‘ do not you go to rest also ?” 

‘‘No,” said Burley; ‘“‘my eyes must not yet know slumber. This is no 
work to be done lightly. I have yet to perfect the choosing of the com- 
mittee of leaders, and I will call you by times in the morning, to be present 
at their consultation.” 

He turned away, and left Morton to his repose. 

The place in which he found himself was not ill adapted for the purpose, 
being a sheltered nook, beneath a large rock, well protected from the pre- 
vailing wind. <A quantity of moss, with which the ground was overspread, 
made a couch soft enough for one who had suffered so much hardship and 
anxiety. Morton wrapped himself in the horseman’s cloak which he had 
still retained, stretched himself on the ground, and had not long indulged 
in melancholy reflections on the state of the country and upon his own con- 
dition, ere he was relieved from them by deep and sound slumber. 

.The rest of the army slept on the ground, dispersed in groups, which 
chose their beds on the fields as they could best find shelter and conve- 
nience. A few of the principal leaders heid wakeful conference with Bur- 
ley on the state of their affairs, and some watchmen were appointed, whe 
<ept themselves on the alert by chanting psalms, or listening tc the exer 
‘ises of the more gifted of their number. 
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Chapter the Cueaty-Chirk. 


Got with much ease—now merrily to horse. 
Henry IV. Part I. 


Wirn the first peep of day Henry awoke, and found the faithful Cuddie’ 
standing beside him with a portmanteau in his hand. 

“T hae been just putting your honour’s things in readiness again ye 
rere waking,” said Cuddie, ‘as is my duty, seeing ye hae been sae gude 
as to tak me into your service.” 

“T take you into my service, Cuddie?” said Morton; “you must be 
dreaming.” 

“Na, na, stir,’ answered Cuddie; “‘didna I say, when I was tied on the 
horse yonder, that if ever ye gat loose I would be your servant, and ye 
didna say no? and if that isna hiring, I kenna what is. Ye gae me nae 
arles, indeed, but ye had gien me eneugh before at Milnwood.” 

‘Well, Cuddie, if you insist on taking the chance of my unprosperous 
fortunes”’ 

“Ou ay, I’se warrant us a’ prosper weel eneugh,” answered Cuddie, cheer- 
ingly, ‘an anes my auld mither was weel putten up. I hae begun the cam- 
paigning trade at an end that is easy eneugh to learn.” 

“ Pillaging, I suppose ?”’ said Morton, “for how else could you come by 
that portmanteau ?” 

“] wotna if it’s pillaging, or how ye ca’t,” said Ouddie; ‘but it comes 
natural to a body, and it’s a profitable trade. Our folk had tirled the dead 
dragoons as bare as bawbees before we were loose amaist. — But when I 
saw the Whigs a’ weel yokit by the lugs to Kettledrummle and the other 
chield, I set off at the lang trot on my ain errand and your honour’s. Sae 
I took up the syke a wee bit, away to the right, where I saw the marks 0’ 
mony a horse-foot, and sure eneugh I cam to a place where there had been 
some clean ieatherin’, and a’ the puir chields were lying there buskit wi’ 
their claes just as they had put them on that morning—naebody had found 
out that pose o’ carcages—and wha suld be in the midst thereof (as my 
mither says) but our auld acquaintance, Sergeant Bothwell?” 

‘‘ Ay! has that man fallen?” said Morton. 

“'Troth has he,’’ answered Cuddie ; ‘‘ and his een were open and his brow 
bent, and his teeth clenched thegither, like the jaws of a trap for foumarts 
when the spring’s doun—I was amaist feared to look at him; however; I 
thought to hae turn about wi’ him, and sae I e’en riped his pouches, as he 
had dune mony an honester man’s; and here’s your ain siller again (or 
your uncle’s, which is the same) that he got at Milnwood that unlucky 
night that made us a’ sodgers thegither.”’ 

“There can be no harm, Cuddie,” said Morton, ‘in making use of this 
money, since we know how he came by it; but you must divide with me.” 

“Bide a wee, bide a wee,” said Cuddie. ‘Weel, and there’s a bit ring 
he had hinging in a black ribbon doun on his breast. I am thinking it has 
been a love-token, puir fallow—there’s naebody sae rough but they hae aye 
a kind heart to the lasses —and there’s a book wi’ a wheen papers; and I 
got twa or three odd things, that Ill keep to mysell, forby.” 

“Upon my word, you have made a very successful foray for a begismer,” 

Said his new master. 

“Haena I e’en now?” said Cuddie, with great exvltation. “1 taald ye 
I wasna that dooms stupid, if it cam to lifting things. — And forby, J hae 
gotten twa gude horse. A feckless loun of a Straven weaver, that has left 
his loom and his bein house to sit skirling on a eauld hill-side, had*estehes 
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twa dragoon naigs, and he could neither gar them hup nor wind, sae he 
took a gowd noble for them baith—-I suld hae tried him wi’ half the siller, 
but it’s an unco ill place to get change in— Ye’ll find the siller’s missing 
out o’ Botlwell’s purse.” 

“You have made a most excellent and useful purchase, Cuddie ; — but 
what is that portmanteau ?” 

“The pockmantle?” answered Cuddie; ‘it was Lord Evandale’s yester- 
day, and it’s yours the day. I fand it ahint the bush o’ broom yonder - ~ 
Ilka dog has its day — Ye ken what the auld sang says, 


Take turn about, mither, quo ‘T'am o’ the Linn. 


And, speaking o’ that, I maun gang and see about my mither, puir auld 
body, if your honour hasna ony immediate commands.” 

‘“‘ But, Cuddie,” said Morton, ‘‘I really cannot take these things from you 
without some recompense.” 

“Hout fie, stir,” answered Cuddie, “ye suld aye be taking, —for re- 
compense, ye may think about that some other time—I hae seen gey 
weel to mysell wi’ some things that fit me better. What could I do wi’ 
Lord Evandale’s braw claes? Sergeant Bothwell’s will serve me weel 
sneugh.” ee 

Not being able to prevail on the self-constituted and disinterested follower 
to accept of anything for himself out of these warlike spoils, Morton re- 
solved to take the first opportunity of returning Lord Evandale’s property, 
supposing him yet to be alive; and, in the meanwhile, did not hesitate to 
avail himself of Cuddie’s prize, so far as to appropriate some changes of 
linen, and other trifling articles amongst those of more value which the 
portmanteau contained. 

He then hastily looked over the papers which were found in Bothwell’s 
pocket-book. These were of a miscellaneous description. The roll of his 
troop, with the names of those absent on furlough, memorandums of tavern 
bills, and lists of delinquents who might be made subjects of fine and per- 
secution, first presented themselves, along with a copy of a warrant from 
the Privy Council to arrest certain persons of distinction therein named. 
In another pocket of the book were one or two commissions which Bothwell 
had held at different times, and certificates of his services abroad, in which 
his courage and military talents were highly praised. But the most re- 
markable paper was an accurate account of his genealogy, with reference 
to many documents for establishment of its authenticity ; — subjoined was 
a list of the ample possessions of the forfeited Earls of Bothwell, and a 
particular account of the proportions in which King James VI. had be- 
stowed them on the courtiers and nobility, by whose descendants they were 
at present actually possessed; beneath this list was written, in red letters, 
in the hand of the deceased, Haud Immemor, F. S. E. B., the initials pro- 
bably intimating Francis Stewart, Earl of Bothwell. To these documents, 
which strongly painted the character and feelings of their deceased pro- 
prietor, were added some which showed him in a light greatly different 
from that in which we have hitherto presented him to the reader. 

In a secret pocket of the book, which Morton did not discover without 
some trouble, were one or two letters, written in a beautiful female hand. 
They were dated about twenty years back, bore no address, and were sub- 
scribed only by initials. Without having time to peruse them accurately, 
Morton perceived that they contained the elegant yet fond expressions of 
female affection directed towards an object whose jealousy they endeavoured 
to s- othe, and of whose hasty, suspicious, and impatient temper, the writer - 
seemed gently to complain. The ink of these manuscripts had faded by 
time, and, notwithstanding the great care which had obviously been taken 


for their preservation. they were in one or two places chafed so as to be 
‘Heoible ; 
a = 
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“Tt matters not,” (these words were written on the envelope of that which 
had suffered most), “‘{ have them by heart.” 

With these letters was a lock of hair wrapped in a copy of verses, written 
obviously with a feeling which atoned, in Morton’s opinion, for the rough- 
ness of the poetry, and the conceits with which it abounded, according te 
the taste of the period: 


Thy hue, dear pledge, is pure and bright, I had not wandered wild and bee, 
As in that well-remembered night, With such an angel for my guide I 
When first thy mystic braid was wove, ~ Nor heaven nor earth could then reprove me, 
And first my Agnes whispered love. If she had lived, und lived to love me. 
Since then, how often hast thou pressed Not then this world’s wild joys had been 
(he torrid zone of this wild breast, To me one savage hunting-scene, 
Whose wrath and hate have sworn to dwell My sole delight the headlong race, 
With the first sin which peopled hell! And frantic hurry of the chase, 
A breast whose blood’s a troubled ocean, _ To start. pursue. and bring to bay, 
Each throb the earthquake’s wild commotion ‘— Rush in, drag down, and rend my prey, 
O, if such clime thou canst endure, Then from the carcass turn away ; 
Yet keep thy hue unstained and pure, Mine ireful mood had sweetness tamed, 
What conquest o’er each erring thought And soothed each wound which pride inflamed ,— 
Ot that fierce realm had Agnes wrought ! Yes, God and man might now approve me, 


If thou hadst lived, and lived to leve me! 


As he finished reading these lines, Morton could not forbear reflecting 
with compassion on the fate of this singular and most unhappy being, who, 
it appeared, while in the lowest state of degradation, and almost of con- 
tempt, had his recollections continually fixed on the high station to which 
his birth seemed to entitle him; and, while plunged in gross licentiousness, 
was in secret looking back with bitter remorse to the period of his youth, 
during which he had nourished a virtuous, though unfortunate attachment. 

*“‘ Alas! what are we,” said Morton, ‘“ that our best and most praiseworthy 
feelings can be thus debased and depraved—that honourable pride can sink 
into haughty and desperate indifference for general opinion, and the sorrow 
of blighted affection inhabit the same bosom which licence, revenge, and 
rapine, have chosen for their citadel? But it is the same throughout: the 
liberal principles of one man sink into cold and unfeeling indifference: the 
religious zeal of another hurries him into frantic and savage enthusiasm. 
Our resolutions, our passions, are like the waves of the sea, and, without 
the aid of Him who formed the human breast, we cannot say to its tides, 
‘Thus far shall ye come, and no farther,’ ” 

While he thus moralized, he raised his eyes, and observed that Burley 
stood before him. 

“Already awake?” said that leader—“ It is well, and shows zeal to tread 
the path before you. What papers are these?” he continued. 

Morton gave him some brief account of Cuddie’s successful marauding 
party, and handed him the pocket-book of Bothwell, with its contents. The 
Cameronian leader looked with some attention on such of the papers as 
related to military affairs, or public business; but when he came to the 
verses, he threw them from him with contempt. 

“‘T little thought,” he said, ‘when, by the blessing of God, I passed my 
sword three times through the body of that arch tool of cruelty and perse- 
eution, that a character so desperate and so dangerous could have stooped 
to an art as trifling as it is profane. But I see that Satan can blend the 
most different qualities in his well-beloved and chosen agents, and that 
the same hand which can wicld a club or a slaughter-weapon against the 
godly in the vallcy of destruction, can touch a tinkling lute, or a gittern, 
— the ears of the dancing daughters of perdition in their Vanity 

air, 

“Your ideas of duty, then,” said Morton, “exclude love of the fine arts, 
which have been supposed in general to purify and to elevate the mind ?” 

“To me, young man,” answered Burley, “and to those who think as I 
do, the pleasures of this world, under whatever name disguised, are vanity, 
is its grandeur and power are a snare. We have but one object on earth, 
and that is to build up the temple of the Lord.” 

‘« have heard my father observe,” replied Morton, “that mary whs 
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assumed power in the name of Heaven, were as severe in its exe~ise, and 
as unwilling to part with it, as if they had been solely moved by the motives 
of worldly ambition — But of this another time. Have you succeeded in 
obtaining a committee of the council to be nominated ?” 

“T have,” answered Burley. ‘The number is limited to six, of which 
you are one, and I have come to call you to their deliberations.” 

Morton accompanied him to a sequestered grass-plot, where their col- 
Jeagues awaited them. In this delegation of authority, the two principal — 
factions which divided the tumultuary army had each taken care to send 
three of their own number. On the part of the Cameronians, were Burley, 
Macbriar, and Kettledrummle ; and on that of the moderate party, Pound-. 
text, Henry Morton, and a small proprietor called the Laird of Langeale. 
Thus the two parties were equally balanced by their representatives in the 
committee of management, although it seemed likely that those of the most. 
violent opinions were, as is usual in such cases, to possess and exert the 
greater degree of energy. Their debate, however, was conducted more 
like men of this world than could have been expected from their conduct 
on the preceding evening. After maturely considering their means and 
situation, and the probable increase of their numbers, they agreed that 
they would keep their position for that day, in order to refresh their men, 
and give time to reinforcements to join them, and that, on the next morning, 
they would direct their march towards Tillietudlem, and summon that 
stronghold, as they expressed it, of malignancy. If it was not surrendered 
to their summons, they resolved to try the effect of a brisk assault; and, 
should that miscarry, it was settled that they should leave a part of their 
number to blockade the place, and reduce it, if possible, by famine, while 
their main body should march forward to drive Claverhouse and Lord Ross 
from the town of Glasgow. Such was the determination of the council of 
management; and thus Morton’s first enterprise in active life was likely to 
be the attack of a castle belonging to the parent of his mistress, and defended 
by her relative, Major Bellenden, to whom he personally owed many obli- 
gations! He felt fully the embarrassment of his situation, yet consoled 
himself with the reflection, that his newly acquired power in the insurgent 
army would give him, at all events, the means of extending to the inmates 
of Tillietudlem a protection which no other circumstance could have afforded 
them ;—and he was not without hope that he might be able to mediate such 
an accommodation betwixt them and the presbyterian army, as should 
secure them a safe neutrality during the war which was about to ensue, 


Chapter the Gmenty- Fourth. 


There came a knight from the field of slain, 
His steed was drenched in blood and rain. 
FINLAY. 


WE must now return to the fortress of Tillietudlem and its inhabitants. 
The morning, being the first after the battle of Loudon-hill, had dawned 
upon its battlements, and the defenders had already resumed the labours 
by which they proposed to render the place tenable, when the watchman, 
who was placed in a high turret called the Warder’s Tower, gave the signal 
that a horseman was approaching. As he came nearer, his dress indicated 
an officer of the Life-Guards ; and the slowness of his horse’s pace, as well 
as the manner in which the rider stooped on the saddle-bow, plainly showed 
that he was sick or wounded. ‘The wicket was instantly opened to receive © 
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him, and Lord Evandale rode into the court-yard, so reduced by loss of 
blood, that he was unable to dismount without assistance. As he entered 
the hall, leaning upon a servant, the ladies shrieked with surprise and 
terror; for, pale as death, stained with blood, his regimentals soiled and 
torn, and his hair matted and disordered, he resembled rather a spectre 
than a human being. But their next exclamation was that of joy at his 
escape. 

"3 Wank God!” exclaimed Lady Margaret, “that you are here, and have 
escaped the hands of the bloodthirsty murderers who have cut off so many 
of the king’s loyal servants!” 

‘‘Thank God!” added Edith, “that you are here and in safety! We have 
dreaded the worst. But you are wounded, and I fear we have little the 
means of assisting you.” 

‘‘My wounds are only sword-cuts,’’ answered the young nobleman, as he 
reposed himself on a seat; ‘the pain is not worth mentioning, and I should 
not even feel exhausted but for the loss of blood. — But it was not my pur- 
pose to bring my weakness to add to your danger and distress, but to relieve 
them, if possible. What can I do for you ?—Permit me,” he added, address- 
ing Lady Margaret— “permit me to think and act as your son, my dear 
madam—as your brother, Edith !”’ 

He pronounced the last part of the sentence with some emphasis, as 
if he feared that the apprehension of his pretensions as a suitor might 
render his proffered services unacceptable to Miss Bellenden. She was 
not insensible to his delicacy, but there was no time for exchange of sen- 
timents. 

“We are preparing for our defence,” said the old lady with great dignity ; 
—‘‘my brother has taken charge of our garrison, and, by the grace of God, 
we will give the rebels such a reception as they deserve.” 

“How gladly,” said Evandale, ‘‘ would I share in the defence of the 
Castle! But in my present state, I should be but a burden to you — nay, 
something worse; for, the knowledge that an officer of the Life-Guards 
was in the Castle would be sufficient to make these rogues more despe- 
rately earnest to possess themselves of it. If they find it defended only by 
the family, they may possibly march on to Glasgow rather than hazard an 
assault.” 

‘‘And can you think so meanly of us, my lord,” said Edith, with the 
generous burst of feeling which woman so often evinces, and which becomes 
her so well— her voice faltering through eagerness, and her brow colouring 
with the noble warmth which dictated her language — “can you think so 
meanly of your friends, as that they would permit such considerations to 
interfere with their sheltering and protecting you at a moment when you are 
unable to defend yourself, and when the whole country is filled with the 
enemy? . Is there a cottage in Scotland whose owners would permit a valued 
friend to leave it in such circumstances? And can you think we will allow 
you to go from a castle which we hold to be strong enough for our own 
defence ?” 

‘Lord Evandale need never think of it,” said Lady Margaret. “TI will 
dress his wounds myself; it is all an old wife is fit for in war time; but 
to yuit the Castle of Tulietudlem when the sword of the enemy is drawn 
to slay him,—the meanest trooper that ever wore the king’s coat on 
his back should not do so, much less my young Lord Evandale.—Ours 
is not a house that ought to brook such dishonour. The Tower of 
Tillietudlem has been too much distinguished by the visit of his most 
sacred ”?—— 

Iiere she was interrupted by the entrance of the Major. 

“We have taken a prisoner, my dear uncle,” said Edith—‘“a wounded 
prisoner, and he wants to escape from us. You must help us to keep hir 
by force.” 
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‘Lord Evandale!” exclaimed the veteran. “I am as much pleased as 
when I got my first commission. eds ieee reported you were killed, er 
missing at least.” 

“YT should have been slain, but for a friend of yours,” said Lord Evan. 
dale, speaking with some emotion, and bending his eyes on the ground, 
as if he wished to avoid seeing the impression that what he was about to 
’ say would make upon Miss Bellenden. ‘I was unhorsed and defenceless, 
and the sword raised to dispatch me, when young Mr. Morton, the prisoner 
for whom you interested yourself yesterday morning, interposed in the most 
generous manner, preserved my life, and furnished me with the means of 
escaping.” 

As he ended the sentence, a painful curiosity overcame his first resolu- 
tion; he raised his eyes to Edith’s face, and imagined he could read in the 
glow of her cheek and the sparkle of her eye, joy at hearing of her lover’s 
safety and freedom, and triumph at his not having been left last in the race 
of generosity. Such, indeed, were her feelings; but they were also mingled 
with admiration of the ready frankness with which Lord Evandale had has- 
tened to bear witness to the merit of a favoured rival, and to acknowledge 
an obligation which, in all probability, he would rather have owed to any 
other individual in the world. . 

Major Bellenden, who would never have observed the emotions of either 
party, even had they been much more markedly expressed, contented him- 
self with saying, ‘Since Henry Morton has influence with these rascals, 
I am glad he has so exerted it; but I hope he will get clear of them as soon 
as he can. Indeed, I cannot doubt it. I know his principles, and that he 
detests their cant and hypocrisy. I have heard him laugh a thousand 
times at the pedantry of that old Presbyterian scoundrel, Poundtext, 
who, after enjoying the indulgence of the Government for so many years, 
has now, upon the very first ruffle, shown himself in his own proper 
colours, and set off, with three parts of his crop-eared congregation, to join 
the host of the fanatics — But how did you escape after leaving the field, 
my lord?” * 

“‘T rode for my life, as a recreant knight must,” answered Lord Evandale, 
smiling. ‘I took the route where | thought I had least chance of meeting 
with any of the enemy, and I found shelter for several hours— you will 
hardly guess where.” 

“At Castle Bracklan, perhaps,” said Lady Margaret, ‘or in the house of 
some other loyal gentleman ?” 

“No, madam. I was repulsed, under one mean pretext or another, from 
more than one house of that description, for fear of the enemy following my 
traces; but I found refuge in the cottage of a poor widow, whose husband 
had been shot within these three months by a party of our corps, and whose 
two sons are at this very moment with the insurgents.” 

“Indeed!” said Lady Margaret Bellenden; ‘and was a fanatic woman 
capable of such generosity? But she disapproved, I suppose, of the tenets 
of her family ?” ; 

“Far from it, madam,” continued the young nobleman; “she was in 
principle a rigid recusant, but she saw my danger and distress, considered 


me as a fellow-creature, and forgot that I was a cavalier and a soldier. _ 


She bound my wounds, and permitted me to rest upon her bed, concealed 
me from a party of the insurgents who were seeking for stragglers, sup- 
plied me with food, and did not suffer me to leave my place of refuge until 
she had learned that I had every chance of getting to this tower without 
danger.” 

“It was nobly done,” said Miss Bellenden; “and I trust you will have 
an opportunity of rewarding her generosity.” 

“7 am running up an arrear of obligation on all sides, Miss Bellenden, 
during these unfortunate occurrences.” replied Lord Evandale; “ but wher 
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I can attain the means of showing my gratitude, the will shall not be 
wanting.” oe el ; 

All now joined in pressing Ldérd Evandale to relinquish his intention 
»f leaving the Castle; but the argument of Major Bellenden proved the most 
effectual. 

‘Your presence in the Castle will be most useful, if not absolutely neces- 
sary, my lord, in order to maintain, by your authority, proper discipline 
among the fellows whom Claverhouse has left in garrison here, and who do 
not prove to be of the most orderly description of inmates; and, indeed, we 
have the Colonel’s authority, for that very purpose, to detain any officer of 
his regiment who might pass this way.” 

“That,” said Lord Evandale, ‘is an unanswerable argument, since it 
shows me that my residence here may be useful, even in my present disabled 
state.” . 

“For your wounds, my lord,” said the Major, “if my sister, ng 
Bellenden, will undertake to give battle to any feverish symptom, if such 
should appear, I will answer that my old campaigner, Gideon Pike, shall 
dress a flesh-wound with any of the incorporation of Barber-Surgeons. 
Me had enough of practice in Montrose’s time, for we had few regularly- 
bred army chirurgeons, as you may well suppose.— You agree to stay with 
us, then?” 

‘“‘My reasons for leaving the Castle,” said Lord Evandale, glancing a look 
towards Edith, ‘‘though they evidently seemed weighty, must needs give 
way to those which infer the power of serving you. MayI presume, Major, 
to inquire into the means and plan of defence which you have prepared? or 
san I attend you to examine the works ?” 

It did not escape Miss Bellenden, that Lord Evandale seemed much ex- 
hausted both in body and mind. ‘‘[ think, sir,” she said, addressing the 
Major, “that since Lord Evandale condescends to become an officer of our 
garrison, you should begin by rendering him amenable to your authority, | 
and ordering him to his apartment, that he may take some refreshment ere 
he enters on military discussions.” , 

“Kdith is right,” said the old lady; ‘‘ you must go instantly to bed, my 
lord, and take some febrifuge, which I will prepare with my own hand; and 
my lady-in-waiting, Mistress Martha Weddell, shall make some friar’s- 
chicken, or something very light; I would not advise wine.-—John Gudyill, 
let the housekeeper make ready the chamber of dais—Lord Evandale must 
lie down instantly. Pike will take off the dressings, and examine the state 
of the wounds.” : 

“These are melancholy preparations, madam,” said Lord Evandale, as he 
returned thanks to Lady Margaret, and was about to leave the hall; “ but 
I must submit to your ladyship’s directions, and I trust that your skill will 
s00n make me a more able defender of your Castle than I am at present. 
You must render my body serviceable as ‘soon as you can, for you have no 
use for my head while you have Major Bellenden.”’ 

With these words he left the apartment. 

“An excellent young man, and a modest,” said the Major. 

‘““None of that conceit,” said Lady Margaret, ‘that often makes young 
folk suppose they know better how their complaints should be treated than 

people that have had experience.” | 
_ “And so generous and handsome a young nobleman,” said Jenny Denni- 
son, who had entered during the latter part of this conversation, and was 
now left alone with her mistress in the hall,—the Major returning to his 
military cares, and Lady Margaret to her medical preparations. 

Edith only answered these encomiums with a sigh; but, although silent, 
she felt and knew better than any ene how much they were merited by the 
person on whom they were bestowed. Jenny, however, failed not to follow 
up her blow. eae 
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After a’, it’s true that my leddy says—there’s nae trusting a presby 

teriun ; they are a’ faithless man-sworn louns. Whae wad hae thought that 
oung Milnwood and Cuddie Headrigg wad hae taen on wi’ thae rebe 
lackguards ?” 

“What do you mean by such improbable nonsense, Jenny?” said her 
young mistress, very much displeased. 

“T ken it’s no pleasing for you to hear, madam,” answered Jenny, hardily. 
‘and it’s as little pleasant for me to tell; but as gude ye suld ken a’ about 
it sune as syne, for the haill Castle’s ringing wi’t.” 

“Ringing with what, Jenny? Have you a mind to drive me mad?” 
answered Edith, impatiently. 

“ Just that Henry Morton of Milnwood is out wi’ the rebels, and ane 0” 
their chief leaders.” 

“Tt is a falsehood !” said Edith — “‘a most base calumny! and you are 
very bold to dare to repeat it té}me. .Henry Morton is incapable of such 
treachery to his king and counts cruelty to me—to—to all the inno- 
cent and defenceless victims, I nrean, who must suffer in a civil war—l tell 
you he is utterly incapable of it, in every sense.” 

“Dear! dear! Miss Edith,” replied Jenny, still constant to her text, 
“they maun be better acquainted wi’ young men than I am, or ever wish 
to be, that can tell preceesely what they’re capable or no capable o’. But 
there has been Trooper Tam and another chield, out in bonnets and grey 

laids, like countrymen, to recon—reconnoitre—I think John Gudyill ca’d 
it; and they hae been amang the rebels, and brought back word that they 
had seen young Milnwood mounted on ane o’ the dragoon horses that was 
taen at Loudon-hill, armed wi’ swords and pistols, like wha but him, and 
hand and glove wi’ the foremost o’ them, and dreeling and commanding the 
men; and Cuddie at the heels o’ him, in ane 0’ Sergeant Bothwell’s laced 
waistcoats, and a cockit hat with a bab o’ blue ribbands at it for the auld 
_ cause 0’ the Covenant, (but Cuddie aye liked a blue ribband), and a ruffled 


~. park, like ony lord o’ the land—it sets the like o’ him, indeed !”” 


“Jenny,” said her young mistress hastily, “it is impossible these men’s 
report can be true; my uncle has heard nothing of it at this instant.” 

“‘ Because Tam Halliday,” answered the handmaiden, ‘“ came in just five 
minutes after Lord Evandale; and when he heard his lordship was in the 
Castle, he swore (the profane loon!) he would be d—d ere he would make 
report, as he ca’d it, of his news to Major Bellenden, since there was an 
officer of his ain regiment in the garrison. Sae he wad have said naething 
till Lord Evandale wakened the next morning; only he tauld me about it” 
(here Jenny looked a little down), “just to vex me about Cuddie.” 

“ Poh! you silly girl,” said Edith, assuming some courage—‘it is alla 
trick of that fellow to teaze you.” 

“Na, madam, it canna be that, for John Gudyill took the other dragoon 
(he’s an auld hard-favoured man, I wotna his name) into the cellar, and gae 
him a tass 0’ brandy to get the news out o’ him, and he said just the same 
as Tam Halliday, word for word; and Mr. Gudyill was in sic a rage, that 
he tauld it a’ ower again to us, and says the haill rebellion is owing to the 
nonsense 0’ my Leddy and the Major, and Lord Evandale, that begged off 
young Milnwood and Cuddie yesterday morning, for that, if they had suf- 
fered, the country wad hae been quiet—and troth I am muckle o’ that 
opinion mysell.” 7 

This last commentary Jenny added to her tale, in resentment/of her mis: 
tress’s extreme and obstinate incredulity. She was instantly alarmed, how- 
ever, by the effect which her news produced upon her young lady—an effect 
rendered doubly violent by the High-church principles and prejudices in 
which Miss Bellenden had been educated. ILer complexion became as pale 
as a corpse—her respiration so difficult; that it was on the point of altogether 
failing her-—and her limbs so incapable of supporting her, that she sunk, 
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rather than sat, down upon one of the seats in the hall, and seemed on the 
eve of fainting. Jenny tried cold water, burnt feathers, cutting of laces, 
and all other remedies usual in hysterical cases, but without any immediate 
effect. 

“God forgie me! what hae I done?” said the repentant fille-de-chambre. 
“JT wish my tongue had been cuttit out !—Wha wad hae thought o’ her 
taking on that way, and a’ for a young lad?—O, Miss Hdith! dear Miss 
Edith! haud your heart up about it—it’s maybe no true for a’ that I liae 
said—O, I wish my mouth had been blistered] A’body tells me nry tongue 
will do me a mischief some day. What if my Leddy comes? or the Major? 
—-and she’s sitting in the throne, too, that naebody has sate im since that 
weary morning the King was here! —O! what will Ido? ©, what will 
Hecome o’ us?” 

While Jenny Dennison thus lamented herself and her mistress, Edith 
slowly returned from the paroxysm into which she had been thrown by this 
unexpected intelligence.—“ If he had been unfortunate,” she said, “ I never 
would have deserted him—I never did so, even when there was danger and 
disgrace in pleading his cause. If he had died, I would have mourned him 
—if he had been unfaithful, I would have forgiven him; but a rebel to his 
King—a traitor to his country—the associate and colleague of eut-throats 
and common stabbers—the persecutor of all that is noble—the professed 
and blasphemous enemy of all that is sacred—I will tear him from my 
heart, if my life-blood should ebb in the effort !”’ 

She wiped her eyes, and rose hastily from the great chair for throne, as 
Lady Margaret used to call it), while the terrified damsel hastened to shake 
up the cushion, and efface the appearance of any one having occupied that 
sacred seat; although King Charles himself, considering the youth and 
beauty, as well as the affliction of the momentary usurper of his hallowed 
chair, would probably have thought very little of the profanation. She then 
hastened officiously to press her support on Edith, as she paced the hall, 
apparently in deep meditation.—‘* Tak my arm, madam ; better just tak my 
arm; sorrow maun hae its vent, and doubtless’”’— 

“No, Jenny,” said Edith, with firmness; “you have seen my weakness, 
and you shall see my strength.” 

‘‘But ye leaned on me the other morning, Miss Edith, when ye were sae 
sair grieved.” 

‘“‘ Misplaced and erring affection may require support, Jenny — duty can 
support itself. Yet I will do nothing rashly ;—I will be aware of thé reasons 
of his conduct—and then—cas*, him off for ever,” was the firm and deter- 
mined answer of her young lad, . 

Overawed by a manner of which she could neither conceive the motive, nor 
estimate the merit, Jenny muttered between her teeth, ‘‘ Od, when the first 
flight’s ower, Miss Edith taks it a3 easy as I do, and muckle easier, and I’m 
sure I ne’er cared half sae muckle about Cuddie Headrigg as she did about 
young Milnwood. Forby that, it’s maybe as weel to hae a friend on baith 
sides ; for if the whigs suld come to tak the Castle, as it’s ike they may, 
when there’s sae little victual, and the dragoons wasting what’s o’t,—ou, in 
that case, Milnwood and Cuddie wad hae the upper hand, and their friend- 
ship wad be worth siller — I was thinking sae this morning or I heard the 
news.’ é 

With this consolatory reflection the damsel went about her usual occupa- 
tions, leaving her mistress to school her mind as she best might, for eradi- 
oe the sentiments which she had hitherto entertained towards Heury 
Morton, 
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Chapter the Cwenty-fFitth. 


Once more into the breach, dear friends, once more! 
Henry Y. 


in the evening of this day, all the information which they could procure 
led them to expect that the insurgent army would be with early dawn on 
their march against Tillietudlem. Lord Evandale’s wounds had been ex- 
amined by Pike, who reported them in a very promising state. They were 
numerous but none of any consequence ; and the loss of blood, as much per 
haps as the boasted specific of Lady Margaret, had prevented any tendency 
to fever ; so that, notwithstanding he felt some pain and great weakness, 
the patient maintained that he was able to creep about with the assistance 
of a stick. In these circumstances he refused to be confined to his apart- 
ment, both that he might encourage the soldiers by his presence, and suggest 
any necessary addition to the plan of defence, which the Major might be 
supposed to have arranged upon something of an antiquated fashion of war- 
fare.—Lord Evandale was well qualified to give advice on such subjects, 
having served, during his early youth, both in France and in the Low 
Countries. There was little or no occasion, however, for altering the prepa- 
rations already made; and excepting on the article of provisions, there 
seemed no reason to fear for the defence of so strong a place against such 
assailants as those by whom it was threatened. 

With the peep of day, Lord Evandale and Major Bellenden were on the 
battlements again, viewing and re-viewing the state of their preparations, 
and anxiously expecting the approach of the enemy. I ought to observe, 
that the report of the spies had now been regularly made and received ; 
but the Major treated the report that Morton was in arms against the 
Government with the most scornful incredulity. 

‘*] know the lad better,’ was the only reply he deigned to‘ make ; — “‘ the 
fellows have not dared to venture near enough, and have been deceived by 
some fanciful resemblance, or have picked up some story.” 

**T differ from you, Major,” answered Lord Evandale; ‘I think you will 
see that young gentleman at the head of the insurgents; and, though I 
shall be heartily sorry for it, I shall not be greatly surprised.” 

“You are as bad as Claverhouse,” said the Major, ‘“‘ who contended yes- 
terday morning down my very throat, that this young fellow, who is as 
high-spirited and gentleman-like a boy as I have ever known, wanted but 
an opportunity to place himself at the head of the rebels.” 

“And considering the usage which he has received, and the suspicions 
under which he lies,” said Lord Evandale, ‘‘ what other course is open to 
him? For my own part, I should hardly know whether he deserved most 
blame or pity.” . 

“Blame, my lord! — Pity!” echoed the Major, astonished at hearing 
such sentiments: ‘‘he would deserve to be hanged, that’s all; and, were 
he my own son, I should see him strung up with pleasure— Blame, indeed ! 
But your lordship cannot think as you are pleased to speak ?” 

“‘] give you my honour, Major Bellenden, that I have been for some time 
of opinion, that our politicians and prelates have driven matters to a pain- 
tul extremity in this country, and have alienated, by violence of various 
kinds, not only the lower classes, but all those in the upper ranks, whom 
strony party-feeling, or a desire of court-interest, does not attach to their 
standard.” 

“I am no politician,” answered the Major, ‘‘and I do not understand 
tice distinctions. My sword is the King’s, and when he commands, I draw 
it in his cause.” 
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“J ¢rust,’’ replied the young lord, ‘‘ you will not find me more backward 
than yourself, though I heartily wish that the enemy were foreigners. It 
is, however, no time to debate that matter, for yonder they come, and we 
must defend ourselves as well as we can.” 

As Lord Evandale spoke, the van of the insurgents began to make their 
appearance on the road which crossed the top of the hill, and thence de- 
scended opposite to the Tower. They did not, however, move downwards, 
jas if aware that, in doing so, their columns would be exposed to the fire of 
‘the artillery of the place. But their numbers, which at first seemed few 
appeared presently so to deepen and concentrate themselves, that, judging 
of the masses which occupied the road behind the hill from the closeness of 
the front which they presented on the top of it, their force appeared very 
considerable. There was a pause of anxiety on both sides; and, while the 
unsteady ranks of the Covenanters were agitated, as if by pressure behind, 
or uncertainty as to their next movement, their arms, picturesque from 
their variety, glanced in the morning sun, whose beams were reflected from 
a grove of pikes, muskets, halberds, and battle-axes. The armed mass 
occupied, for a few minutes, this fluctuating position, until three or four 
horsemen, who seemed to be leaders, advanced from the front, and occupied 
the height a little nearer to the Castle. John Gudyill, who was not with- 
out some skill as an artillery-man, brought a gun to bear on this detached 

roup. 

“ll flee the faleon’” —(so the small cannon was called)—‘“ I'll flee the 
falcon whene’er your honour gies command; my certie she’ll ruffle their 
feathers for them |” 

The Major looked at Lord Evandale. 

‘Stay a moment,” said the young nobleman;— ‘they send us a flag 
of truce.” 

In fact, one of the horsemen at that moment dismounted, and, display- 
ing a white cloth on a pike, moved forward towards the Tower, while the 
Major and Lord Evandale, descending from the battlement of the main 
fortress, advanced to meet him as far as the barricade, judging it unwise to 
admit him within the precincts which they designed to defend. At the 
same time that the ambassador set forth, the group of horsemen, as if they 
had anticipated the preparations of John Gudyill for their annoyance, with- 
drew from the advanced station which they had occupied, and fell back to 
the main body. 

The envoy of the Covenanters, to judge by his mien and manner seemed 
fully imbued with that spiritual pride which distinguished his sect. His 
features were drawn up to a contemptuous primness, and his half-shut eyes 
seemed to scorn to look upon the terrestrial objects around, while, at every 
solemn stride, his toes were pointed outwards with an air that appeared to 
despise the ground on which they trode. Lord Evandale could not suppress 
a smile at this singular figure. 

“Did you ever,” said he to Major Bellenden, ‘“‘see such an absurd 
automaton? One would swear it moves upon springs—Can it speak, 
think you?” , 

““O, ay,” said the Major; “that seems to be one of my old acquaintance, 
a genuine puritan of the right pharisaical leaven.—Stay—he coughs and 
hems; he is about to summon the Castle with the butt-end of a sermon, 
instead of a parley on the trumpet.” 

The veteran, who in his day had had many an opportunity to become 
acquainted with the manners of these religionists, was not far mistaken in 
his conjecture; only that, instead of a prose exordium, the Laird of Laug 
cale—for it was no less a personage—uplifted, with a Stentorian voice, a 
yerse of the twenty-fourth Psalm: 


“Ye gates, lift up your heads! ye doors, 
Doors that do last for aye, 
Be lifted up”— 
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““T told yoa so,” said the Major to Evandale, —and then presented him- 
self at the entrance of the barricade, demanding to know for what purposa 
or intent he made that doleful noise, like a hog in a high wind, beneath the 
gates of the Castle. 

‘““T come,” replied the ambassador in a high and shrill voice, and withuut 
any of the usual salutations or deferences — “‘I come from the godly army 
of the Solemn League and Covenant, to speak with two carnal malignants, 
William Maxwell, called Lord Evandale, and Miles Bellenden of Charn- 
wood.” 

““And what have you to say to Miles Bellenden and Lord Evandale ?” 
answered the Major. . 

“‘ Are you the parties?” said the Laird of Langcale, in the same sharp 
conceited, disrespectful tone of voice. 

«Even so, for fault of better,” said the Major. 

“Then there is the public summons,” said the envoy, putting a paper 
into Lord Kvandale’s hand, “and there is a private letter for Miles Bellen- 
den from a godly youth, who is honoured with leading a part of our host. 
Read them quickly, and God give you grace to fructify by the contents, 
‘though it is muckle to be doubted.” 

The summons ran thus: ‘“‘ We, the named and constituted leaders of the 
gentlemen, ministers, and others, presently in arms for the cause of liberty 
and true religion, do warn and summon William Lord Evandale and Miles 
Bellenden of Charnwood, and others presently in arms, and keeping gar- 
rison in the Tower of Tillietudlem, to surrender the said Tower upon fair 
couditions of quarter, and licence to depart with bag and baggage, other- 
wise to suffer such extremity of fire and sword as belong by the laws of 
war to those who hold out an untenable post. And so may God defend his 
own good cause !”’ 

This summons was signed by John Balfour of Burley, as quarter-master- 
general of the army of the Covenant, for himself, and in the name of the 
other leaders. 

The letter to Major Bellenden was from Henry Morton. It was couched 
in the following language: 


“‘T have taken a step, my venerable friend, which, among many painful 
consequences, will, I am afraid, incur your very decided disapprobation. 
But I have taken my resolution in honour and good faith, and with the 
full approval of my own conscience. I can no longer submit to have my 
own rights and those of my fellow-subjects trampled upon, our freedom vio- 
lated, our persons insulted, and our blood spilt, without just cause or legal 
trial. Providence, through the violence of the oppressors themselves, seems 
now to have opened a way of deliverance from this intolerable tyranny, and 
I do not hold him deserving of the name and rights of a freeman, who, 
thinking as Ido, shall withhold his arm from the cause of his country. But 
God, who knows my heart, be my witness, that I do not share the angry or 
violent passions of the oppressed and harassed sufferers with whom I am 
now acting. My most earnest and anxious desire is, to see this unnatural 
war brought to a speedy end, by the union of the good, wise, and moderate 
of all parties, and a peace restored, which, without injury to the King’s 
constitutional rights, may substitute the authority of equal laws to that of 
military violence, and, permitting to all men to worship God.saccording to 
their own consciences, may subdue fanatical enthusiasm by reason and mild- 
ness, instead of driving it to frenzy by persecution and intolerance. 

“With these sentiments, you may conceive with what pain I appear ia 
arms before the house of your venerable relative, which we understand you 
propose to hold out against us. Permit me to press upon you the assurance, 
that such a measure will only lead to the effusion of blood—that, if repulsed 
in the assault, we are yet strong enough to invest the place, and reduce if 
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by hunger, being aware of your indifferent preparations to sustain a pro 
tracted siege. It would grieve me to the heart to think what would be the 
sufferings in such a case, and upon whom they would chiefly fall. 

‘Do not suppose, my respected friend, that I would propose to you any 
terms which could compromise the high and honourable character which 
you have so deservedly won, and so long borne. If the regular soldiers (to 
whom I will ensure a safe retreat) are dismissed from the place, I trust no 
more will be required than your parole to remain neuter during this unhappy 
contest; and I will take care that Lady Margaret’s property, as well as 
yours, shall be duly respected, and no garrison intruded upon you. I could 
say much in favour of this proposal; but I fear, as I must in the present 
instance appear criminal in your eyes, good arguments would lose their 
influence when coming from an unwelcome quarter. I will, therefore, break 
off with assuring you, that whatever your sentiments may be hereafter 
towards me, my sense of gratitude to you can never be diminished or 
erased; and it would be the happiest moment of my life that should give 
me more effectual means than mere words to assure you of it. Therefore, 
although in the first moment of resentment you may reject the proposal I 
make to you, let not that prevent you from resuming the topic, if future 
events should render it more acceptable ; for whenever, or howsoever I can 
be of service to you, it will always afford the greatest satisfaction to 

‘“‘ Henry Morton.” 


Ilaving read this long letter with the most marked indignation, Major 
Bellenden put it into the hands of Lord Evandale. 

‘“‘T would not have believed this,” he said, “‘of Henry Morton, if half 
mankind had sworn it! The ungrateful, rebeltious traitor!—rebellious in 
cold blood, and without even the pretext of enthusiasm, that warms the 
liver of such a crack-brained fop as our friend the envoy there. But I 
should have remembered he was a presbyterian—I ought to have been aware 
that I was nursing a wolf-cub, whose diabolical nature would make him 
tear and snatch at me on the first opportunity. Were Saint Paul on earth 
again, and a presbyterian, he would be a rebel in three months—it is in the 
very blood of them.” 

“Well,” said Lord Evandale, ‘‘ I will be the last to recommend surrender ; 
but if our provisions fail, and we receive no relief from Edinburgh or Glas- 
gow, I think we ought to avail ourselves of this opening, to get the ladies, 
at least, safe out of the Castle.” 

“They will endure all, ere they would accept the protection of such a 
smooth-tongued hypocrite,” answered the Major indignantly; “I would 
renounce them for relatives, were it otherwise. But let us dismiss the worthy 
ambassador.—My friend,” he said, turning to Langeale, “tell your leaders, 
and the mob they have gathered yonder, that if they have not a particular 
opinion of the hardness of their own skulls, I would advise them to beware 
how they knock them against these old walls. And let them send no more 
flags of truce, or we will hang up the messenger in retaliation of the murder 
of Cornet Grahame.” 

With this answer the ambassador returned to those by whom he had been 
sent. He had no sooner reached the main body, than a murmur was heard 
amongst the multitude, and there was raised in front of their ranks an ample 
red flag, the borders of which were edged with blue. As this signal of war 
and defiance spread out its large folds upon the morning wind, the ancient 
banner of Lady Margaret’s family, together with the royal ensign, were 
immediately hoisted on the walls of the Tower, and at the same time, a 
round of artillery was discharged against the foremost ranks of the insur- 
gents, by which they sustained some loss. Their leaders instantly with Jrew 
them to the shelter of the brow of the hill. 

“TI think,” said John Gudyill, while he busied himself in re-cbarging his 
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guns, “ they hae fund the falcon’s neb a bit ower hard for them —-It’s no for 
nought that the hawk whistles.” 

But as he uttered these words, the ridge was once more crowded with the 
ranks of the enemy. A general discharge of their fire-arms was directed 
against the defenders upon the battlements. Under cover of the smoke, a 
column of picked men rushed down the road with determined courage, and, 
sustaining with firmness a heavy fire from the garrison, they forced their 
way, in spite of opposition, to the first barricade by which the avenue was 
defended. ‘They were led on by Balfour in person, who displayed courage 
equal to his enthusiasm; and, in spite of every opposition, forced the bar- 
ricade, killing and wounding several of the defenders, and compelling the 
rest to retreat to their second position. The precautions, however, of Major 
Bellenden rendered this success unavailing; for no sooner were the Cove- 
nanters in possession of the post, than a close and destructive fire was poured 
into it from the Castle, and from those stations which commanded it in the 
rear. Having no means of protecting themselves from this fire, or of return- 
ing it with effect against men who were under cover of their barricades and 
defences, the Covenanters were obliged to retreat; but not until they had 
with their axes destroyed the stockade, so as to render it impossible for the 
defenders to re-occupy it. 

Balfour was the last man that retired. He even remained for a short 
space almost alone, with an axe in his hand, labouring like a pioneer amid 
the storm of balls, many of which were specially aimed against him. The 
retreat of the party he commanded was not effected without heavy loss, and 
served as a severe lesson concerning the local advantages. possessed by the 
garrison. 

The next attack of the Covenanters was made with more caution. A 
strong party of marksmen (many of them competitors at the game of popin- 
jay), under the command of Henry Morton, glided through the woods where 
they afforded them the best shelter, and, avoidin g the open road, endeavoured, 
by forcing their way through the bushes and trees, and up the rocks which 
surrounded it on either side, to gain a position from which, without being 
exposed in an intolerable degree, they might annoy the flank of the second 
barricade, while it was menaced in front by a second attack from Burley. 
The besieged saw the danger of this movement, and endeavoured to impede 
the approach of the marksmen, by firing upon them at every point where 
they showed themselves. ‘The assailants, on the other hand, displayed great 
coolness, spirit, and judgment, in the manner in which they approached the 
defences. ‘This was in a great measure to be ascribed to the steady and 
adroit manner in which they were conducted by their youthful leader, who 
showed as much skill in protecting his own followers as spirit in annoying 
the enemy. 

He repeatedly enjoined his marksmen to direct their aim chiefly upon the 
red-coats, and to save the others engaged in the defence of the Castle ; and, 
above all, to spare the life of the old Major, whose anxiety made him more 
than once expose himself in a manner, that, without such generosity on the 
part of the enemy, might have. proved fatal. A dropping fire of musketry 
now glanced from every part of the precipitous mount on which the Castle 
was founded. From bush to bush— from crag to crag —from tree to tree, 
the marksmen continued to advance, availing themsely es of branches and 
roots to assist their ascent, and contending at once with the disadvantages 
of the ground and the fire of the enemy. At length they got so high on the 
ascent, that several of them possessed an opportunity of firing into the 
oarricade against the defenders, who then lay exposed to their aim, and 
eurley, profiting by the confusion of the mement, movea forward to the 
attack in front. His onset was made with the same desperation and fury 
as hefore, and met with less resistance, the defenders being alarmed at the 
progress which the sharp-shooters had made in turning the flank of their 
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osition. Determined to improve his advantage, Burley, with his axe ia 
ee hand, pursued the party whom he had dislodged even to the thiré and 
last barricade, and entered it along with them. 

“Kill! kill! down with the enemies of God and his people! -—— No quar- 
ter! — The Castle is ours!’ were the cries by which he animated his friends, 
the most undaunted of whom followed him close, whilst the others, with 
axes, spades, and other implements, threw up earth, cut down trees, hastily 
iabouring to establish such a defensive cover in the rear of the second bar- 
ricade as might enable them to retain possession of it, im case the Castle 
was not carried by this coup-de-main. 

Lord Evandale could no longer restrain his impatience. He charged 
with a few soldiers who had been kept in reserve in the court-yard of the 
Castle; and although his arm was in a sling, encouraged them, by voice 
and gesture, to assist their companions who were engaged with Burley. 
The combat now assumed an air of desperation. The narrow road was 
crowded with the followers of Burley, who pressed forward to support 
their companions. The soldiers, animated by the voice and presence of 
Lord Evandale, fought with fury, their small numbers being in some mea- 
sure compensated by their greater skill, and by their possessing the upper 
ground, which they defended desperately with pikes und halberts, as well 
as with the butts of the carabines and their broadswords. Those within the 
Castle endeavoured to assist their companions, whenever they could so level 
their guns as to fire upon the enemy without endangering their friends. 
The sharp-shooters, dispersed around, were firing insessantly on each object 
that was exposed upon the battlement. The Castle was enveloped with 
smoke, and the rocks rang to the cries of the combatants. In the midst of 
this scene of confusion, a singular accident had nearly given the besiegers 
possession of the fortress. 

Cuddie Headrigg, who had advanced among the marksmen, being well 
acquainted with every rock and bush in the vicinity of the Castle, where 
he had so often gathered nuts with Jenny Dennison, was enabled, by such 
local knowledge, to advance farther, and with less danger, than most of 
his companions, excepting some three or four who had followed him close. 
Now Cuddie, though a brave enough fellow upon the whole, was by no 
means fond of danger, either for its own sake, or for that of the glory which 
attends it. In his advance, therefore, he had not, as the phrase goes, taken 
the bull by the horns, or advanced in front of the enemy’s fire. On the 
contrary, he had edged gradually away from the scene of action, and turn-- 
ing his line of ascent rather to the left, had pursued it until it brought him 
under a front of the Castle different from that before which the parties 
were engaged, and to which the defenders had given no attention, trusting 
to the steepness of the precipice. ‘There was, however, on this point, a 
certain window belonging to a certain pantry, and communicating with a 
certain yew-tree, which grew out of a steep cleft of the rock, being the very 
pass through which Goose Gibbie was smuggled out of the Castle in order 
to carry Edith’s express to Charnwood, and which had probably, in its day, 
been used for other contraband purposes. Cuddie, resting upon the butt 
of his gun, and looking up at this window, observed to one of his com- 
“ana — ‘“'There’s a place I ken weel; mony a time I hae helped Jenny 

ennison out 0’ the winnock, forby creeping in whiles mysell to get some 
daffin at c’en after the pleugh was loosed.” 

‘“‘ And what’s to hinder us to creep in just now?” said the other, who was 
a smart enterprising young fellow. 

““There’s no muckle to hinder us, an that were a’,” answered Cuddie; 
“but what were we to do neist ?” 

“We'll take the Castle,” cried the other; “here are five or six 0’ us, and 
a’ the sodgers are engaged at the gate.” 


“Come awa wi’ you, then,” said Cuddie; “ but mind, deil a finger ye 
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maun lay on Lady Margaret, or Miss Edith, or the auld Major, or, aboon a’, 
on Jenny Dennison, or onybody but the sodgers—cut and quarter amang 
them as ye like, I carena.” 

“« Ay, ay,” said the other; “let us once in, and we will make our ain 
terms with them a’.”” 

Gingerly, and as if treading upon eggs, Cuddie began to ascend the well- 
known pass, not very willingly; for, besides that he was something appre- 
hensive of the reception he might meet with in the inside, his conscience 
insisted that he was making but a shabby requital for Lady Margaret’s 
former favours and protection. He got up, however, into the yew-tree, 
followed by his companions, one after another. The window was small, 
and had been secured by stancheons of iron; but these had been long worn 
away by time, or forced out by the domestics to possess a free passage for 
their own occasional convenience. Entrance was therefore easy, providing 
there was no one in the pantry—a point which Cuddie endeavoured to dis- 
cover before he made the final and perilous step. While his companions, 
therefore, were urging and threatening him behind, and he was hesitating 
and stretching his neck to look into the apartment, his head became visible 
to Jenny Dennison, who had ensconced herself in said pantry as the safest 
place in which to wait the issue of the assault. So soon as this object of 
terror caught her eye, she set up a hysteric scream, flew to the adjacent 
kitchen, and in the desperate agony of fear, seized on a pot of kail-brose 
which she herself had hung on the fire before the combat began, having — 
promised to Tam Halliday to prepare his breakfast for him. Thus burdened, 
she returned to the window of the pantry, and still exclaiming, ‘ Murder | 
murder !— we are a’ harried and ravished!—the Castle’s taen!—tak it 
amang ye!” she discharged the whole scalding contents of the pot, accom- 

anied with a dismal yell, upon the person of the unfortunate Cuddie. 

lowever welcome the mess might have been, if Cuddie and it had become 
acquainted in a regular manner, the effects, as administered by Jenny, 
would probably have cured him of soldiering for ever, had he been looking 
upwards when it was thrown upon him. But, fortunately for our man of 
war, he had taken the alarm upon Jenny’s first scream, and was in the act 
of looking down, expostulating with his comrades, who impeded the retreat 
which he was anxious to commence; so that the steel cap and buff coat 
which formerly belonged to Sergeant Bothwell, being garments of an ex- 
cellent endurance, protected his person against the greater part of the 
scalding brose. Enough, however, reached him to annoy him severely, so 
that in the pain and surprise he jumped hastily out of the tree, oversetting 
his followers, to the manifest danger of their limbs, and, without listening 
to arguments, entreaties, or authority, made the best of his way by the 
most safe road to the main body of the army whereunto he belonged, and 
could neither by threats nor persuasion be prevailed upon to return to the 
attack. 

As for Jenny, when she had thus conferred upon one admirer’s outward 
man the viands which her fair hands had so lately been in the act of pre- 
paring for the stomach of another, she continued her song of alarm, running 
@ screaming division upon all those crimes, which the lawyers call the four 
pleas of the crown, namely, murder, fire, rape, and robbery. These hideous 
exclamations gave so much alarm, and created such confusion within the 
Castle, that Major Bellenden and Lord Evandale judged it best to draw off 
from the conflict without the gates, and, abandoning to the enemy all the 
exterior defences of the avenue, confine themselves to the Castle itself, for 
fear of its being surprised on some unguarded point. Their retreat was 
nniuolested; for the panic of Cuddie and his companions had occasioned 
nearly as much confusion on the side of the besiegers, as the screams of 
Jenny had caused to the defenders. 

There was no attempt on either side to renew the action that day The 
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insurger.t« had suffered most severely ; and, from the difficulty which they 
nad experienced in carrying the barricadoed positions without the precincts 
of the Castle, they could have but little hope of storming the place itself. 
On the other hand, the situation of the besieged was dispiriting and gloomy. 
In the skirmishing they had lost two or three men, and had several wounded ; 
and though their loss was in proportion greatly less than that of the enemy, 
who had left twenty men dead on the place, yet their small number could 
much worse spare it, while the desperate attacks of the opposite party 
plainly showed how serious the leaders were in the purpose of reducing the 
place, and how well seconded by the zeal of their followers. But, espe- 
gially, the garrison had to fear for hunger, in case blockade should be 
resorted to as the means of reducing them. The Major’s directions had 
been imperfectly obeyed in regard to laying in provisions; and the dra- 
goons, in spite of all warning and authority, were likely to be wasteful in 
using them. It was, therefore, with a heavy heart, that Major Bellenden 
gave directions for guarding the window through which the Castle had so 
nearly been surprised, as well as all others which offered the most remote 
facility for such an enterprise. 


Chapter the Cmenty-Sirth. 


——— The king hath drawn 
The special head of all the land together. 
Henry LV. Part IT. 


‘Tur leaders of the presbyterian army had a serious consultation upon 
the evening of the day in which they had made the attack on Tillietudlem. 
They could not but observe that their followers were disheartened by the 
loss which they had sustained, and which, as usual in such cases, had 
fallen upon the bravest and most forward. It was to be feared, that if 
they were suffered to exhaust their zeal and efforts in an object so secondary 
as the capture of this petty fort, their numbers would melt away by degrees, 
and they would lose all the advantages arising out of the present unpre- 
pared state of the Government. Moved by these arguments, it was agreed 
that the main body of the army should march against Glasgow, and dis- 
lodge the soldiers who were lying in that town. The council nominated 
Ilenry Morton, with others, to this last service, and appointed Burley to 
the command of a chosen body of five hundred men, who were to remain 
behind, for the purpose of blockading the Tower of Tillietudlem. Morton 
testified the greatest repugnance to this arrangement. 

“He had the strongest personal motives,” he said, “for desiring to re- 
main near Tillietudlem; and if the management of the siege were com- 
mitted to him, he had little doubt but that he would bring it to such an 
accommodation, as, without being rigorous to the besieged, would fully 
answer the purpose of the besiegers.” 

Burley readily guessed the cause of his young colleague’s reluctance to 
move with the army; for, interested as he was in appreciating the charac- 
ters with whom he had to deal, he had contrived, through the simplicity of 
Cuddie, and the enthusiasm of old Mause, to get much information con- 
cerning Morton’s relations with the family of Tillietudlem, He therefore 
took the advantage of Poundtext’s arising to speak to business, as he saic, 
for some short space of time (which Burley rightly interpreted to mean an 
hour at the very least), and seized that moment to withdraw Morton from 
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the hearing of their colleagues and to hold the following argument with 
him: : 

‘*Thou art unwise, Henry Morton, to desire to sacrifice this holy cause 
to thy friendship for an uncircumcised Philistine, or thy lust for a Moab 
itish woman.” 

“J neither understand your meaning, Mr. Balfour, nor relish your allu 
sions,’ replied Morton, indignantly; ‘‘and I know no reason you have & 
bring so gross a charge, or to use such uncivil language.” 

“Confess, however, the truth,” said Balfour, ‘‘and own that there are 
those within yon dark Tower, over whom thou wouldst rather be watching 
like a mother over her little ones, than thou wouldst bear the banner of the 
Church of Scotland over the necks of her enemies.” 

“Tf you mean, that 1 would willingly terminate this war without any 
bloody victory, and that I am more anxious to do this than to acquire any 
personal fame or power, you may be,” replied Morton, ‘“ perfectly right.” 

‘‘And not wholly wrong,” answered Burley, ‘in deeming that thou 
wouldst not exclude from so general a pacification thy friends in the gar- 
rison of Tillietudlem.” 

“ Certainly,” replied Morton, “I am too much obliged to Major Bel- 
lenden, not to wish to be of service to him, as far as the interest of the 
eause I have espoused will permit. I never made a secret of my regard for 
him.” 

“T am aware of that,” said Burley; “but, if thou hadst concealed it, I 
siould, nevertheless, have found out thy riddle. Now, hearken to my 
words. This Miles Bellenden hath means to subsist his garrison for a 
month.” 

‘‘'This is not the case,” answered Morton ; “ we know his stores are hardly 
equal to a week’s consumption.” 

“Ay, but,” continued Burley, ‘I have since had proof of the strongest 
nature, that such a report was spread in the garrison by that wily and grey- 
headed malignant, partly to prevail on the soldiers to submit to a diminu- 
tion of their daily food, partly to detain us before the walls of his fortress 
until the sword should be whetted to smite and destroy us.” 

‘“‘ And why was not the evidence of this laid before the council of war?” 
said Morton. 

“To what purpose?” said Balfour. “Why need we undeceive Kettle- 
drummle, Macbriar, Poundtext, and Langeale, upon such a point? Thy- 
self must own, that whatever is told to them escapes to the host out of the 
mouth of the preacher at their next holding-forth. They are already dis- 
couraged by the thoughts of lying before the fort a week — what would be 
the consequence were they ordered to prepare for the leaguer of a month?” 

“But why conceal it, then, from me? or why tell it me now? and, above 
all, what proofs have you got of the fact?” continued Morton. 

“There are many proofs,” replied Burley; and he put into his hands a 
number of requisitions sent forth by Major Bellenden, with receipts on the 
back to various proprietors, for cattle, corn, meal, &c., to such an amount, 
that the sum-total seemed to exclude the possibility of the garrison being 
soon distressed for provisions. But Burley did not inform Morton of a fact 
which he himself knew full well, namely, that most of these provisions 
never reached the garrison, owing to the rapacity of the dragoons sent to 
collect them, who readily sold to one man what they took from another, and 
abused the Major’s press for stores, pretty much as Sir John Falstaff did 
that of the King for men. 

“And now,” continued Balfour, observing that he had made the desired | 
impression, ‘I have only to say, that I concealed this from thee no longer 
than it was concealed from myself, for I have only received these papers 
this morning; and I tell it unto thee now, that thou mayest go on thy ~way 
rejoicing, and work the great work willingly at Glasgow, being assured that 
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no evil can befall thy friends in the malignant party, since their fort is 
abundantly victualled, and I possess not numbers sufficient to do more 
against them than to prevent their sallying forth.” 

“ And why,” continued Morton, who felt an inexpressible reluctance to 
acquiesce in Balfour’s reasoning — “why not permit me to remain in the 
command of this smaller party, and march forward yourself to Glasgow? 
It is the more honourable charge.” 

“ And therefore, young man,” answered Burley, ‘“ have I laboured that 
it should be committed to the son of Silas Morton. I am waxing old, and 
this grey head has had enough of honour where it could be gathered by 
danger. I speak not of the frothy bubble which men eall earthly fame, 
but the honour belonging to him that doth not the work negligently. But 
thy carcer is yet to ran— thou hast to vindicate the high trust which has 
been bestowed on thee through my assurance that it was dearly well- 
merited. At Loudon-hill thou wert a captive, and at the last assault it 
was thy part to fight under cover, whilst I led the more open and dangerous 
attack; and, shouldst thou now remain before these walls when there 19 
active service elsewhere, trust me that men will say, that the son of Silas 
Morton hath fallen away from the paths of his father,” cael 

Stung by this last observation, to which, as a gentleman, and soldier, he 
could offer no suitable reply, Morton hastily acquiesced in the proposed. 
arrangement. Yet he was unable to divest himself of certain feelings of 
distrust which he involuntarily attached to the quarter from which he re- 
eeived.this information. . 

“Mr. Balfour,” he said, “let us distinctly understand each other. You 
have thought it worth your while to bestow particular attention upon my 
private affairs and personal attachments ;— be so good as to understand, 
that [am as constant to them as to my political principles. It is possible, 
that, during my absence, you may possess the power of soothing or of 
wounding those feelings. Be assured, that whatever may be the conse- 
quences to the issue of our present adventure, my eternal gratitude, or my 
persevering resentment, will attend the line of conduct you may adopt on 
such an occasion; and, however young and inexperienced I am, I have no 
doubt of finding friends to assist me in expressing my sentiments in either 
case.” 

“Tf there be a threat implied in that denunciation,” replied Burley, 
coldly and haughtily, ‘it had better have been spared. I know how to 
value the regard of my friends, and despise from my soul the threats of 
my enemies. But I will not take occasion of offence. Whatever happens — 
here in your absence shall be managed with as much deference to your 
wishes, as the duty I owe to a higher power can possibly permit.” 

With this qualified promise Morton was obliged to rest satisfied. 

“Our defeat will relieve the garrison,” said he, internally, ‘‘ere they can 
be reduced to surrender at discretion ; and, in case of victory, I already see, 
from the numbers of the moderate party, that I shall have a voice as pow- 
erful as Burley’s in determining the use which shall be made of it.” 

He therefore followed Balfour to the council, where they found Kettl- 
drummle adding to his lastly a few words of practical application. Wh:n 
these were expended, Morton testified his willingness to accompany the 
main body of the army, which was destined to drive the regular troops 
from Glasgow. His co.npanions in command were named, and the whole 
received a strengthening exhortation from the preachers who were present. 
Next morning, at break of day, the insurgent army broke up from their 
encampment, and marched towards Glasgow. 

{t is not our intention to detail at length incidents which may be found in 
the history of the period. It is sufficient to say, that Claverhouse and Lord 
Ross, learning the superior force which was directed against them, intrenched, 
ar rather barricadoed themselves, in the centre of the city, where the town- 
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house and old jail were situated, with the determination to stan the assault 
of the insurgents rather than to abandon the capital of the West uf Scot 
land. ‘lhe presbyterians made their attack in two bodies, one of which 
penetrated into the city in the line of the College and Cathedral Church, 
while the other marched up the Gallowgate, or principal access from the 
south-east. Both divisions were led by men of resolution, and behaved with 
great spirit. But the advantages of military skill and situation were too 
great for their undisciplined valour. 

Ross and Claverhouse had carefully disposed parties of their soldiers in 
houses, at the heads of the streets, and in the entrances of closes, as they 
are called, or lanes, besides those who were entrenched behind breast-works 
which reached acruss the streets. The assailants found their ranks thinned 
by a fire from invisible opponents, which they had no means of returning 
with effect. It was in vain that Morton and other leaders exposed their 
persons with the utmost gallantry, and endeavoured to bring their antayo- 
nists to a close action; their followers shrunk from them in every direction 
And yet, though Henry Morton was one of the very last to retire, and 
exerted himself in bringing up the rear, maintaining order in the retreat, 
and checking every attempt which the enemy made to improve the advan- 
tage they had gained by the repulse, he had still the mortification to hear 
many of those in his ranks muttering to each other, ‘‘that this came of 
trusting to the latitudinarian boys; and that, had honest faithful Burley led 
the attack, as he did that of the barricades of Tillietudlem, the issue would 
have been as different as might be.” : 

It was with burning resentment that Morton heard these reflections 
thrown out by the very men who had soonest exhibited signs of discourage- 
ment. The unjust reproach, however, had the effect of firing his emulation, 
and making him sensible that, engaged as he was in a perilous cause, it was 
absolutely necessary that he should conquer or die. 

* «T have no retreat,” he said to himself. ‘ All shall allow —even Major 
Bellenden—even Edith—that in courage, at least, the rebel Morton was not 
inferior to his father.” 

The condition of the army after the repulse was so undisciplined, and in 
such disorganization, that the leaders thought it prudent to draw off some 
miles from the city to gain time for reducing them once more into such 
order as they were capable of adopting. Recruits, in the meanwhile, came 
fast in, more moved by the extreme hardships of their own condition, and 
encouraged by the advantage obtained at Loudon-hill, than deterred by the 
last unfortunate enterprise. Many of these attached themselves particu- 
larly to Morton’s division. He had, however, the mortification to see that 
‘his unpopularity among the more intolerant part of the Covenanters 
increased rapidly. The prudence beyond his years, which he exhibited in 
improving the discipline and arrangement of his followers, they termed a 
trusting in the arm of flesh; and his avowed tolerance for those of religious 
sentiments and observances different from his own, obtained him, most 
unjustly, the nickname of Gallio, who cared for none of those things. What 
was worse than these misconceptions, the mob of the insurgents, always 
loudest in applause of those who push political or religious opinions to ex- 
tremity, and disgusted with such as endeavour to reduce them to the yoke 
of discipline, preferred avowedly the more zealous leaders, in whose ranke 
enthusiasm in the cause supplied the want of good order and military sub- 
jection, to the restraints which Morton endeavoured to bring them under. 
CBaick while bearing the principal burden of command — (for his col- 
ieagues willingly relinquished in his favour everything that was troublesome 
und obnoxious in the office of general)—Morton found himself without that 
authority which alone could render his regulations effectual.* 


* These feuds, whick tore to pieces the little army of insurgents, turned merely on the point whether 
the king’s interest oy royal authoritv was to be owned or not, and whether the party in arms were to be con 
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Yet notwithstanding these obstacles, he had, during the conrse of a few 
days, Jabourcd so hard to introduce some degree of discipline into the army, 
that he thought he might hazard a second attack upon Glasgow with every 
prospect of success. 

It cannot be doubted that Morton’s anxiety to measure himself with Co- 
lone! Grahame of Claverhouse, at whose hands he had sustained such 
injury, had its share in giving motive to his uncommon exertions. But 
Claverhouse disappointed his hopes; for, satisfied with having the advan- 
tave in repulsing the first attack upon Glasgow, he determined that he would 
not, with the handful of troops under his command, await a second assault 
from the insurgents, with more numerous and better disciplined forces than 
had supported their first enterprise. He therefore evacuated the place, and 
marched at the head of his troops towards Edinburgh. The insurgents of 
course entered Glasgow without resistance, and without Morton having the 
opportunity, which he so deeply coveted, of again encountering Claverhouse 
personally. But, although he had not an opportunity of wiping away the 
disgrace which had befallen his division of the army of the Covenant, the 
retreat of Claverhouse, and the possession of Glasgow, tended greatly to 
animate the insurgent army, and to increase its numbers. The necessity of 
appointing new officers, of organizing new regiments and squadrons, of 
making them acquainted with at least the most necessary points of military 
discipline, were labours, which, by universal consent, seemed to be devolved 
upon Henry Morton, and which he the more readily undertook, because his 
father had made him acquainted with the theory of the military art, and 
because he plainly saw, that, unless he took this ungracious but absolutely 
necessary labour, it was vain to expect any other to engage in it. 

In the meanwhile, fortune appeared to favour the enterprise of the insur- 
gents more than the most sanguine durst have expected. The Privy Council 
of Scotland, astonished at the extent of resistance which their arbitrary 
measures, had provoked, seemed stupefied with terror, and incapable of 
taking active steps to subdue the resentment which these measures had ex- 
cited. There were but very few troops in Scotland, and these they drew 
towards Edinburgh, as if to form an army for protection of the metropolis. 
The feudal array of the crown-vassals in the various counties was ordered 
to take the field, and render to the king the military service due for their 
fiefs. But the summons was very slackly obeyed. The quarrel was not 
generally popular among the gentry; and even those who were not un- 
willing themselves to have taken arms, were deterred by the repugnance 
of their wives, mothers, and sisters, to their engaging in such a cause. 

Meanwhile, the inadequacy of the Scottish Government to provide for 
their own defence, or to put down a rebellion of which the commencement 
seemed so trifling, excited at the English court doubts at once of their capa- 
city, and_of the prudence of the severities they had exerted against the 
oppressed presbyterians. It was therefore resolved to nominate to the com- 
mand of the army of Scotland the unfortunate Duke of Monmouth, who 
had by marriage a great interest, large estate, and a numerous following, 
as it was called, in the southern parts of that kingdom. The military skill 
which he had displayed on different occasions abroad, was supposed more 
than adequate to subdue the insurgents in the field; while it was expected 
that his mild temper, and the favourable disposition which he showed to 
presbyterians in general, might soften men’s minds, and tend to reconcile 
‘hem to the government. The duke was therefore invested with a commis- 


tented with a free exercise of thir own religion, or insist upon the re-establishment of Preshytery 1n its ~ 
supreme authority, and with full power to predominate over all other forms of worship. The few country 
gentlemen who joined the insurrection, with the most sensible part of the clergy, thought it best to limit their 
demands to what it might he possible to attain. But the party who urged these moderate views were termed 
by the more zealous bigots, the Erastian party,—men, namely, who were willing to place the church under 
the iufluence of the civil government, and therefore they accounted them, “a snare up n Mizpah, and a neb 


spread upon Tabor.” See the Life of Sir Robert Hamilton im the Scottish Worthies, an. his ace unt of the 
valtle of Bothwell Bridge, passim. ; 
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mion containing high powers for settling the distracted affairs of Scotland, 


and Gispatched from London with strong succours, to take the princival 
militaiy command in that country. 


wee 
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Chapter the Cmenty-Searnth. 


——I am bound to Bothwell-hill, 
Where I maun either do or die. 
OLD BALLAD. 


THERE was now a pause in the military movements on both sides. The 
Government seemed contented to prevent the rebels advancing towards the 
capital, while the insurgents were intent upon augmenting and strengthen- 
ing their forces. For this purpose they established a sort of encampment 
in the park belonging to the ducal residence at Hamilton, a central situation 
for receiving their recruits, and where they were secured from any sudden 
attack, by having the Clyde, a deep and rapid river, in front of their po- 
sition, which is only passable by a long and narrow bridge near the castle 
and village of Bothwell. 

Morton remained here for about a fortnight after the attack on Glasgow, 
actively engaged in his military duties. He had received more than 6ne 
communication from Burley, but they only stated, in general, that the Castle 
of Tillietudlem continued to hold out. Impatient of suspense upon this 
most interesting subject, he at length intimated to his colleagues in com- 
mand his desire, or rather his intention, —for he saw no reason why he_ 
should not assume a license which was taken by every one else in this dis- 
orderly army,—to go to Milnwood for a day or two, to arrange some private 
affairs of consequence. The proposal was by no means approved of; for 
the military council of the insurgents were sufficiently sensible of the value 
of his services, to fear to lose them, and felt somewhat conscious of their 
own inability to supply his place. They could not, however, pretend to 
dictate to him laws more rigid than they submitted to themselves, and he 
was suffered to depart on his journey without any direct objection being 
stated. The Reverend Mr. Poundtext took the same opportunity to pay a 
visit to his own residence in the neighbourhood of Milnwood, and favoured 
Morton with his company on the journey. As the country was chiefly 
friendly to their cause, and in possession of their detached parties, except- 
ing here and there the stronghold of some old cavaliering Baron, they 
travelled without any other attendant than the faithful Cuddie. 

It was near sunset when they reached Milnwood, where Poundtext bid 
adieu to his companions, and travelled forward alone to his own manse, which 
was situated half a mile’s march beyond Tillietudlem. When Morton was 
left alone to his own reflections, with what a complication of feelings did he 
review the woods, banks, and fields, that had been familiar to him! His 
character, as well as his habits, thoughts, and occupations, had been en- 
tirely changed within the space of little more than a fortnight, and twenty 
days seemed to have done upon him the work of as many years. <A mild, 
vomtntic, gentle-tempercd youth, bred up in dependence, and stooping pa- 
tier ‘ly to the control uf a sordid and tyrannical relation, had suddenly, by 
the rod of oppression and the spur of injured feeling, been compelled tc 
atand forth a leader of armed men, was earnestly engaged in affairs of a 
public nature, had friends to animate and enemies to contend with, and felt 
nis individual fate hound up in that of a national insurrection and revo: 
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lution. It seemed as if he at once experienced a transition from the ro 
mantie dreams of youth, to the labours and cares of active mauhood. All 
that had formerly interested him was obliterated from his memory, excent- 
ing only his attachment to Edith; and even his love seemed to have assumed 
a character more manly and disinterested, as it had become mingled and 
eontrasted with other duties and feelings. As he revolved the particulars 
of this sudden change, the circumstances in which it originated, and the 
possible consequences of his present career, the thrill of natural anxiety 
which passed along his mind was immediately banished by a glow of gen- 
erous and high-spirited confidence. 

“J shall fall young,” he said, ‘if fall I must, my motives misconstrued, 
and my actions condemned, by those whose approbation is dearest to me. 
But the sword of liberty and patriotism is in my hand, and I will neither 
fall meanly nor unavenged. They may expose my body, and gibbet my 
limbs ;—but other days will come, when the sentence of infamy will recoil 
against those who may pronounce it; and that Heaven whose name is so 
often profaned during this unnatural war, will bear witness to the purity 
of the motives by which I have been guided.” 

Upon approaching Milnwood, Henry’s knock upon the gate no longer 
intimated the conscious timidity of a stripliing who has been out of bounds, 
but the confidence of a man in full possession of his own rights, and master 
of his own actions, — bold, free, and decided. The dvor was cautiousl 
opened by his old acquaintance, Mrs. Alison Wilson, who started wi 4 
when she saw the steel cap and nodding plume of the martial visitor. — 
“Where is my uncle, Alison?” said Morton, smiling at her alarm. _ 

“ Lordsake, Mr. Harry! is this you?” returned the old lady. ‘In troth 
ye garr’d my heart loup to my very mouth — But it canna be your ainsell, 
for ye look taller and mair manly-like than ye used to do.” 

“It is, however, my own self,” said Henry, sighing and smiling at the 
same time. ‘I believe this dress may make me look taller, and these times, 
Ailie, make men out of boys.” 

“Sad times indeed!” echoed the old woman ;—“ and O that you suld be 
endangered wi’ them! But wha can help it?—ye were ill eneugh guided, 
and, as I tell your uncle, if you tread on a worm it will turn.” ‘a 

‘You were always my advocate, Ailie,” said he, and the housekeeper no 
longer resented the familiar epithet, “‘and would let no one blame me but 
yourself, I am aware of that.—Where is my uncle?” , 

“Tn Edinburgh,” replied Alison ;—‘“‘ the honest man thought it was best 
to gang and sit by the chimley when the reek rase. A vexed man he’s 
been, and a feared—But ye ken the Laird as weel as I do.” 

‘“‘] hope he has suffered nothing in health?” said Henry. oa 

“‘ Naething to speak of,” answered the housekeeper, ‘‘nor in gudes neither, 
We fended as weel as we could; and, though the troopers of Tillietudlem 
took the red cow and auld Hacke (ye’ll mind them weel), yet they sauld ug 
a gude bargain o’ four they were driving to the Castle.” 

“Sold you a bargain?” said Morton, ‘‘ how do you mean ?” 

“Ou, they cam out to gather marts for the garrison,” answered the house- 
keeper ; “ but they just fell to their auld trade, and rade through the country 
couping and selling a’ that they gat, like sae mony west-country drovers. 
My certie, Major Bellenden was laird o’ the least share o’ what they lifted, 
though it was taen in his name.” 

' Then,” said Morton hastily, “the garrison must be straitened for pro 
Visions ? 

‘Stressed eneugh,” replied Ailie, ‘“ there’s little doubt o’ that.” 

A light instantly glanced on Morton’s mind. 

“Burley must have deceived me—craft as well as cruelty is permitted by 
his creed.” Snch was his inward thought: he said aloud, “I cannot stay, 
Mrs. Wilson—I must go forward directly.” > ) 
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* But, oh! bide to eat a mouthfu’,” entreated the affectionate housekeeper, 
“and Ill mak it ready for you as I used to do afore thae sad days.” 

“It is impossible,” answered Morton.—‘ Cuddie, get our horses ready.” 

“'They’re just eating their corn,” answered the attendant. 

“ Cuddie!” exclaimed Ailie; “what garr’d ye bring that ill-faur’d, um 
lcky loon alang wi’ ye?—It was him and his randie mother began a’ the 
mischief in this house.” 

“Tut, tut,” replied Cuddie, “ye should forget and forgie, mistress 
Mither’s in Glasgow wi’ her tittie, and sall plague ye nae mair; and Vm 
the Captain’s wallie now, and I keep him tighter in thack and rape than 
ever ye did ;—saw ye him ever sae wee] put on as he is now?” 

‘In troth and that’s true,” said the old housekeeper, looking with great 
complacency at her young master, whose mien she thought much improved 
by his dress. ‘I’m sure ye ne’er had a laced cravat like that when ye 
were at Milnwood ;-—that’s nane 0’ my sewing.” 

“Na, na, mistress,” replied Cuddie, ‘that’s a cast o’ my hand — that’s 
ane 0’ Lord Evandale’s braws.” 

“Lord Evandale!’ answered the old lady; ‘‘that’s him that the whigs 
are gaun to hang the morn, as I hear say.” 

“The whigs about to hang Lord Evandale?” said Morton, in the greatest 
surprise. 

“‘ Ay, troth are they,” said the housekeeper.—“‘ Yesterday night he made 
a sally, as they ca’t —(my mother’s name was Sally —I wonder they gie 
Christian folk’s names to sic unchristian doings)—but he made an outbreak 
to get provisions, and his men were driven back and he was taen, an’ the 
whig Captain Balfour garr’d set up a gallows, and swore (or said upon his 
conscience, for they winna swear), that if the garrison was not gi’en ower 
the morn by daybreak, he would hing up the young lord, poor thing, as 
high as Waman.—These are sair times !—but folk canna help them—sae do 
ye sit doun and tak bread and cheese until better meat’s made ready. Ye 
suldna hae ken’d a word about it, an I had thought it was to spoil your 
dinner, hinny.” 

“ Fed or unfed,” exclaimed Morton, “‘ saddle the horses instantly, Cuddie. 
We must not rest until we get before the Castle.” 

And, resisting all Ailie’s entreaties, they instantly resumed their Journey. 

Morton failed not to halt at the dwelling of Poundtext, and summon him 
to attend him to the camp. ‘That honest divine had just resumed for an 
instant his pacific habits, and was perusing an ancient theological treatise, 
with a pipe in his mouth, and a small jug of ale beside him, to assist his 
digestion of the argument. It was with bitter ill-will that he relinquished 
these comforts (which he called his studies) in order to recommence a hard 
ride upon a high-trotting horse. However, when he knew the matter in 
hand, he gave up, with a deep groan, the prospect of spending a quiet even- 
ing in his own little parlour; for he entirely agreed with Morton, that 
whatever interest Burley might have in rendering the breach between the 
presbyterians and the Government irreconcilable, by putting the young 
nobleman to death, it was by no means that of the moderate party to permit 
such an act of atrocity. And it is but doing justice to Mr. Poundtext to 
add, that, like most of his own persuasion, he was decidedly adverse to any 
such acts of unnecessary violence ; besides that his own present feelings 
induced him to listen with much complacence to the probability held out 
by Morton, of Lord Hvandale’s becoming a mediator for the establishment 
of peace upon fair and moderate terms. With this similarity of views, they 
‘yastened their journey, and arrived about eleven o’clock at night at a small 
hamlet adjacent to the Castle of Tillietudlem, where Burley had established 
his head-quarters. 

They were challenged by the sentinel who made his melanvholy walk at 
the entrance of the hamlet, and admitted upon declaring their names and 
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autherity in the army. Another soldier kept watch before a house, whick 
they conjectured to be the place of Lord Evandale’s confinement, for a gibbet, 
of such great height as to be visible from the battlements of the Castle, was 
erected before it, in melancholy confirmation of the truth of Mrs. Wilson’s 
report.* Morton instantly demanded to speak with Burley, and was directed 
to his quarters. They found him reading the Scriptures, with his arms 
lying beside htm, as if ready for any sudden alarm. He started upon the 
entrance of his colleagues in office. 

“What has brought ye hither?” said Burley, hastily. “1s there bad 
news from the army?” 

“No,” replied Morton; “but we understand that there are measures 
adopted here in which the safety of the army is deeply concerned — Lord 
Kvandale is your prisoner ?” 

“Ihe Lord,” replied Burley, “hath delivered him into our hands.” 

“ And you will avail yourself of that advantage granted you by Heaven, 
to dishonour our cause in the eyes of all the world, by putting a prisoner to 
an ignominious death ?” 

“If the house of Tillietudlem be not surrendered by daybreak,” replied 
Burley, ‘God do so to me, and more also, if he shall not die that death to 
which his leader and patron, John Grahame of Claverhouse, hath put so 
many of God’s saints.” 

“We are in arms,” replied Morton, “to put down such cruelties, and not 
to imitate them, far less to avenge upon the innocent the acts of the guilty. 
By what law can you justify the atrocity you would commit?’ 

“Tf thou art ignorant of it,” replied Burley, “thy companion is well 
aware of the law which gave the men of Jericho to the sword of Joshua the 
son of Nun.” 

‘But we,” answered the divine, ‘live under a better dispensation, which 
instructeth us to return good for evil, and to pray for those who despitefully 
use us and persecute us.” 

“That is to say,” said Burley, ‘‘ that thou wilt join thy grey hairs to his 
green youth to controvert me in this matter.” he: 

“ We are,” rejoined Poundtext, ‘‘ two of those to whom, jointly with thy- 
self, authority is delegated over this host, and we will not permit thee to 
hurt a hair of the prisoner’s head. It may please God to make him a means 
of healing these unhappy breaches in our Israel.” 

“J judged it would come to this,” answered Burley, “‘ when such as thou 
wert called into the council of the elders.” 

“Such as 1?” answered Poundtext—‘‘ And who am I, that you should 
name me with such scorn ?—IIave I not kept the flock of this sheep-fold 
from the wolves for thirty years? Ay, even while thou, John Balfour, wert _ 
fighting in the ranks of wncircumcision, a Philistine of hardened brow and 
bloody hand— Who am I, say’st thou?” 

**T will tell thee what thou art, since thou wouldst so fain know,” said 
Barley. “Thou art one of those who would reap where thou hast not sewed, 
and divide the spoil while others fight the battle; thou art one of those that 
follow the gospel for the loaves and for the fishes—that love their own 
manse better than the Church of God, and that would rather draw their 
stipends under prelatists or heathens, than be a partaker with these noble 
spirits who have cast all behind them for the sake of the Covenant.” 

“And I will tell thee, John Balfour,” returned Poundtext, deservedly 
incensed—‘‘ [ will tell thee what thou art. Thou art one of those, for whose 
bloody and merciless disposition a reproach is flung upon the whole church 
of this suffering kingdom, and for whose violence and blood-guiltiness, it is 


* The Cameronians had suffered persecution, but it was-without learning mercy. We are informed hy 
Captain Cricliton, that they had set up in their camp a huge gibbet, or gallows having ‘many haoks upon it 
#ith a coil of new ropes lying beside it, for the execution of such royalists as they might make prsoners 
Suild, in nis Bellum Bothuelianum, describes this machine particularly. " : 
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to he feared, this fair attempt to recover our civil and religious mghts will 
never be honoured by Providence with the desired success.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Morton, “ cease this irritating and unavailing recri- 
mination; and do you, Mr. Balfour, inform us, whether it is your parpose 
to oppose the liberation of Lord Evandale, which appears to us a profitable 
measure in the present position of our affairs?” 

“You are here,” answered Burley, ‘as two voices against one; but you 
will not refuse to tarry until the united council shall decide upon this 
matter ?” 

‘This,’ said Morton, ‘we would not decline, if we could trust the hands 
in whom we are to leave the prisoner. But you know well,” he added, 
looking sternly at Burley, “that you have already deceived me in this 
matter.” 

“Go to,” said Burley disdainfully,—“ thou art an idle inconsiderate boy, 
who, for the black eye-brows of a silly girl, would barter thy own faith and 
honour, and the cause of God and of thy country.” 

“Mr. Balfour,” said Morton, laying his hand on his sword, “ this lan- 
guage requires satisfaction.” 

* And thou shalt have it, stripling, when and where thou darest,” said 
Burley ; — “I plight thee my good word on it.” 

Poundtext, in his turn, interfered to remind them of the madness of 
quarrelling, and effected with difficulty a sort of sullen reconciliation. 

“‘Concerning the prisoner,” said Burley, “deal with him as ye think fit. 
I wash my hands free from all consequences. He is my prisoner, made by 
my sword and spear, while you, Mr. Morton, were playing the adjutant at _ 
drills and parades, and you, Mr. Poundtext, were warping the Scriptures — 
into Erastianism. Take him unto you, nevertheless, and dispose of him as 
ye think meet.—Dingwall,” he continued, calling a sort of aid-de-camp, who 
slept in the next apartment, “let the guard posted on the malignant Evan- 
dale give up their post to those whom Captain Morton shall appoint to 
relieve them. — The prisoner,” he said, again addressing Poundtext and 
Morton, ‘‘ is now at your disposal, gentlemen. But remember, that for all 
these things there will one day come a term of heavy accounting.” 

So saying, he turned abruptly into an inner apartment, without bidding 
them good-evening.—lIlis two visitors, after a moment’s consideration, agreed 
it would be prudent to ensure the prisoner’s personal safety, by placing over 
him an additional guard, chosen from their own parishioners. A band of 
them happened to be stationed in the hamlet, having been attached, for the 
time, to Burley’s command, in order that the men might be gratified by 
remaining as long as possible near to their own homes. They were, in 
general, smart, active young fellows, and were usually called by their com- 
pa: the Marksmen of Milnwood. By Morton’s desire, four of these 

ads readily undertook the task of sentinels, and he left with them Headrigg, 
on whose fidelity he could depend, with instructions to call him, if anything 
remarkable happened. 

This arrangement being made, Morton and his colleague took possession. 
for the night, of such quarters as the over-crowded and miserable hamlet 
could afford them. They did not, however, separate for repose till they 
had drawn up a memorial of the grievances of the moderate presbyterians, 
which was summed up with a request of free toleration for their religion 
in future, and that they should be permitted to attend gospel ordinances 
as dispensed by their own clergymen, without oppression or molestation, 
Their petition proceeded to require that a free parliament should be called 
for settling the affairs of church and state, and for redressing the injuries 
sustained by the subject; and that all those who either now were, or had 
been, in arms, for obtaining these ends, should be indemnified. Morton 
conld not but strongly hope that these terms, which comprehended all 
that was wanted, or wished for, by the moderate party among the insur 
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gents, might, when thus cleared of the violence of fanaticism, find advocates 
even «mong the royalists, as claiming only the ordinary rights of Scottish 
freemen. 

He had the more confidence of a favourable reception, that the duke of 
Monmouth, to whom Charles had entrusted the charge of subduing this 
rebellion, was a man of gentle, moderate and accessible disposition, well 
known to be favourable to the presbyterians, and invested by the king with 
full powers to take measures for quieting the disturbances in Scotland. It 
seemed to Morton, that all that was necessary for influencing him in their 
favour was to find a fit and sufficiently respectable channel of communication, 
and such seemed to be opened through the medium of Lord Evandale. He 
resolved, therefore, to visit the prisoner early in the morning, in order to 
sound his dispositions to undertake the task of mediator; but an accident 
happened which led him to anticipate his purpose. 


Chapter the Cmenty-Eighth. 


Gie ower your house, lady, he said,— 
Gie ower your house to me. 
Epom oF GORDON. 


Mormon had finished the revisal and the making out of a fair copy of the 
paper on which he and Poundtext had agreed to rest as a full statement 
of the grievances of their party, and the conditions on which the greater 
part of the insurgents would be contented to lay down their arms; and he 
was about to betake himself to repose, when there was a knocking at the 
door of his apartment. 

“Enter,” said Morton; and the round bullet-head of Cuddie Headrigg 
was thrust into the room. ‘Come in,” said Morton, “and tell me what you 
want. Is there any alarm?” 

“Na, stir; but 1 hae brought ane to speak wi’ you.” 

“Who is that, Cuddie?” inquired Morton. 

“Ane o’ your auld acquaintance,” said Cuddie; and, opening the door 
more fully, he half led, half dragged in a woman, whose face was muffled in 
her plaid—‘ Come, come, ye needna be sae bashfu’ before auld acquaintance, 
Jenny,” said Cuddie, pulling down the veil, and discovering to his master 
the well-remembered countenance of Jenny Dennison. ‘Tell his honour, 
now — there’s a braw lass — tell him what ye were wanting to say to Lord 
Evandale, mistress.” 

“What was I wanting to say,” answered Jenny, “to his honour himsell 
the other morning, when I visited him in captivity, ye muckle hash !—D’ye 
think that folk dinna want to see their friends in adversity, ye dour crowdy- 
eater ?” 

This reply was made with Jenny’s usual volubility; but her voice quivered, 
ner check was thin and pale, the tears stood in her eyes, her hand trembled, 
her manner was fluttered, and her whole presence bore marks of recent 
suffering and privation, as well as nervous and hysterical agitation. 

“What is the matter, Jenny?” said Morton, kindly. ‘“ You know how 
much I owe you in many respects, and can hardly make a request that £ 
will not grant, if in my power.” 

‘Many thanks, Milnwood,” said the weeping damsel; “but ye were aye 
a kind gentleman, though folk say ye hae become sair changed now.” 

“What do they say of me?” answered Morton. 
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“ A’body says,” replied Jenny, ‘that you and the whigs hae made a vow 
to ding King Charles aff the throne, and that neither he, nor his pesteriors 
from generation to generation, shall sit upon it ony mair; and John Gudy- 
ill threeps ye’re to gie a’ the church-organs to the pipers, and burn the 
Book 0’ Common-prayer by the hands of the common hangman, in revenge 
of the Covenant that was burnt when the King cam hame.” 

“‘ My friends at Tillietudlem judge too hastily and too ill of me,” answered 
Morton. ‘I wish to have free exercise of my own religion, without insult- 
ing any other; and as to your family, I only desire an opportunity to show 
them | have the same friendship and kindness as ever.” 

‘Bless your kind heart for saying sae!” said Jenny, bursting into a 
flood of tears; ‘‘and they never needed kindness or friendship mair, for 
they are famished for lack 0’ food.” 

‘“‘Good God!’ replied Morton — ‘I have heard of scarcity, but not of 
famine! Is it possible? Have the ladies and the Major’? —— | 

“They hae suffered like the lave o’ us,” replied Jenny; ‘ for they shared 
every bit and sup wi’ the whole folk in the Castle — I’m sure my poor een 
see fifty colours wi’ faintness, and my head’s sae dizzy wi’ the mirligoes 
that I canna stand my lane.” 

The thinness of the poor girl’s cheek, and the sharpness of her features, 
bore witness to the truth of what she said. Morton was greatly shocked. 

*‘ Sit down,” he said, “for God’s sake!” forcing her into the only chair 
the apartment afforded, while he himself strode up and down the room in 
horror and impatience. ‘I knew not of this,” he exclaimed in broken ejacu- 
lations, — “I could not know of it. — Cold-blooded, iron-hearted fanatie— 
deceitful villain !—Cuddie fetch refreshments — food — wine, if possible — 
whatever you can find.” 

“Whisky is gude eneugh for her,” muttered Cuddie; ‘‘ ane wouldna hae 
thought that gude meal was sae scant amang them, when the quean threw 
sae muckle gude kail-brose scalding het about my lugs.” 

Faint and miserable as Jenny seemed to be, she could not hear the all 
sion to her exploit during the storm of the Castle, without bursting into a 
laugh which weakness soon converted into a hysterical giggle. Confounded 
at her state, and reflecting with horror on the distress which must have been 
in the Castle, Morton repeated his commands to Headrigg in a peremptory 
manner; and when he had departed, endeavoured to soothe his visitor. 

“You come, I suppose, by the orders of your mistress, to visit Lord 
Evandale ?— Tell me what she desires; her orders shall be my law.” 

Jenny appeared to reflect a moment, and then said, ‘‘ Your honour is sae 
auld a friend, I must needs trust to you,.and tell the truth.” 

“Be assured, Jenny,” said Morton, observing that she hesitated, “that 

ou wil] best serve your mistress by dealing sincerely with me.” 

‘‘Weel, then, ye maun ken we’re starving, as I said before, and have 
been mair days than ane; and the Major has sworn that he expects relief 
daily, and that he will not gie ower the house to the enemy till we have 
eaten up his auld boots, —and they are unco thick in the soles, as ye may 
weel mind, forby being teuch in the upper-leather. ‘The dragoons, again, 
they think they will be forced to gie up at last, and they canna bide hunger 
weel, after the life they led at free quarters for this while bypast; and since 
Lord Evandale’s taen, there’s nae guiding them; and Inglis says he’ll gie 
up the garrison to the whigs, and the Major and the leddies into the har- 
gain, if they will but let the troopers gang free themsells.” 

“‘ Scoundrels !”’ said Morton; ‘ why do they not make terms for all in the 
Castle ?” ‘ 

“They are fear’d for denial o’ quarter to themsells, having dune sae 
muckle mischief through the country; and Burley has hanged ane or twa 
o them already —sae they want to draw their ain necks out o’ the collar 
at hazard o’ honest folks.” 
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“And you were sent,” continued Morton, ‘to carry to Lord Evandale 
the unpleasant news of the men’s mutiny ?” 

“Just e’en sae,” said Jenny ; “Tam Halliday took the rue, and tauld 
me a’ about it, and gat me out 0’ the Castle to tell Lord Evandale, if pos- 
gibly I could win at him.” 

‘But how can he help you?” said Morton; “he is a prisoner.” 

‘Well-a-day, ay,” answered the afflicted damsel; ‘‘ but maybe he could 
mak fair terms for us —or, maybe, he could gie us some good advice — or, 
maybe, he might send his orders to the dragoons to be civil—or’”’— 

“Or, maybe,” said Morton, “you were to try if it were possible to set 
him at liberty ?” 

‘If it were sae,” answered Jenny, with spirit, “it wadna be the first 
time I hae done my best to serve a friend in captivity.” 

“True, Jenny,” replied Morton — ‘‘I were most ungrateful to forget it. 
But here comes Cuddie with refreshments. I will go and do your errand 
to Lord Evandale, while you take some food and wine.’ 

“Tt willna be amiss, ye should ken,” said Cuddie to his master, ‘that 
this Jenny — this Mrs. Dennison, was trying to cuittle favour wi’ Tam 
Rand, the miller’s man, to win into Lord Evandale’s room without ony- 
body kennin’. She wasna thinking, the gipsy, that I was at her elbow.” 

4 And an unco fright ye gae me > when ye came ahint and took a grip 0’ 
me,” said Jenny, giving him a sly twitch with her finger and her thumb — 
‘if ye hadna been an auld acquaintance, ye daft gomeril” —_— 

Guddie, somewhat relenting, grinned a smile on his artful mistress, while 
Morton wrapped himself up in his cloak, took his sword under his arm, and 
went straight to the place of the young nobleman’s confinement. He asked 
the sen‘inels if anything extraordinary had occurred —“ Nothing worth 
notice,’ they said, ‘“ excepting the lass that Cuddie took up, and two couriers 
that Captain Balfour had despatched, one to the Reverend Ephraim Mac- 
briar, another to Kettledrummle,” both of whom were beating the drum 
ecclesiastic in different towns between the position of Burley and the head- — 
quarters of the main army near Hamilton. 

‘‘The purpose, I presume,” said Morton, with an affectation of indif- 
ference, ‘‘ was to call them hither.” 

‘“‘So I understand,” answered the sentinel, who had spoke with the mes- 
sengers. 

“He is summoning a triumphant majority of the council,” thought Mor- 
ton to himself, ‘for the purpose of sanctioning whatever action of atrocity 
he may determine upon, and thwarting opposition by authority. 1 must 
be speedy, or I shall lose my opportunity.” 

When he entered the place of Lord Evandale’s confinement, he found . 
him ironed, and reclining on a flock bed in the wretched garret of a mise- 
rable cottage. He was either in a slumber, or in a deep meditation, when 
Morton entered, and turned on him, when aroused, a countenance so much 
reduced by loss of blood, want of sleep, and scarcity of food, that no one 
could have recognised in it the gallant soldier who had behaved with so 
much spirit at the skirmish of Loudon-hill, He displayed some surprise 
at the sudden entrance of Morton. 

“‘T am sorry to see you thus, my lord,” said that youthful leader. 

‘‘T have heard you are an admirer of poetry,” answered the prisoner: ‘ in 
that case, Mr. Morton, you may remember these lines, — 


Stone walls do not a prison make, . 


Or iron bars a cage; 
A free and quiet mind can take 
These for a hermitage. 


But, were my imprisonment less endurable, I am given to expe to morrow 
a total enfranchisement.” 
“ By death?” said Morton. 
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* Surely,” answered Lord Evandale; “(I have no other prospect. Your 
comrade, Burley, has already dipped his hand in the blood of men whose 
meanness of rank and obscurity of extraction might have saved them. 1 
cannot boast such a shield from his vengeance, and I expect to meet its 
extremity.” 

“But Major Bellenden,” said Morton, “‘ may surrender, in order to pre- 
serve your life.” 

““ Never, while there is one man to defend the battlement, and that man 
has one crust to eat. I know his gallant resolution, and orieved should I 
be if he changed it for my sake.” 

Morton hastened to acquaint him with the mutiny among the dragocns, 
and their resolution to surrender the Castle, and put the ladies of the family, 
as well as the Major, into the hands of the enemy. Lord Evandale seemed 
ai first surprised, and something incredulous, but immediately afterwards 
deeply affected. 

“What is to be done?” he said—‘ How is this misfortune to be averted?” 

‘Tear me, my lord,” said Morton. ‘I believe you may not be unwilling 
to bear the olive branch between our master the King, and that part of his 
subjects which is now in arms, not from choice, but necessity.” 

“You construe me but justly,” said Lord Evandale ; ‘but to what does 
this tend ?” 

‘*Permit me, my lord,’ continued Morton. ‘I will set you at liberty 
upon parole; nay, you may return to the Castle, and shall have a safe- 
conduct for the ladies, the Major, and all who leave it, on condition of its 
instant surrender, In contributing to bring this about, you will only sub- 
mit to circumstances; for, with a mutiny in the garrison, and without pro- 
visions, it will be found impossible to defend the place twenty-four hours 
longer. Those, therefore, who refuse to accompany your lordship, must 
take their fate. You and your followers shall have a free pass to Edin- 
burgh, or wherever the Duke of Monmouth may be. In return for your 
liberty, we hope that you will recommend to the notice of his Grace, as 
Lieutenant-General of Scotland, this humble petition and remonstrance, 
containing the grievances which have occasioned this insurrection, a redress 
of which being granted, I will answer with my head, that the great body of 
the insurgents will lay down their arms.’ 

Lord Evandale read over the paper with attention. 

“Mr. Morton,” he said, “in my simple judgment, I see little objection 
that can be made to the measures here recommended; nay, farther, I be- 
lieve, in many respeats, they may meet the private sentiments of the Duke 
of Monmouth: and yet, to deal frankly with you, I have no hopes of their 
being granted, unless, in the first place, you were to lay down your arms.” 

“The doing so,” answered Morton, “‘ would be virtually conceding that 
we had no right to take them up; and that, for one, I will never agree to.” 

“Perhaps it is hardly expected you should, ” said Lord Evandale; ‘‘ and 
yet, on that point I am certain the negotiations will be wrecked. = am 
willing, however, having frankly told you my opinion, to do all in my power 
to bring about a reconciliation.” 

“Tt is all we can wish or expect,” replied Morton; ‘the issue is in God’s 
hands, who disposes the hearts of wrinces.—You accept, then, the safe- 
conduct ?” 

“ Qertainly,” answered Lord Evandale; “and if I do not enlarge upon 
the obligation incurred by your having saved my lifs a second time, believe 
me that I do not feel it the less.” 

** And the garrison of Tillietudlem ?” said Morton. 

“Shall be withdrawn as you propose,” answered the young nobleman 
* 1 am sensible the Major will be unable to bring the mutineers to reason ; 
and I tremble to think of the consequences, should the ladies and the brave 
old man be delivered up to this bloudthirsty ruffian, Burley.” 
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“ You are in that case free,” said Morton. ‘ Prepare to mount on horse: 
back; a few men whom I can trust shall attend you till you are in safety 
from our parties.’ 

Leaving Lord Evandale in great naterie and joy at this unexpected de- 
liverance, Morton hastened to “wot a few chosen men under arms and on 
horseback, each rider holding the rein of a spare horse. Jenny, who while 
she partook of her refreshment, had contrived to make up her breach with 
Cuddie, rode on the left hand of that valiant cavalier. The tramp of then 
horses was soon heard under the window of Lord Evandale’s prison. Two 
men, whom he did not know, entered the apartment, disencumbered him 
of his fetters, and, conducting him down stairs, mounted him in the centre 
of the detachment. They set out at a round trot towards Tillietudlem. 

The moonlight was giving way to the dawn when they approached that 
ancient fortress, and its dark massive tower had just received the first pale 
colouring of the morning. The party halted at the Tower barrier, not ven- 
turing to approach nearer for fear of the fire of the place. Lord Evandale 
alone rode up to the gate, followed at a distance by Jenny Dennison. As 
they approached the gate, there was heard to arise in the court-yard a 
tumult, which accorded ill with the quiet serenity of a summer dawn. 
Cries and oaths were heard, a pistol-shot or two were discharged, and every 
thing announced that the mutiny had broken out. At this crisis Lord 
Evandale arrived at the gate where Halliday was sentinel. On hearing 
Lord Evandale’s voice, he instantly and gladly admitted him, and that 
nobleman arrived among the mutinous troopers like a man dropped from 
the clouds. They were in the act of putting their design into execution, of 
seizing the place into their own hands, and were about to disarm and over- 
power Major Bellenden and Harrison, and others of the Castle, who were - 
offering the best resistance in their power. 

The appearance of Lord Evandale changed the scene. He wéinnil Inglis 
by the collar, and, upbraiding him with his villany, ordered two of his com- 
rades to seize and bind him, assuring the others, that their only chance of 
impunity consisted in instant submission. He then ordered the men into 
their ranks. They obeyed. He commanded them to ground their arms. 
They hesitated; but the instinct of discipline, joined to their persuasion 
that the authority of their officer, so boldly exerted, must be supported by 
some forces without the gate, induced them to submit. 

“Take away those arms,” said Lord Evandale to the people of the Castle ; 
“they shall not be restored until these men know better the use for which 
they are intrusted with them.—And now,” he continued, addressing the 
mutineers, ‘‘ begone! — Make the best use of your time, and of a truce of 
three hours, which the enemy are contented to allow you. ‘Take the road 
to Edinbur ch, and meet me at the House-of-Muir. I need not bid you be- 
ware of committing violence by the way; you will not, in your present con- 
dition, provoke resentment for your own sakes. Let your punctuality show 
that you mean to atone for this morning’s business.” 

The disarmed soldiers shrunk in silence from the presence of their officer, 
and, leaving the Castle, took the road to the place of rendezvous, making 
such haste as was inspired by the fear of meeting with some detached party 
of the insurgents, whom their present defenceless condition, and their 
former vidlence, might inspire with thoughts of revenge. Inglis, whom 
Evandale destined for punishment, remained in custody. Halliday was 
praised for his conduct, and assured of succeeding to the rank of the cul- 

rit. These arrangements being hastily made, Lord Evandale accosted the 
fajor, before whose eyes the scene had seemed to pass like the change of a 
dream. 

“My dear Major, we must give up the place.” 

“Ts it even so?” said Major Bellenden. ‘1 was in hopes you had brought 
ceinforcements and supplies.” 
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* Not a man — not a pound of meal,” answered Lord Evandale. 

“Yet I am blithe to see you,” returned the honest Major; ‘‘ we were in 
formed yesterday that these psalm-singing rascals had a plot on your life 
and I had mustered the scoundrelly dragoons ten minutes ago in order to 
beat up Burley’s quarters and get you out of limbo, when the dog Inglis, 
instead of obeying me, broke out into open mutiny. — But what is to be 
done now?” , 

“T have, myself, no choice,” said Lord Evandale; ‘<I am a prisoner, re- 
leased on parole, and bound for Edinburgh. You and the ladies must take 
the same route. I have, by the favour of a friend, a safe-conduct and horses 
for you and your retinue; for God’s sake make haste. You cannot propose 
to hold out with seven or eight men, and without provisions. Hnough has 
been done for honour, and enough to render the defence of the highest con- 
sequence to Government ;— more were needless, as well as desperate. The 
English troops are arrived at Edinburgh, and will speedily move upon 
Hamilton —the possession of Tillietudlem by the rebels will be but tem- 

orary.” 

“If you think so, my lord,” said the veteran, with a reluctant sigh,—‘“I 
know you only advise what is honourable. If, then, you really think the 
case inevitable, J must submit; for the mutiny of these scoundrels would 
render it impossible to man the walls. — Gudyill, let the women call up 
their mistresses, and all be ready to march. — But if I could believe that 
my remaining in these old walls till I was starved to a mummy, could do 
the King’s cause the least service, old Miles Bellenden would not leave 
them while there was a spark of life in his body!’ 

The ladies, already alarmed by the mutiny, now heard the determination 
- of the Major, in which they readily acquiesced, though not without some 
groans and sighs on the part of Lady Margaret, which referred, as usual, 
to the déjeiiné of his most sacred Majesty in the halls which were now to be 
abandoned to rebels. Hasty preparations were made for evacuating the 
Castle ; and long ere the dawn was distinct enough for discovering objects 
with precision, the ladies, with Major Bellenden, Harrison, Gudyill, and 
the other domestics, were mounted on the led horses, and others which had 
been provided in the neighbourhood, and proceeded towards the north, still 
escorted by four of the insurgent horsemen. The rest of the party who 
had accompanied Lord Evandale from the hamlet, took possession of the — 
deserted Castle, carefully forbearing all outrage or acts of plunder. And 
when the sun arose, the scarlet and blue colours of the Scottish Covenant 
dosted from the Keep of Tillietudlem. 


*~ 


Chapter the Cmrnty- Hint). 


And to my breast, a bodkin in her hand 
Were worth a thousand daggers. 


MARLOW. - 


TuE cavalcade which left the Castle of Tillietudlem halted for a few 
minutes at the small town of Bothwell, after passing the outposts of the 
insurgents, to take some slight refreshments which their attendants had 
p,ovided, and which were really necessary to persons who had suffered 
considerably from want of proper nourishment. They then pressed for- 
ward upon the road towards Edinburgh, amid the lights of dawn which 
were now rising on the horizon. It might have been expected, during the 
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course of the journey, that Lord Evandale would have been frequently by 
the side of Miss Edith Bellenden. Yet, after his first salutations had been 
exchanged, and every precaution solieitously adopted which could serve for 
her accommodation, he rode in the van of the party with Major Bellenden, 
and seemed to abandon the charge of immediate attendance upon his lovely 
niece to one of the insurgent cavaliers, whose dark military cloak, with the 
large flapped hat and feather, which drooped over his face, concealed at 
once his figure and his features. They rode side by side m silence for more 
than two miles, when the stranger addressed Miss Bellenden in a tremulons 
and suppressed voice. 

‘‘ Miss Bellenden,” he said, ‘must have friends wherever she is known: 
even among those whose conduct she now disapproves. Is there anything 
that such can do to show their respect for her, and their regret for her 
sufferings ?” 

‘Let them learn, for their own sakes,” replied Edith, “to venerate the 
laws, and to spare innocent blood. Let them return to their allegiance, 
and I can forgive them all that I have suffered, were it ten times more.” 

‘“‘You think it impossible, then,” rejoimed the cavalter, “‘ for any one to 
serve in our ranks, having the weal of his country sincerely at heart, and 
conceiving himself in the discharge of a patriotic duty?” 

“Tt might be imprudent, while so absolutely in your power,” replied Miss 
Bellenden, “to answer that question.” 

‘“‘ Not in the present imstance, I phght you the word of a soldier,” replied 
the horseman. 

‘“‘T have been taught candour from my birth,” said Edith; “and if I am 
to speak at all, I must utter my real sentiments. God only can judge the 
heart—-men must estimate intentions by actions. Treason — murder by 
the sword and by gibbet—the oppression of a private family such as 
ours, whe were only in arms for the defence of the established government, 
and of owr own property — are actions which must needs sully all that have 
accession to them, by whatever specious terms they may be gilded over.” 

“The guilt of civil war,” rejoined the horseman—‘“ the miseries which it. 
brings in its train, lie at the door of those who provoked it by illegal 
oppression, rather than of such as are driven to arms in order to assert their 
natural rights as freemen.” 

“That is assuming the question,” replied Edith, ‘which ought to be 
proved. Each party contends that they are right in point of principle, and 
therefore the guilt must lie with them who first drew the sword; as, in an 
affray, law holds those to be the criminals who are the first to have recourse 
to violence.” 

“* Alas !”’ said the horseman, ‘‘ were our yiadication to rest there, how easy 
would it be to show that we have suffered with a patience which almost 
seemed beyond the power of humanity, ere we were driven by oppression 
into open resistance !—But I perceive,” he continued, sighing deeply, ‘‘ that 
it is vain to plead before Miss Bellenden a cause which she has already pre- 
judged, perhaps as much from her dislike of the persons as of the principles 
of those engaged in it.” 

*‘ Pardon me,” answered Edith. ‘‘I have stated with freedom my opinion 
of the principles of the insurgents; of their persons I know nothing—ex- 
cepting in one solitary instance.” : 

‘‘ And that instance,” said the horseman, “has influenced your opinion 
of the whole body?” 

“Far from it,” said Edith; “he is—at least I once thought him—one in 
whose scale few were fit to be weighed. He is—or he seemed—one of early 
talent, high faith, pure morality, and warm affections. Can I approve of a 
rebellion which has made such a man, formed to ornathent, to enlighten, 
and to defend his country, the companion of gloomy and ignorant fanatics, 
or canting hypocrites,—the leader of brutal clowns,—the brother in arms 
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to banditti and highway murderers? Should you meet such an one in your 
camp, tell him that Edith Bellenden has wept more over his fallen character, 
blighted prospects, and dishonoured name, than over the distresses of her 
own house,—and that she has better endured that famine which has wasted 
her cheek and dimmed her eye, than the pang of heart which attended the 
reflection by and through whom these calamities were inflicted.” 

As she thus spoke, she turned upon her companion a countenance, whose 
faded cheek attested the reality of her sufferings, even while it glowed with 
the temporary animation which accompanied her language. The horseman 
was not insensible to the appeal; he raised his hand to his brow with the 
sudden motion of one who feels a pang shoot along his brain, passed i 
hastily over his face, and then pulled the shadowing hat still deeper on hi. 
forehead. The movement, and the feelings which it excited, did not escape 
Edith, nor did she remark them without emotion. 

‘And yet,” she said, ‘‘should the person of whom I speak seem to you 
too deeply affected by the hard opinion of—of—an early friend, say to him, 
that sincere repentance is next to innocence ;—that, though fallen from a 
height not easily recovered, and the author of much mischief, because gilded 
by bis example, he may still atone in some measure for the evil he has done.” 

‘“‘ And in what manner?” asked the cavalier, in the same suppressed, and 
almost choked voice. 

“‘ By lending his efforts to restore the blessings of peace to his distracted 
countrymen, and to induce the deluded rebels to lay down their arms. By 
saving their blood, he may atone for that which has been already spilt ;— 
and he that shall be most active in accomplishing this great end, will best 
deserve the thanks of this age, and an honoured remembrance in the next.” 

** And in such a peace,” said her companion, with a firm voice, “ Miss 
Bellenden would not wish, I think, that the interests of the people were 
sacrificed unreservedly to those of the crown?” 

‘‘T am but a girl,” was the young lady’s reply; ‘‘ and I scarce can think 
on the subject without presumption. But, since I have gone so far, I will 
fairly add, | would wish to see a peace which should give rest to all parties, 
and secure the subjects from military rapine, which I detest as much as I 
do the means now adopted to resist it.” 

‘Miss Bellenden,” answered Henry Morton, raising his face, and speak- 
ing in his natural tone, ‘‘ the person who has lost such a highly-valued place 
in your esteem, has yet too much spirit to plead his cause as a criminal ; 
and, conscious that he can no longer claim a friend’s interest in your bosom, 
he would be silent under your hard censure, were it not that he can refer to 
the honoured testimony of Lord Evandale, that his earnest wishes and most 
active exertions are, even now, directed to the accomplishment of such a 
peace as the most loyal cannot censure.” 

He bowed with dignity to Miss Bellenden, who, though her language 
intimated that she well knew to whom she had been speaking, probably had 
not expected that he would justify himself with so much animation. She 
returned his salute, confused and in silence. Morton then rode forward to 
tks head of the party. 

* Tenry Morton!” exclaimed Major Bellenden, surprised at the sudden 
apparition, 

“The saine,”’ answered Morton; ‘ who is sorry that he labours under the 
harsh construction of Major Bellenden and his family. He commits tc my 
Lord Evandale,” he continued, turning towards the young nobleman, and 
bowing to him, “the charge of undeceiving his friends, both regarding the 
a of his conduct and the purity of his motives. Farewell, Major 

ellenden — All happiness attend you and yours;—may we meet again in 
happier and better times !”’ 3 

** Believe me,” said Lord Evandale, “‘ your confidence, Mr. Merton, is not 
ausplaced; I wil) endeavour to repay the great services 1 have reecived from 
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‘ou, by doing my best to place your character on its proper footing with 
[a’or Bellenden, and all whose esteem you value.” 

‘‘] expected no less from your generosity, my lord,” said Morton. 

He then called his followers, and rode off along the heath in the direction 
of Hamilton, their feathers waving, and their steel caps glancing in the 
beams of the rising sun. Cuddie Headrigg alone remained an instant be- 
hind his companions to take an affectionate farewell of Jenny Dennison, 
who had contrived, during this short morning’s ride, to re-establish her in- 
fluence over his susceptible bosom. A straggling tree or two obscured, 
rather than concealed, their ¢éte-d-téte, as they halted their horses to bid 
adieu. 

‘Fare ye weel, Jenny,” said Cuddie, with a loud exertion of his lungs, 
intended perhaps to be a sigh, but rather resembling the intonation of a 
groan—‘‘ Ye’ll think o’ puir Cuddie sometimes—an honest lad that lo’es ye, 
Jenny; ye’ll think o’ him now and then ?” 

‘<W hiles—at brose-time,” answered the malicious damsel. unable either 
to suppress the repartee, or the arch smile which attended it. 

Cuddie took his revenge as rustic lovers are wont, and as Jenny pro- 
bably expected,—caught his mistress round the neck, kissed her cheeks and 
lips heartily, and then turned his horse and trotted after his master. 

‘“ Deil’s in the fallow!” said Jenny, wiping her lips and adjusting her 
head-dress; “‘he has twice the spunk o’ Tam Halliday, after a’. Coming, 
my leddy, coming — Lord have a care o’ us, I trust the auld leddy didna 
see us?” 

“Jenny,” said Lady Margaret, as the damsel came up, “ was not that 
young man who commanded the party the same that was captain of the 
popinjay, and who was afterwards prisoner at Tillietudlem on the morning 
Claverhouse came there ?” 

Jenny, happy that the query had no reference to her own little matters, 
looked at her young mistress, to discover, if possible, whether it was her 
cue to speak truth or not. Not being able to catch any hint to guide her, 
she followed her instinct as a lady’s maid, and lied. 

“‘] dinna believe it was him, my leddy,” said Jenny, as confidently 
as if she had been saying her catechism; ‘he was a little black man, 
that.”’ ; 

‘You must have been blind, Jenny,” said the Major: ‘“ Henry Morton is 
tall and fair, and that youth is the very man.” 

‘“‘] had ither thing ado than be looking at him,” said Jenny, tossing her 
head; ‘‘ he may be as fair as a farthing candle, for me.” 

‘Js it not,” said Lady Margaret, ‘‘a blessed escape which we have made, 
out of the hands of so desperate and bloodthirsty a fanatic ?” 

‘“‘'You are deceived, madam,” said Lord Evandale; ‘“‘ Mr. Morton merits 
’ such a title from no one, but least from us. That I am now alive, and that - 
you are now on your safe retreat to your friends, instead of being prisoners 
to a real fanatical homicide, is solely and entirely owing to the prompt, active, 
and energetic humanity of this young gentleman.” 

He then went into a particular narrative of the events with which the 
reader is acquainted, dwelling upon the merits of Morton, and expatiating 
on the risk at which he had rendered them these important services, as if 
he had been a brother instead of a rival. 

“‘] were worse than ungrateful,” he said, ‘‘ were I silent on the merits of 
the man who has twice saved my life.” 

‘“‘T would willingly think well of Henry Morton, my lord,” replied Major 
Bellenden; ‘‘and | own he has behaved handsomely to your lordship and 
to us; but I cannot have the same allowances which it pleases your lordship 
to entertain for his present courses.” 

“You are to consider,” replied Lord Evandale, “ that he has been partl 
forced upon them by necessity ; and I must add, that his principles, thoug 
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ditfering in some degree from my own, are such as to command respect, 
“laverhouse, whose knowledge of men is not to be disputed, spoke justly of 
him as to his extraordinary qualities—but with prejudice, and harshly, con- 
cerning his principles and motives.” 

‘You have not been long in learning all his extraordinary qualities, my 
lord,” answered Major Bellenden, ‘I who have known him from boyhood, 
could, before this affair, have said much of his good principles and good 
nature; but as to his high talents” 

“They were probably hidden, Major,” replied the generous Lord Evan- 
dale, “even from himself, until circumstances called them forth; and, if I 
have detected them, it was only because our intercourse and conversation 
turned on momentous and important subjects. He is now labouring to 
bring this rebellion to an end, and the terms he has proposed are so mode- 
rate, that they shall not want my hearty recommendation.” : 

‘“‘ And have you hopes,” said Lady Margaret, ‘‘ to accomplish a scheme su 
comprehensive ?” 

“IT should have, madam, were every whig as moderate as Morton, and — 
every loyalist as disinterested as Major Bellenden. But such is the fanati- 
cism and violent irritation of both parties, that I fear nothing will end this 
civil war save the edge of the sword.” 

It may be readily supposed that Edith listened with the deepest interest 
to this conversation. While she regretted that she had expressed herself 
harshly and hastily to her lover, she felt a conscious and proud satisfaction 
that his character was, even in the judgment of his noble-minded rival, such 
as her own affection had once spoke it. 

‘Civil feuds and domestic prejudices,” she said, ‘“‘may render it neces- 
sary for me to tear his remembrance from my heart; but it is no small 
relief to know assuredly, that it is worthy of the place it has so long retained 
there.” 

While Edith was thus retracting her unjust resentment, her lover arrived 
at the camp of the insurgents near Hamilton, which he found in consider- 
able confusion. Certain advices had arrived that the royal army, having 
been recruited from England by a large detachment of the King’s Guards, 
were about to take the field. Fame magnified their numbers and their high 
state of equipment and discipline, and spread abroad other circumstances 
which dismayed the courage of the insurgents. What favour they might 
have expected from Monmouth, was likely to be intercepted by the influence 
of those associated with him in command. His Lieutenant-general was 
the celebrated General Thomas Dalzell, who, having practised the art of 
war in the then barbarous country of Russia, was as much feared for his 
cruelty and indifference to human life and human sufferings, as respected 
for his steady loyalty and undaunted valour. ‘This man was second in com- 
mand to Monmouth, and the horse were commanded by Claverhouse, burning 
with desire to revenge the death of his nephew, and his defeat at Drumelog. 
To these accounts was added the most formidable and terrific description of 
the train of artillery and the cavalry force with which the royal army took 
the field. * 
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* A Cameronian muse was awakened from slumber on this doleful occasion, and gave the following ae 
unt of the muster of the royal forces, in poetry nearly as melancholy as the subject. 


They marched east through Lithgow town The Lowdien Mallisha* they 
For to enlarge their forces : Came with their coats of blew; 
And sent for all the north country Five hundred men from London came, 
To come, both foot and horses. Clad in a reddish hue. 
Montrose did come and Athole both, When they were assembled one and all, 
And witl them many more ; A full brigade were they ; 
and all the Highland Amorites Like to a pack of hellish hounds, 


‘Shat had been there before, Roreing after their prey. 


* Lothian Militia. 
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Large bodies, composed of the Highland clans, having in language, reli- 
gion, and manners, no connexion with the insurgents, had been summoned 
to join the royal army under their various chieftains ; and these Amorites, 
ur Philistines, as the insurgents termed them, came like eagles to the 
slaughter. In fact, every person who could ride or run at the King’s com- 
mand, was summoned to arms, apparently with the purpose of forfeiting 
and fining such men of property whom their principles might deter from 
joining the royal standard, though prudence prevented them from joining 
that of the insurgent Presbyterians. In short, every rumour tended to 
increase the apprehension among the insurgents, that the King’s ven- 
geance had only been delayed in order that it might fall more certain ana 
more heavy. 

Morton endeavoured to fortify the minds of the common people by point- 
ing out the probable exaggeration of these reports, and by reminding them 
of the strength of their own situation, with an unfordable river in front, 
only passable by a long and narrow bridge. He called to their remem- 
brance their victory over Claverhouse when their numbers were few, and 
then much worse disciplined and appointed for battle than now; showed 
them that the ground on which they lay afforded, by its undulation, and the 
thickets which intercepted it, considerable protection against artillery, and 
even against cavalry, if stoutly defended; and that their safety, in fact, 
depended on their own spirit and resolution. 

But while Morton thus endeavoured to keep up the courage of the army 
at large, he availed himself of those discouraging rumours to endeavour to 
impress on the minds of the leaders the necessity of proposing to the 
Government moderate terms of accommodation, while they were still formi- 
dable as commanding an unbroken and numerous army. He pointed out 
to them, that, in the present humour of their followers, it could hardly be 
expected that they would engage with advantage the well-appointed and 
regular force of the Duke of Monmouth; and that if they chanced, as was 
most likely, to be defeated and dispersed, the insurrection in which they 
had engaged, so far from being useful to the country, would be rendered 
the apology for oppressing it more severely. 

Pressed by these arguments, and feeling it equally dangerous to remain 
together, or to dismiss their forces, most of the leaders readily agreed, that 
if such terms could be obtained as had been transmitted to the Duke of 
Monmouth by the hands of Lord Evandale, the purpose for which they had - 
taken up arms would be, in a great measure, accomplished. They then 
entered into similar resolutions, and agreed to guarantee the petition and 
remonstrance which had been drawn up by Morton. On the contrary, 
there were still several leaders, and those men whose influence with the 
people exceeded that of persons of more apparent consequence, who re- 
garded every proposal of treaty which did not proceed on the basis of the 
Solemn League and Covenant of 1640, as utterly null and void, impious, 
and unchristian. These men diffused their feelings among the multitude, 
who had little foresight, and nothing to lose, and persuaded many that the 
timid counsellors who recommended peace upon terms short of the dethrone- 
ment of the royal family, and the declared independence of the Church 
with respect to the State, were cowardly labourers, who were about to with- 
draw their hands from the plough, and despicable trimmers, who sought 
only a specious pretext for deserting their brethren in arms These contra- 
dictory opinions were fiercely argued in each tent of the insurgent army, 
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When they were all provided well, 
Tn armour and amonition, 

Then thither wester did they come 
Most cruel of intention. 


The royalists celebrated the‘r victory in stanzas of equal merit. Specimens of both may he found ¢ whe 
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or rather in the huts or cabins which served in the place of tents Vio- 
lence in language often led to open quarrels and blows, and the divisions 
into which the army of sufferers was rent, served as too plain a presage of 
their future state. 


\ 
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Chapter the Chirtieth. 


The curse of growing factions and divisions 
Still vex yeur councils. 
VENICE PRESERVED. 


Tue prudence of Morton found sufficient occupation in stemming the 
furious current of these contending parties, when, two days after his return 
to Hamilton, he was visited by his friend and colleague, the Reverend 
Mr. Poundtext, flying, as he presently found, from the face of John Bal- 
four of Burley, whom he left not a little incensed at the share he had taken 
in the liberation of Lord Evandale. When the werthy divine had some 
what recruited his spirits, after the hurry and fatigue of his journey, he 

roceeded to give Morton an account of what had passed in the vicinity of 
‘Tillietudlem after the memorable morning of his departure. 

The night march of Morton had been accomplished with such dexterity, 
and the men were so faithful to their trust, that Burley received no intelli 
gence of what had happened until the morning was far advanced. His first 
inquiry was, whether Macbriar and Kettledrummle had arrived, agreeably 
to the summons which he had dispatched at midnight. Macbriar had come, 
and Kettledrummle, though a heavy traveller, might, he was informed, be 
instantly expected. Burley then despatched a messenger to Morton’s quar- 
ters to summon him to an immediate council. The messenger returned 
with news that he had left the place. Poundtext was next summoned ; but 
he thinking, as he said himself, that it was ill dealing with fractious folk, 
had withdrawn to his own quiet manse, preferring a dark ride, though he 
had been on horseback the whole preceding day, to a renewal in the morn- 
ing of a controversy with Burley, whose ferocity overawed him when un- 
supported by the firmness of Morton. Burley’s next inquiries were directed 
after Lord Evandale; and great was his rage when he learned that he had 
been conveyed away over night by a party of the marksmen of Milnweod, 
under the immediate command of Henry Morton himself. 

“The villain!’ exclaimed Burley, addressing himself to Macbriar ;— 
“the base, mean-spirited traitor, to curry favour for himself with the Govern- 
ment, hath set at liberty the prisoner taken by my own right hand, through 
means of whom, | have little doubt, the possession of the place of strength 
which hath wrought us such trouble, might now have been in our hands !”” 

** But is it not in our hands?” said Macbriar, looking up towards the Keep 
ot the Castle; ‘‘and are not these the colours of the Covenant that float 
»yer its wells?” 

“A stratagem —a mere trick,” said Burley—“an insult over our disap- 
pointment, intended to aggravate and embitter our spirits.” 

He was interrupted by the arrival of one of Morton’s followers, sent to 
ceport to him the evacuation of the piace, and its occupation by the insur- 
gent forces. Burley was rather driven to fury than reconciled by the news 
«f this success. 

“‘T have watched,” he said — “ I have fought—-I have plotted—I have 
etr:ven for the reduction of this place —I have forborne to seek to head 
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enterprises of higher command and of higher honour—I have narrowed 
their outgoings, and cut off the springs, and broken the staff of bread within 
their wally; and when the men were about to yield themselves to my hand, 
that their sons might be bondsmen, and their daughters a laughing-stock 
to our whole camp, cometh this youth, without a beard on his chin, and 
takes it on him to thrust his sickle into the harvest, and to rend the prey 
from the spoiler! Surely the labourer is worthy of his hire, and the city, 
with its captives, should be given to him that wins it!” 

“Nay,” said Macbriar, who was surprised at the degree of agitation which 
Balfour displayed, ‘‘ chafe not thyself because of the ungodly. Heaven will 
use its own instruments; and who knows but this youth” 

“Hush! hush!” said Burley; “do not discredit thine own better judg- 
ment. It was thou that first badest me beware of this painted sepulchre — 
this lacquered piece of copper, that passed current with me for gold. It 
fares ill, even with the elect, when they neglect the guidance of such pious 
pastors as thou. But our carnal affections will mislead us—this ungrateful 
boy’s father was mine ancient friend. They must be as earnest in their 
struggles as thou, Ephraim Macbriar, that would shake themselves clear of 
the clogs and chains of humanity.” 

This compliment touched the preacher in the most sensible part; and 
Burley deemed, therefore, he should find little difficulty in moulding his 
opinions to the support of his own views, more especially as they agreed 
exactly in their high-strained opinions of church-government. 

“Let us instantly,” he said, “‘go up to the Tower; there is that among 
the records in yonder fortress, which, well used as 1 can use it, shall be 
worth to us a valiant leader and an hundred horsemen.” 

** But will such be the fitting aids of the children of the Covenant?” said 
the preacher. ‘‘We have already among us too many who hunger after 
lands, and silver and gold, rather than after the Word : — it is not by such 
that our deliverance shall be wrought out.” 

‘Thou errest,” said Burley ; ‘“‘ we must work by means, and these world] 
men shall be our instruments. At all events, the Moabitish woman shall. 
be despoiled of her inheritance, and neither the malignant Evandale, nor 
the erastian Morton, shall possess yonder castle and “lands, though they 
may seek in marriage the daughter thereof.” 

So saying, he led ‘the w ay to  Tillietidlem, where he seized upon the plate 
and other valuables for the use of the army, ransacked the charter-room, 
and other receptacles for family papers, and treated with contempt the 
remonstrances of those who reminded him, that the terms granted to the 
garrison had guaranteed respect to private property. 

Burley and Macbriar, having established themselves in their new acqui- 
sition, were joined by Kettledrummle in the course of the day, and also by 
the Laird of Langcale, whom that active divine had contrived to seduce, as 
Poundtext termed it, from the pure light in which he had been brought up. 
Thus united, they sent to the said Poundtext an invitation, or rather a 
summons, to attend a council at Tillietudlem. He remembered, however, 
that the door had an iron grate, and the Keep a dungeon, and resolved not 
to trust himself with his incensed colleagues. He therefore retreated, or 
rather fled, to Hamilton, with the tidings, that Burley, Macbriar, and Ket- 
tledrummle, were coming to Hamilton as soon as they could collect a body 
of Cameronians suflicient to overawe the rest of the army. 

“‘ And ye see,” concluded Poundtext, with a deep sigh, “that they will 
then possess a majority in the council; ‘for Langeale, though he has always 
passed for one of the honest and rational party, cannot be suit ably or pre- 
‘ceesely termed either fish, or flesh, or gude red herring ;—~ whoever has the 
stronger party has Lan eeale,” 

Thus concluded the “heavy narrative of honest Poundvext, who sighed 

deeply, as he considered the danger in which he was placed hetwixt unrea 
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sonable adversaries amongst themselves and the common enemy from with- 
eut. Morton exhorted him to patience, temper, and composure ; informed 
him of the good hope he had of negotiating for peace and indemnity through 
means of Lord Evandale, and made out to him a very fair prospect that he 
should again return to his own parchment-bound Calvin, his evening pipe 
of tobacco, and his noggin of inspiring ale, providing always he would 
afford his effectual support and concurrence to the measures which he (Mor- 
ton) had taken for a general pacification.* Thus backed and comforted 
Poundtext resolved magnanimously to await the coming of the Cameronians 
to the general rendezvous. 

Burley and his confederates had drawn together a considerable bedy of 
these sectaries, amounting to a hundred horse and about fifteen hundred 
foot, clouded and severe in aspect, morose and jealous in communication, 
haughty of heart, and confident, as men who believed that the pale of sal- 
vation was open for them exclusively; while all other Christians, however 
slight were the shades of difference of doctrine from their own, were in fact 
little better than outcasts or reprobates. These men entered the presby- 
terian camp, rather as dubious and suspicious allies, or possibly antago- 
nists, than as men who were heartily embarked in the same cause, and 
exposed to the same dangers, with their more moderate brethren in arms, 
Burley made no private visits to his colleagues, and held no communica- 
tion with them on the subject of the public affairs, otherwise than by send- 
ing a dry invitation to them to attend a meeting of the general council for 
that evening. 

On the arrival of Morton and Poundtext at the place of assembly, they 
found their brethren already seated. Slight greeting passed between them, 
and it was easy to see that no amicable conference was intended by those 
who convoked the council. The first question was put by Macbriar, the 
sharp eagerness of whose zeal urged him to the van on all occasions. He 
desired to know by whose authority the malignant, called Lord Evandale, 
had been freed from the doom of death, justly denounced against him. 

‘““By my authority and Mr. Morton’s,” replied Poundtext; who, besides 
being anxious to give his companion a good opinion of his courage, confided 
heartily in his support, and, moreover, had much less fear of encountering 
one of his own profession, and who confined himself to the weapons of 
theological controversy, in which Poundtext feared no man, than of enter. 
ing into debate with the stern homicide Balfour. 

‘¢ And who, brother,” said Kettledrummle, —‘‘ who gave you authority 
to interpose in such a high matter?” | 

““The tenor of our commission,” answered Poundtext, “ gives us autho- 
rity to bind and to loose. If Lord Evandale was justly doomed to die by 
the voice of one of our number, he was of a surety lawfully redeemed from 
death by the warrant of two of us.” 

“Go to, go to,” said Burley; ‘we know your motives; it was to send 
that silk-worm — that gilded trinket — that embroidered trifle of a lord, to 
bear terms of peace to the tyrant.” 


* The author does not, by any means, desire that Poundtext should be regarded as a just representation of» 
the moderate presbyterians, amoung whom were many ministers whose courage was equal to their good sense 
and sound views of religion. Were he to write the tale anew, he would probably endeavour to give the cua- 
racter a higher turn. It is certain, however, that the Cameronians imputed to their opponents in opinion 
concerning the Indulgence, or others of their strained and fanatical notions, a disposition not only to seek 
Bi own safety, but to enjoy themselves. Hamilton speaks of three clergymen of this Gescription as 
follows :~—- 

«They pretended great zeal against the Indulgence; but, alas! that was all their practice, otherwise being 
jut very gross, which I shall but hint at in short. When great Cameron and those with him were taking 
nany a cold blast and storm in the fields, and among the cot-houses in Scotland, these three had for the 
nost part their residence in Glasgow, where they found good quarter and a full table, which I doubt not put 
some bestowed upon them from real affection to the Lord’s cause; and when these three were together, 
their greatest work was who should make the finest and sharpest roundel, aud breathe the guickest jests 
‘con one another, and to tell what valiant acls they were to do, and who could laugh loudest and most 
neartily among them; and when at any time they came out to the country, whatever other things they had, 
they were careful euch of them to have a great flask of brandy with them, which was very heavy to some 
Waa gaged t» Mr Cameron, Mr. Cargill, and Henry Hall--1 shall name no more.” ~- Faith ul Coniend 
gs YP. 198. : 
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“Tt was so,” replied Morton, who saw his companion begin to flinch 
before the fierce eye of Balfour — ‘it was so; and what then? — Are we 
to plunge the nation in endless war, in order to pursue schemes ~vhich are 
equally wild, wicked, and unattainable ?” 

“ Hear him!” said Balfour; “he blasphemeth.” 

“Tt is false,” said Morton; “they blaspheme who pretend te expect - 
miracles, and neglect the use of the human means with which Providence 
has blessed them. I repeat it —— Our avowed object is the re-establishment 
of peace on fair and honourable terms of security to our religion and our 
liberty. We disclaim any desire to tyrannize over those of others.” 

The debate would now have run higher than ever, but they were inter- 
rupted by intelligence that the Duke of Monmouth had commenced his 
march towards the west, and was already advanced half way from Edin- 
burgh. ‘This news silenced their divisions for the moment, and it was 
agreed that the next day should be held as a fast of general humiliation for 
the sins of the land; that the Reverend Mr. Poundtext should preach to the 
army in the morning, and Kettledrummle in the afternoon;,that neither 
should touch upon any topics of schism or of division; but animate the 
soldiers to resist to the blood, like brethren in a good cause. This healing 
overture having been agreed to, the moderate party ventured upon another 
proposal, confiding that it would have the support of Langcale, who looked 
extremely blank at the news which they had just received, and might be 
supposed reconverted to moderate measures. It was to be presumed, they 
said, that since the King had not intrusted the command of his forces 
upon the present occasion to any of their active oppressors; but, on the 
contrary, had employed a nobleman distinguished by gentleness of temper, 
and a disposition favourable to their cause, there must be some better 
intention entertained towards them than they had yet expected. They con- 
tended, that it was not only prudent but necessary to ascertain, from a 
communication with the Duke of Monmouth, whether he was not charged 
with some secret instructions in their favour. This could only be learned 
by despatching an envoy to his army. 

** And who will undertake the task?” said Burley, evading a proposal too 
reasonable to be openly resisted — ‘‘ who will go up to their camp, knowing 
that John Grahame of Claverhouse hath sworn to hang up whomsoever we 
shall despatch towards them, in revenge of the death of the young man his 
nephew ?” 

‘“‘ Let that be no obstacle,” said Morton — “I will with pleasure encoun- 
ter any risk attached to the bearer of your errand.” 

“Let him go,” said Balfour, apart to Macbriar; ‘our couneils will be 
well rid of his presence.” 

The motion, therefore, received no contradiction even from those who 
were expected to have been most active in opposing it; and it was agreed 
that Henry Morton should go to the camp of the Duke of Monmouth, in 
order to discover upon what terms the insurgents would be admitted to 
treat with him. As soon as his errand was made known, several of the 
more moderate party joined in requesting him to make terms upon the 
footing of the petition intrusted to Lord Evandale’s hands; for the approach 
of the King’s army spread a general trepidation, by no means allayed by 
the high tone assumed by the Cameronians, which had so little to support 
it excepting their own headlong zeal. With these instructions, and with 
Cuddie as his attendant, Morton set forth towards the royal camp, at all 
the risks which attend those who assume the office of mediator during the 
heat of civil discord. 

Morton had not proceeded six or seven miles, before he perceived that he 
was on the point of falling in with the van of the royal forces; and, as he 
ascended a height, saw all the roads in the neighbourhood occupicd by 
armed men marching in great order towards Bothwell-muir, an open ecm: 
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mon, on which they proposed to encamp for that evening, at the listance 
of scarcely two miles from the Clyde, on the farther side of which river the 
army of the insurgents was encamped. He gave himself up t» the first 
advanced-guard of cavalry which he met, as bearer of a flag of truce, and 
communicated his desire to obtain access to the Duke of Monmouth. The 
non-cominissioned. officer who commanded the party made his report to his 
superior, and he again to another in still higher command, and both imme 
diately rode to the spot where Morton was detained. 

“You are but losing your time, my friend, and risking your life,” said 
one of them, addressing Morton; “‘the Duke of Monmouth will receive no - 
terms from traitors with arms in their hands, and your cruelties have been 
such as to authorize retaliation of every kind. Better trot your nag back, 
and save his mettle to-day, that he may save your life to-morrow.” 

“1 cannot think,” said Morton, “that even if the Duke of Monmouth 
should consider us as criminals, he would condemn so large a body of his 
fellow-subjects without even hearing what they have to plead for them- 
selves. On my part I fear nothing. I am conscious of having consented 
to, or authorized, no cruelty, and the fear of suffering innocently for the 
erimes of others shall not deter me from executing my commission.” 

The two officers looked at each other. 

“T have an idea,” said the younger, “that this is the young man of 
whom Lord Evandale spoke.” 

“Is my Lord Evandale in the army?” said Morton. | 

“ He is not,” replied the officer; “we left him at Edinburgh, too much 
indisposed to take the field. Your name, sir, I presume, is Henry Morton ?” 

‘‘ Tt is, sir,’ answered Morton. 

“We will not oppose your seeing the Duke, sir,” said the officer, with 
more civility of manner; ‘‘but you may assure yourself it will be to no 
purpose; for, were his Grace disposed to favour your people, others are 
joined in commission with him who will hardly consent to his doing so.” 

“‘T shall be sorry to find it thus,” said Morton; “‘ but my duty requires 
that I should persevere in my desire to have an interview with him.” 

“Lumley,” said the superior officer, “let the Duke know of Mr. Morton’s 
arrival, and remind his Grace that this is the person of whom Lord Evan- 
dale spoke so highly.” 

The officer returned with a message that the General could not see Mr. 
Morton that evening, but would see him betimes in the ensuing morning. 
He was detained in a neighbouring cottage all night, but treated with civil- 
ity, and every thing provided for his accommodation. Early on the next 
morning the officer he had first seen came to conduct him to his audience. 

The army was drawn out, and in the act of forming column for march, 
or attack. The Duke was in the centre, nearly a mile from the place where 
Morton had passed the night. In riding towards the General, he had an 
opportunity of estimating the force which had been assembled for the sup- 
pression of the hasty and ill-concerted insurrection. There were three or 
four regiments of English, the flower of Charles’s army—there were the 
Scottish Life-Guards, burning with desire to revenge their late defeat-—other 
Scottish regiments of regulars were also assembled, and a large body of 
cavalry, consisting partly of gentlemen-volunteers, partly of the tenants of 
the crown who did military duty for the fiefs. Morton also observed several 
strong parties of Highlanders drawn from the points nearest to the Lowland 
frontiers, —a people, as already mentioned, particularly obnoxious to the 
western whigs, and who hated and despised them in the same proportion. 
These were assembled under their chiefs, and made part of this formidable 
array. A complete train of field-artillery accompanied these troops; and 
the whole had an air so imposing, that it seemed nothing short of an actual 
miracle could prevent the ill-equipped, ill-modelled, and tumultuary army 
of the insurgents, from being utterly destroyed. The officer who accom: 
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panicd Morton endeavoured to gather from his looks the feelings with which 

this splendid and awful parade of military force had impressed him. But, 

true to the cause he had espoused, he laboured successfully to prevent tha 

anxiety which he felt from appearing in his countenance, and looked aroun 

him on the warlike display as on a sight which he expected, and to which 
¢ was indifferent. 

‘“‘'You see the entertainment prepared for-you,” said the officer. 

‘“‘Yf Thad no appetite for it,” replied Morton, ‘‘I should not have been 
accompanying you at this moment. But I shall be better pleased with a 
more peaceful regale, for the sake of all parties.” 

As they spoke thus, they approached the commander-in-chief, who, sur- 
rounded by several officers, was seated upon a knoll commanding an exten- 
sive prospect of the distant country, and from which could be easily dis- 
covered the windings of the majestic Clyde, and the distant camp of the 
insurgents on the opposite bank. ‘The officers of the royal army appeared 
to be surveying the ground, with the purpose of directing an immediate 
attack. When Captain Lumley, the officer who accompanied Morton, had 
whispered in Monmouth’s ear his name and errand, the Duke made a signai 
for all around him to retire, excepting only two general officers of distine- 
tion. While they spoke together in whispers for a few minutes before 
Morton was permitted to advance, he had time to study the appearance of 
the persons with whom he was to treat. 

It was impossible for any one to look upon the Duke of Monmouth with- 
out being captivated by his personal graces and accomplishments, of which 
the great High-Priest of all the Nine afterwards recorded— 

Whate’er he did was done with so much ease, 
In him alone ’twas natural to please ; 


His motions all accompanied with grace, 
And Paradise was opened in his face. 


Yet to a strict observer, the manly beauty of Monmouth’s face was occa- 
sionally rendered less striking by an air of vacillation and uncertainty, 
which seemed to imply hesitation and doubt at moments when decisive reso- 
lution was most necessary. 

Beside him stood Claverhouse, whom we have already fully described, 
and another general officer whose appearance was singularly striking. His 
dress was of the antique fashion of Charles the First’s time, and composed 
of shamoy leather, curiously slashed, and covered with antique lace and 
garniture. His boots and spurs might be referred to the same distant 
period. He wore a breastplate, over which descended a grey beard of 
venerable length, which he cherished as a mark of mourning for Charles 
the First, having never shaved since that monarch was brought to the seaf- 
fold. His head was uncovered, and almost perfectly batd. His high and 
wrinkled forehead, piercing grey eyes, and marked features, evinced age 
unbroken by infirmity, and stern resolution unsoftened by humanity. Such 
is the outline, however feebly expressed, of the celebrated General Thomas 
Dalzell,* a man more feared and hated by the whigs than even Claverhouse 
himself, and who executed the same violences against them out of a detes- 
tation of their persons, or perhaps an innate severity of temper, which Gra- 
hame only resorted to on political accounts, as the best means of intimi- 
dating the followers of presbytery, and of destroying that sect entirely. 


* In Crichton’s Memoirs, edited by Swift, where a particular account of this remarkable person's dress and 
Nabit is given, he is said never to have worn boots The following account of his rencoygnter with John 
Faton of Meadowhead, showed, that in action at least he wore pretty stout ones, unless the reader be in- 
elined to believe in the truth of his having a charm, which made him proof against lead. 

“ Dalzell,” says Paton‘s biographer, “ advanced the whole left wing of his army on Colonel Wallace's right. 
flere Captain Paton behaved with great courage and gallantry. Dulzell, knowing him in the former wars, 
advanced upon himself, thinking to take him prisoner, Upon his approach, each presented his pistol. On 
vheir first discharge, Captain Paton perceiving his pistol ball to hop upon Dalzell’s feets and knowing whal 
was the cause (he having proof), put his hand in his pocket for some smali pieces of silver he had there fei 
the purpose, and put one of theminto his other pistol. But Dalzell, having his eye up -n hi in the meat 
while, retired pehind his own man, who by that meaus was slain.” ; : 
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The presence of these two generals, one of whom he knew by person, 
and the other by description, seemed to Morton decisive of the fate of his 
embassy. But, notwithstanding his youth and inexperience, and the unfa 
vourable reception which his proposals seemed likely to meet with, he ad- 
vanced boldly towards them upon receiving a signal to that purpose, deter= 
mined that the cause of his country, and of those with whom he had taken 
up arms, should suffer nothin» from being intrusted to him. Monmouth 
received him with the graceful courtesy waich attended even his slightest 
actions ; Dalzell regarded him with a stern, gloomy, and impatient. frown ; 
and Claverhouse, w rith a sarcastic smile and inclination of his head, seemed 
to claim him as an old acquaintance. 

“You come, sir, from these unfortunate people, now assembled in arms,’ 
said the Duke of Monmouth, “‘and your name, I believe, is Morton: wil 
you favour us with the purport of your errand ? e” 

“Tt is contained, my lord,” answered Morton, “in a paper, termed a Re- 

monstrance and Supplication, which my Lord Evandale has placed, 1 pre- 
sume, in your Grace’s hands 

“He has done so, sir,’ answered the Duke; ‘and I understand, from 
Lord Evandale, that Mr. Morton has behaved in these unhappy matters 
with much temperance and generosity, for which I have to oe his 
acceptance of my thanks.” 

Here Morton observed Dalzell shake his head indignantly, and whisper 
something into Claverhouse’s ear, who smiled in return, and elevated his 
eyebrows, but in a degree so light as scarce to be perceptible. The Duke, 
taking the petition from his pocket, proceeded, obviously struggling between 
the native gentleness of his own disposition, and perhaps his conviction 
that the petitioners demanded no more than their rights, and the desire, on 
the other hand, of enforcing the King’s authority, and complying with the 
sterner opinions of the colleagues in office who had been assigned for the 
purpose of controlling as well as advising him. 

“There are, Mr. Morton, in this paper, proposals, as to the abstract pro- 
priety of which I must now waive delivering any opinion. Some of them 
appear to me reasonable and just; and although I have no express instru + 
tions from the King upon the subject, yet I assure you, Mr. Morton, and | 
pledge my honour, “that I will interpose in your behalf, and use my utmost 
influence to procure you satisfaction from his Majesty. But you must dis- 
tinctly understand, that I can only treat with supplicants, not with rebels ; 
and, as a preliminary to every act of favour on my side, I must insist upon 
your followers laying down their arms and dispersing themselves.” 

“To do so, my Lord Duke,” replied Morton, undauntedly, “were to ac- 
knowledge ourselves Lie rebels that our enemies term us. Our swords are 
drawn for recovery of a birthright wrested from us; your Grace’s modera- 
tion and good sense has admitted the general justice of our demand —a 
demand which would never have been listened to had it not been accom- 
er with the sound of the trumpet. We cannot, therefore, and dare not, 
ay down our arms, even on your Grace’s assurance of indemnity, unless it 
were accompanied with some reasonable prospect of the redress of our 
wrongs which we complain of.” 

“ Mr. Morton,” replied the Duke, “you are young, but you must have 
seen enough of the world to perceive, that requests, by no means dangerous 
or unreasonable in themselves, may become so by the way in which they 
are pressed and supported.” 

‘“We may reply, my lord,” answered Morton, “that this disagreeable 
mode has not been resorted to until all others have failed.” 

** Mir. Morton,” said the Duke, ‘‘I must break this conference short. We 
are in readiness to commence the attack ; yet 1 will suspend it for an hour, 
until y a can communicate my answer to the insur gents. If they please to 
disperse their followers, lay down their arms, and send a peaceful dopey 
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tion to me, I will consider myself bound in honour to do all I can to procure 
redress of their grievances ; if not, let them stand on their guard and expect 
the consequences. —I think, gentlemen,” he added, turning to his two 
colleagues, ‘‘this is the utmost length to which I can stretch my instrue 
tions in favour of these misguided persons ?” 

“By my faith,” answered Dalzell, suddenly, “and it is a length to which 
my poor judgment durst not have stretched, considering I had both the 
King and my conscience to answer to! But, doubtless, your Grace knows 
more of the King’s private mind than we, who have only the letter of our 
instructions to look to.” 

Monmouth blushed deeply. ‘You hear,” he said, addressing Morton, 
“General Dalzell blames me for the length which I am disposed to go in 
your favour.” 

‘General Dalzell’s sentiments, my lord,’ replied Morton, “are such as 
we expected from him ; your Grace’s such as we were prepared to hope you 
might please to entertain. Indeed I cannot help adding, that, in the case 
of the absolute submission upon which you are pleased to insist, it might 
still remain something less than doubtful how far, with such counsellors 
around the King, even your Grace’s intercession might procure us effectual 
relief. But I will communicate to our leaders your Grace’s answer to our 
supplication ; and, since we cannot obtain peace, we must bid war welcome 
as well as we may.” 

“Good morning, sir,” said the Duke. ‘‘I suspend the movements of at- 
tack for one hour, and for one hour only. If you have an answer to return 
within that space of time, I will receive it here, and earnestly entreat it 
may be such as to save the effusion of blood.” 

At this moment another smile of deep meaning passed between Dalzell 
and Claverhouse. The Duke observed it, and repeated his words with great 
dignity — ‘ Yes, gentlemen, I said I trusted the answer might be such as 
would save the effusion of blood. I hope the sentiment neither needs your 
scorn, nor incurs your displeasure.” 

Dalzell returned the Duke’s frown with a stern glance, but made no an- - 
swer. Claverhouse, his lip just curled with an ironical smile, bowed, and 
said, ‘“‘It was not for him to judge the propriety of his Grace’s senti- 
ments.” : : 

The Duke made a signal to Morton to withdraw. He obeyed; and, ac- 
companied by his former escort, rode slowly through the army to return to 
the camp of the non-conformists. As he passed the fine corps of Life- 
Guards, he found Claverhouse was already at their head. That officer no 
sooner saw Morton, than he advanced and addressed him with perfect 
politeness of manner. 

‘“‘T think this is not the first time I have seen Mr. Morton of Milnwood ?” 

“Tt is not Colonel Grahame’s fault,’ said Morton, smiling sternly, “that 
he or any one else should be now incommoded by my presence.” 

‘‘ Allow me at least to say,” replied Claverhouse, ‘that Mr. Morton’s 
present situation authorizes the opinion I have entertained of him, and that 
my proceedings at our last meeting only squared to my duty.” 

“To reconcile your actions to your duty, and your duty to your con- 
science, is your business, Colonel Grahame, not mine,” said Morton, justly 
offended at being thus, in a manner, required to approve of the sentence 
under which he had so nearly suffered. 

“Nay, but stay an instant,” said Claverhouse. ‘ Hvandale insists that 
I have some wrongs to acquit myself of in your instance. I trust I shall 
always make some difference between a high-minded gentleman, who. 
though misguided, acts upon generous principles, and the crazy fanatical 
clowns yonder, with the bloodthirsty assassins who head them. Therefore. 
£ they do not disperse upon your return, let me pray you instantly coms 
over to our army and surrender yourself, for, be assured, they cann jt stand 
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our assault for half an hour. If you will be ruled and do this, be sure to 
inquire for me. Monmouth, strange as it may seem, cannot protect you — 
Dalzell will not; —I both can and will; and I have promised to Evyan-ale 
to do so if you will give me an opportunity.” 

“‘T should owe Lord Evandale my thanks,” answered Morton coldly, ‘did 
not his scheme imply an opinion that I might be prevailed on to desert 
those with whom I am engaged. For you, Colonel Grahame, if you will 
honour me with a different species of satisfaction, it is probable that, in an 
hour’s time, you will find me at the west end of Bothwell Bridge with my 
sword in my hand.” 

‘“‘] shall be happy to meet you there,” said Claverhouse, ‘‘ but still more 
so should you think better on my first proposal.” 

They then saluted and parted. 

‘That is a pretty lad, Lumley,” said Claverhouse, addressing himself to 
the other officer; “‘ but he is a lost man — his blood be upon his head.” 

So saying, he addressed himself to the task of preparation for instant 
battle. 


Chapter the Chirty-Firat. 


But hark! the tent has changed its voice, 
There’s peace and rest nae langer. 
Burns. 


The Lowdien Mallisha they 
Came with their coats of blew ; 
Five hundred men from London came, 
Claid in a reddish hue. 
BotHWELL LINES. 


Waren Morton had left the well-ordered outposts of the regular army, 
and arrived at those which were maintained by his own party, he could not 
but be peculiarly sensible of the difference of discipline, and entertain a 
proportional degree of fear for the consequences. The same discords which 
agitated the councils of the insurgents, raged even among their meanest fol- 
lowers; and their picquets and patrols were more interested and occupied 
in disputing the true occasion and causes of wrath, and defining the limits 
of Erastian heresy, than in looking out for and observing the motions of 
their enemies, though within hearing of the royal drums and trumpets. 

There was a guard, however, of the insurgent army, posted at the long 
and narrow bridge of Bothwell, over which the enemy must necessarily 
advance to the attack; but, like the others, they were divided and disheart- 
ened ; and, entertaining the idea that they were posted on a desperate ser- 
vice, they even meditated withdrawing themselves to the main body. This 
would have been utter ruin; for on the detence or loss of this pass the for- 
tune of the day was most likely to depend. All beyond the bridge was a 
plain open field, excepting a few thickets of no great depth, and, conse- 
yacully, was ground on which the undisciplined forces of the insurgents, 

eficient as they were in cavalry, and totally unprovided with artillery, 
were altogether unlikely to withstand the shock of regular troops. 

Morton therefore viewed the pass carefully, and formed the hope, that by 
vccupying two or three houses on the left bank of the river, with the copse 
and thickets of alders and hazels that lined its side, and by blockading the 
passage itself, and shutting the gates of a portal, which, according to the 
ald fashion, was built on the central arch of the bridge of Bothwell, it 
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might b:: easily defended against a very superior force. He issued diree 
tions accordingly, and commanded the parapets of the bridge, on the farther 
side of the portal, to be thrown down, that they might afford no protection 
to the enemy when they should attempt the passage. Morton then con- 
jured the party at this important post to be watchful and upon their guard, 
and promised them a speedy and strong reinforcement. He caused them 
to advance videttes beyond the river to watch the progress of the enemy, 
which outposts he directed should be withdrawn to the left bank as soon aa 
- they approached ; finally, he charged them to send regular information to 
the main body of all that they should observe. Men under arms, and in a 
situation of danger, are usually sufficiently alert in appreciating the merit 
of their officers. Morton’s intelligence and activity gained the confidence 
of these men, and with better hope and heart than before, they began to 
fortify their position in the manner he recommended, und saw him depart 
with three loud cheers. 

Morton now galloped hastily towards the main body of the insurgents, 
but was surprised and shocked at the scene of confusion and clamour which 
it exhibited, at the moment when good order and concord were of such 
essential consequence. instead of being drawn up in line of battle, and 
listening to the commands of their officers, they were crowding together in 
n confused mass, that rolled and agitated itself like the waves of the sea, 
‘while a thousand tongues spoke, or rather vociferated, and not a single ear 
was found to listen. Scandalized at a scene so extraordinary, Morton en- 
deavoured to make his way through the press, to learn, and if possible to 
remove, the cause of this so untimely disorder. While he is thus engaged, 
we shall make the reader acquainted with that which he was some time in 
discovering. 

The insurgents had proceeded to hold their day of humiliation, which, 
agreeably to the practice of the puritans during the earlier civil war, they 
considered as the most effectual mode of solving all difficulties, and waiv- 
ing all discussions. It was usual to name an ordinary week-day for this 
purpose, but on this occasion the Sabbath itself was adopted, owing to the 
pressure of the time and the vicinity of the enemy. A temporary pulpit, or 
tent, was erected in the middle of the encampment; which, according to 
the fixed arrangement, was first to be occupied by the Reverend Peter 
Poundtext, to whom the post of honour was assigned, as the eldest clergy- 
man present. But as the worthy divine, with slow and stately steps, was 
advancing towards the rostrum which had been prepared for him, he was 
prevented by the unexpected apparition of Habakkuk Mucklewrath, the 
insane preacher whose appearance had so much startled Morton at the first 
council of the insurgents after their victory at Loudon-hill. It is not known 
whether he was acting under the influence and instigation of the Cameron- 
ians, or whether he was merely impelled by his own agitated imaginatien, 
and the temptation of a vacant pulpit before him, to seize the opportunity 
of exhorting so respectable a congregation. It is only certain that he tuck 
occasion by the forelock, sprung into the pulpit, cast his eyes wildly around 
him, and, undismayed by the murmurs of many of the audience, opened the 
Bible, read forth as his text from the thirteenth chapter of Deuteronomy, 
“Certain men, the children of Belial, are gone out from among you, and 
have withdrawn the inhabitants of their city, saying, Let us go and serve 
other gods, which you have not known;” and then rushed at once into the 
midst of his subject. 

The harangue of Mucklewrath was as wild and extravagant as his intru- 
sion was unauthorised and untimely; but it was provokingly coherent, in 
80 far as it turned entirely upon the very subjects of discord, of which it 
had been agreed to adjourn the consideration until some more 3uitable op- 
portunity. Not a single topic did he omit which had offence in it: and, 
after charging the moderate party with heresy, with crouching 10 tyranny, — 
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with seeking to be at peace with God’s enemies, he applied to Morton, by 
name, the charge that he had been one of those men of Belial, who, in the 
words of his text, had gone out from amongst them, to withdraw the inhab 
itants of his city, and to go astray after false gods. To him, and all who 
followed him, or approved of his conduct, Mucklewrath denounced fury 
and vengeance, and exhorted those who would hold themselves pure and 
undefiled to come up from the midst of them. 

“Fear not,” he said, “ because of the neighing of horses, or the glittering 
of breastplates. Seek not aid of the Egyptians because of the enemy, 
though they may be numerous as locusts, and fierce as dragons. ‘Their trust 
is not as our trust, nor their rock as our rock; how else shall a thousand 
fly before one, and two put ten thousand to the flight! I dreamed it in the 
visions of the night, and the voice said, ‘ Habakkuk, take thy fan and purge 
the wheat from the chaff, that they be not both consumed with the fire of 
indignation and the lightning of fury.’ Wherefore, I say, take this Henry 
Morton—this wretched Achan, who hath brought the accursed thing among 
ye, and made himself brethren in the camp of the enemy — take him and 
stone him with stones, and thereafter burn him with fire, that the wrath — 
may depart from the children of the Covenant. He hath not taken a Baby- 
lonish garment, but he hath sold the garment of righteousness to the woman 
of Babylon —he hath not taken two hundred shekels of fine silver, but he 
hath bartered the truth, which is more precious than shekels of silver or 
wedges of gold.” 

At this furious charge, brought so unexpectedly against one of their most 
active commanders, the audience broke out into open tumult, some demand- 
ing that there should instantly be a new election of officers, into which office 
none should hereafter be admitted who had, in their phrase, touched of that 
which was accursed, or temporized more or less with the heresies and cor- 
ruptions of the times. While such was the demand of the Cameronians, 
they vosiferated loudly, that those who were not with them were against 
them, —that it was no time to relinquish the substantial part of the cove- 
nanted testimony of the Church, if they expected a blessing on their arms 
and their cause, —and that, in their eyes, a lukewarm Presbyterian was 
little better than a Prelatist, an anti-Covenanter, and a Nullifidian. i 

The parties accused repelled the charge of criminal compliance and de- 
fection from the truth with scorn and indignation, and charged their 
accusers with breach of faith, as well as with wrong-headed and extrava- 
gant zeal in introducing such divisions into an army, the joint strength of 
which could not, by the most sanguine, be judged more than sufficient to _ 
face their enemies. Poundtext, and one or two others, made some faint 
efforts to stem the increasing fury of the factious, exclaiming to those of the 
other party, in the words of the Patriarch,—‘ Let there be no strife, I pray 
thee, between me and thee, and between thy herdsmen and my herdsmen, 
for we be brethren.” No pacific overture could possibly obtain audience. 
It was in vain that even Burley himself, when he saw the dissension proceed 
to such ruinous lengths, exerted his stern and deep voice, commanding 
silence and obedience to discipline. The spirit of insubordination had gone 
forth, and it seemed as if the exhortation of Habakkuk Mucklewrath had 
communicated a part of his frenzy to all who heard him. ‘The wiser, or 
more timid part of the assembly, were already withdrawing themselves from 
the field, and giving up their cause as lost, Others were moderating a har- 
monious call, as they somewhat improperly termed it, to new officers, and 
dismissing those formerly chosen, and that with a tumult and clamour 
worthy of the deficiency of good sense and good order implied in the whole 
transaction. It was at this moment when Morton arrived in the field and 
joined the army, in total confusion, and on the point of dissolving itself, 

lis arrival occasioned loud exclamations of applause on the one side, and 
uf imprecation on the other. | 
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‘‘Wha* means this ruinous disorder at such a moment?” he exclaimed te 
Burley, who, exhausted with his vain exertions to restore order, was now 
leaning on his sword, and regarding the confusion with an eye of resolute 
despair. 

oe It means,” he replied, ‘‘ that God has delivered us into the hands of our 
enemies.” 

‘Not so,” answered Morton, with a voice and gesture which compelled 
many to listen; “it is not God who deserts us —it is we who desert him, 
and dishonour ourselves by disgracing and hetraying the cause of freedom 
and religion. — Hear me!’ he exclaimed, springing to the pulpit which 
Mucklewrath had been compelled to evacuate by actual exhaustion — “J 
bring from the enemy an offer to treat, if you incline to lay down your 
arms. I can assure you the means of making an honourable defence, if 
you are of more manly tempers. The time flies fast on. Let us resolve 
either for peace or war; and let it not be said of us in future days, that six 
thousand Scottish men in arms had neither courage to stand their ground 
and fight it out, nor prudence to treat for peace, nor even the coward’s wis- 
dom to retreat in good time and with safety. What signifies quarrelling on 
points of church-discipline, when the whole edifice is threatened with total 
destruction? O remember, my brethren, that the last and worst evil which 
God brought upon the people whom he had once chosen—the last and worst 
punishment of their blindness and hardness of heart, was the bloody dis- 
- sensions which rent asunder their city, even when the enemy were thun- 
dering at its gates!’ 

Some of the audience testified their feeling of this exhortation, by loud 
exclamations of applause — others by hooting, and exclaiming — “‘'To your 
tents, O Israel!” 

Morton, who beheld the columns of the enemy already beginning to ap- 
pear on the right bank, and directing their march upon the bridge, raised 
his voice to its utmost pitch, and pointing at the same time with his hand, 
exclaimed,—“ Silence your senseless clamours! Yonder is the enemy! On 
maintaining the bridge against him, depend our lives, as well as our hope 
to reclaim our laws and liberties. There shall at least one Scottishman die 
in their defence. Let any one who loves his country follow me!” 

The multitude had turned their heads in the direction to which he pointed. 
The sight of the glittering files of the English Foot-Guards, supported by 
several squadrons of horse, of the cannon which the artillerymen were 
busily engaged in planting against the bridge, of the plaided clans who 
seemed to search for a ferd, and of the long succession of troops which were 
destined to support the attack, silenced at once their clamorous uproar, and 
struck them with as much consternation as if it were an unexpected appa- 
rition, and not the very thing which they ought to have been looking out 
for. They gazed on each other, and on their leaders, with looks resembling 
those that indicate the weakness of a patient when exhausted by a fit of 
frenzy. Yet when Morton, springing from the rostrum, directed his steps 
towards the bridge, he was followed by about an hundred of the young men 
who were particularly attached to his command. , 

Burley turned to Macbriar-—‘‘ Wphraim,” he said, “ it is Providence points 
us the way, through the worldly wisdom of this latitudinarian youth. — He 
that loves the light, let him follow Burley !’’ 

“Yarry,” replied Macbriar; “itis not by Henry Morton, or such as he, 
that our goings-out and our comings-in are to be meted; therefore tarry 
wita us. I fear treachery to the host from this nillifidian Achan —Thou 
shalt not go with him — thou art our chariots and our horsemen.” 

“Finder me not,” replied Burley; ‘ he hath well said that all is lost, if 
the enemy win the bridge—therefore let me not. Shall the children of this 
generation be called wiser or braver than the children of the sanctuary ?— 
Array yourselves under your leaders — let us not ‘ack supplies of men avi 
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ammunition; and aceursed be he who turneth back from the work on this 
great day !”’ 

Having thus spoken, he hastily marched towards the bridge, and was 
followed by about two hundred of the most gallant and zealous of his party 
There was a deep and disheartened pause when Morton and Burley de 
parted. The commanders availed themselves of it to display their lines ix 
some sort of order, and exhorted those who were most exposed, to throw 
themselves upon their faces to avoid the cannonade which they might pre- 
sently expect. The insurgents ceased to resist or to remonstrate; but the 
awe which had silenced their discords had dismayed their courage. They 
suffered themselves to be formed into ranks with the docility of a flock of 
sheep, but without possessing, for the time, more resolution or energy ; for 
they experienced a sinking of the heart, imposed by the sudden and immi- 
nent approach of the danger which they had neglected to provide against 
while it was yet distant. ‘They were, however, drawn out with some regu- 
larity; and as they still possessed the appearance of an army, their leaders 
had only to hope that some favourable circumstance would restore their 
spirits and courage. 

Kettledrummle, Poundtext, Macbriar, and other preachers, busied them- 
selves in their ranks, and prevailed on them to raise a psalm. But the 
superstitious among them observed as an ill omen, that their song of praise 
and triumph sunk into “a quiver of consternation,” and resembled rather a 
penitentiary stave sung on the scaffold of a condemned criminal, than the 
bold strain which had resounded along the wild heath of Loudon-hill, in 
anticipation of that day’s victory. The melancholy melody soon received a 
rough accompaniment; the royal soldiers shouted, the highlanders yelled, 
the cannon began to fire on one side, and the musketry on both, and the 
bridge of Bothwell, with the banks adjacent, were involved in wreaths of 
smoke. 


Chapter the Ghirty-Seroad. 


As e’er ye saw the rain doun far, 
Or yet the arrow from the bow, 
Sae our Scots lads fell even down, 
And they lay slain on every knowe. 
OLD BALLAD. 


Ere Morton or Burley had reached the post to be defended, the enemy 
had commenced an attack upon it with great spirit. The two regiments of 
Foot-Guards, formed into a close column, rushed forward to the river; one 
corps, deploying along the right bank, commenced a galling fire on the de 
fenders of the pass, while the other pressed on to occupy the bridge. ‘The 
insurgents sustained the attack with great constancy and courage; and 
while part of their number returned the fire across the river, the rest main- 
tained a discharge of musketry upon the further end of the bridge itself, and 
“every avenue by which the soldiers endeavoured to approach it. The latter 
suffered severely, but still gained ground, and the head of their column was 
already upon the bridge, when the arrival of Morton changed the scene; 
and his marksmen, commencing upon the pass a fire as well aimed as it wag 
sustained and regular, compelled the assailants to retire with much loss, 
They were a second time brought up to the charge, and a second time re- 
pulsed witn still greater loss, as Burley had now brought his party ints 
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action. he fire was continued with the utmost vehemence on hoth sides, 
and the issue of the action seemed very dubious. 

Monm»uth, mounted on a superb white charger, might be discovered on 
the top of the right bank of the river, urging, entreating, and animating the 
exertions of his soldiers. By his orders, the cannon, which had hitherto been 
employed in annoying the distant main body of the presbyterians, were now 
turned upon the defenders of the bridge. But these tremendous engines, 
being wrought much more slowly than in modern times, did not produce 
the effect of annoying or terrifying the enemy to the extent proposed. The 
insurgents, sheltered by the copsewood along the bank of the river, or 
stationed in the houses already mentioned, fought under cover, while the 
‘royalists, owing to the precautions of Morton, were entirely exposed. The 
defence was so protracted and obstinate, that the royal generals began to 
fear it might be ultimately successful. “While Monmouth threw himself 
from his horse, and, rallying the Foot-Guards, brought them on to another 
close and desperate attack, he was warmly seconded by Dalzell, who, put- 
ting himself at the head of a body of Lennox-Highlanders, rushed forward 
with their tremendous war-cry of Loch-sloy.* The ammunition of the de- 
fenders of the bridge began to fail at this important crisis; messages, com- 
manding and imploring succours and supplies, were in vain despatched, one 
after the other, to the main body of the presbyterian army, which remained 
inactively drawn up on the open fields in the rear. Fear, consternation, and 
misrule, had gone abroad among them, and while the post on which their 
safety depended required to be instantly and powerfully reinforced, there 
remained none either to command or to obey. 

As the fire of the defenders of the bridge began to slacken, that of the 
assailants increased, and in its turn became more fatal. Animated by the 
example and exhortations of their generals, they obtained a footing upon 
the bridge itself, and began to remove the obstacles by which it was block- 
aded. The portal-gate was broke open, the beams, trunks of trees, and 
other materials of the barricade, pulled down and thrown into the river. 
This was not accomplished without opposition. Morton and Burley fought 
in the very front of their followers, and encouraged them with their pikes, 
halberds, and partisans, to encounter the bayonets of the Guards, and the 
broadswords of the Highlanders. But those behind the leaders began to 
shrink from the unequal combat, and fly singly, or in parties of two or three, 
towards the main body, until the remainder were, by the mere weight of the 
hostile column as much as by their weapons, fairly forced from the bridge. 
The passage being now open, the enemy began to pour over. But the bridge 
was long and narrow, which rendered the manceuvre slow as well as danger- 
ous; and those who first passed had still to force the houses, from the win- 
dows of which the Covenanters continued to fire. Burley and Morton were 
near each other at this critical moment. 

“There is yet time,” said the former, ‘to bring down horse to attack 
them, ere they can get into order; and, with the aid of God, we may thug 
regain the bridge. Masten thou to bring them down, while I make the de- 
fence good with this 0] 1 and wearied body.” 

Morton saw the importance of the advice, and, throwing himself on the 
horse which Cuddie held in readiness for him behind the thicket, galloped 
towards a body of cavalry which chanced to be composed entirely of Cam- 
eronians. Kre he could speak his errand, or utter his orders, he was saluted 
by the execrations of the whole body. 

“ TTe flies!” they-exclaimed—*“ the cowardly traitor flies like a hart from 
the hunters, and hath left valiant Burley in the midst of the slaughter !” 

““T do not fly,” said Morton. ‘I come to lead you to the attack. Advance 
boldly, and we shall yet do well.” 


* This was the slogan or war-crv of the MacFarlanes, taken from a lake near tne head of Loch uw 4.an@ 
m the “entre of their anc’ent possessions on tie western banks of that bea atirul inland sea. 
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“ Follow him not !—Follow him not!”’—such were the tumultuous. excla- 
mations which resounded from the ranks ;—‘“‘ he hath sold you to the sword 
of the enemy!” 

And while Morton argued, entreated, and commanded in vain, the moment 
was lost in which the advance might have been useful; and the outlet from 
the bridge, with all its defences, being in complete possession of the enemy 
Burley and his remaining followers were driven back upon the main body, 
to whom the spectacle of their hurried and harassed retreat was far from 
restoring the confidence which they so much wanted. 

In the meanwhile, the forces of the King crossed the bridge at their 
leisure, and, securing the pass, formed in line of battle; while Claverhouse, 
who, like a hawk perched on a rock, and eyeing the time to pounce on its 
prey, had watched the event of the action from the opposite bank, now 
passed the bridge at the head of his cavalry, at full trot, and leading them 
in squadrons through the intervals and round the flanks of the royal infantry, 
formed them in line on the moor, and led them to the charge, advancing in 
front with one large body, while other two divisions threatened the flanks 
of the Covenanters. Their devoted army was now in that situation when 
the slightest demonstration towards an attack was certain to inspire panic. 
Their broken spirits and disheartened courage were unable to endure the 
charge of the cavalry, attended with all its terrible accompaniments of sight 
and sound,—-the rush of the horses at full speed, the shaking of the earth 
under their feet, the glancing of the swords, the waving of the plumes, and 
the fierce shouts of the cavaliers. The front ranks hardly attempted one 
ill-directed and disorderly fire, and their rear were broken and flying in con- 
fusion ere the charge had been completed; and in less than five minutes 
the horsemen were mixed with them, cutting and hewing without mercy. 
The voice of Claverhouse was heard, even above the din of conflict, exclaim- 
ing to his soldiers—‘ Kill! kill!—no quarter! think on Richard Grahame!” 
The dragoons, many of whom had shared the disgrace of Loudon-hill, re- 
quired no exhortations to vengeance as easy as it was complete. Their swords 
drank deep of slaughter among the unresisting fugitives. Screams for quarter 
were only answered by the shouts with which the pursuers accompanied 
their blows, and the whole field presented one general scene of confused 
slaughter, flight and pursuit. 

About twelve hundred of the insurgents who remained in a body a little 
apart from the rest, and out of the line of the charge of cavalry, threw down 
their arms and-surrendered at discretion, upon the approach of the Duke of 
Monmouth at the head of the infantry. That mild-tempered nobleman in- 
stantly allowed them the quarter which they prayed for; and, galloping 
about through the field, exerted himself as much to stop the slaughter, as 
he had done to obtain the victory. While busied in this humane task, he 
met with General Dalzell, who was encouraging the fierce Highlanders and 
royal volunteers to show their zeal for King and country, by quenching the 
flame of the rebellion with the blood of the rebels. 

“ Sheathe your sword, I command you, General!” exclaimed the Duke, 
“and sound the retreat. Enough of blood has been shed; give quarter te 
the King’s misguided subjects.” 

“JT obey your Grace,” said the old man, wiping his bloody sword and re- 
turning it to the scabbard ; ‘‘ but I warn you at the same time, that enough 
has not been done to intimidate these desperate rebels. Has not your 
Grace heard that Basil Olifant has collected several gentlemen and men of 
substance in the West, and is in the act of marching to join them ?” 

“ Basil Olifant?” said the Duke; ‘“‘ who, or what is he?” 

“The next male heir to the last Earl of Torwood. He is disaffected to 
Government from his claim to the estate being set aside in favour of Lady 
Margaret Bellenden; and I suppose the hope of getting the inheritance haa 
set him in motion.” 
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_ “Be Jas motives what they will,” replied Monmouth, “he must soon dis 
perse his followers, for this army is too much broken to rally again ;— 
therefore, once more, I command that the pursuit be stopped.” 

“‘Tt is your Grace’s province to command, and to be responsible for your 
commands,”’ answered Dalzell, as he gave reluctant orders for checking the 

ursuit. 

But the fiery and vindictive Grahame was already far out of hearing of 
the signal of retreat, and continued with his cavalry an unwearied and bloody 
pursuit, breaking, dispersing, and cutting to pieces all the insurgents whom 
they could come up with. 

Burley and Morton were both hurried off the field by the confused tide 
of fugitives. They made some attempt to defend the streets of the town of 
Hamilton ; but while labouring to induce the fliers to face about and stand 
to their weapons, Burley received a bullet which broke his sword-arm. 

‘*May the hand be withered that shot the shot!” he exclaimed, as the 
sword which he was waving over his head fell powerless to his side. “I 
can fight no longer.”* 

Then turning his horse’s head, he retreated out of the confusion. Morton 
also now saw that the continuing his unavailing efforts to rally the fliers 
could only end in his own death or captivity, and, followed by the faithful 
Cuddie, he extricated himself from the press, and being well mounted, leaped 
his horse over une cr two enclosures, and got into the open country. 

From the first hill which they gained in their flight, they looked back, 
and beheld the whole country covered with their fugitive companions, and 
with the pursuing dragoons, whose wild shouts and halloo, as they did exe- 
cution on the groups whom they overtook, mingled with the groans and 
screams of their victims, rose shrilly up the hill. 

- “Tt is impossible they can ever make head again,” said Morton. 

“The head’s taen aff them, as clean as I wad bite it off a sybo!”’ rejoined 
Cuddie. ‘Eh, Lord! see how the broadswords are flashing! War’s a fear- 
some thing. They’ll be cunning that catches me at this wark again.—But, 
for God’s sake, sir, let us mak for some strength !” 

Morton saw the necessity of following the advice of his trusty squire. 
They resumed a rapid pace, and continued it without intermission, direct- 
ing their course towards the wild and mountainous country, where they 
thought it likely some part of the fugitives might draw together, for the 
sake either of making defence, or of obtaining terms. 


Chanter the CGhirty- Chirk. 


They require 
Of Heaven the hearts of lions, breath of tigers, 
Yea and the fierceness too. 


FLETCHER. 


Eveninc had fallen; and, for the last two hours, they had seen none of 
their ill-fated companions, when Morton and his faithful attendant gained 
the moorland, and approached a large and solitary farm-house, situated in 
the entrance of a wild glen, far remote from any other habitation. 

“Our horses,” said Morton, “will carry us no farther without rest or 
food, and we must try to obtain them here, if possible.” 

So speaking, he led the way to the house. The place had every appeur- 
ance of being inhabited. There was smoke issuing from the chimucy in a 


ee Oe 


* This incident, and Burley’s exclamation, are taken from the 1ecorda 
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considerable volume, and the marks of recent hoofs were visible around 
the door. They could even hear the murmuring of human voices within 
the house. But all the lower windows were closely secured; and when 
they knocked at the door, no answer was returned. After vainly calling 
and entreating admittance, they withdrew to the stable, or shed, in order io 
accommodate their horses, ere they used farther means of gaining admis- 
sion. In this place they found ten or twelve horses, whose state of fatigue, 
as well as the military yet disordered appearance of their saddles and ac- 
coutrements, plainly indicated that their owners were fugitive insurgents in 
their own circumstances. 

“This meeting bodes luck,” said Cuddie; ‘and they hae walth o’ bef, 
that’s ae thing certain, for here’s a raw hide that has been about the hurdies 
o’ a stot not half an hour syne — it’s warm yet.” 

Encouraged by these appearances, they returned again to the house, and 
announcing themselves as men in the same predicament with the inmates, 
clamoured loudly for admittance. 

“Whoever ye be,” answered a stern voice from the window, after a long 
and obdurate silence, ‘‘ disturb not those who mourn for the desolation and 
captivity of the land, and search out the causes of wrath and of defection, 
that the stumbling-blocks may be removed over which we have stumbled.” 

‘“‘They are wild western whigs,” said Cuddie, in a whisper to his master; 
“I ken by their language. Fiend hae me if I like to venture on them!” 

Morton, however, again called to the party within, and insisted on admit- 
tance; but finding his entreaties still disregarded, he opened one of the 
lower windows, and pushing asunder the shutters, which were but slightly 
secured, stepped into the large kitchen from which the voice had issued, 
Cuddie followed him, muttering betwixt his teeth, as he put his head within 
the window, ‘‘ That he hoped there was nae scalding brose on the fire ;” and 
master and servant both found themselves in the company of ten or twelve 
armed men, seated around the fire, on which refreshments were preparing, 
and busied apparently in their devotions. 

In the gloomy countenances, illuminated by the fire-light, Morton had no 
difficulty in recognising several of those zealots who had most distinguished 
themselves by their intemperate opposition to all moderate measures, toge- 
ther with their noted pastor, the fanatical Ephraim Macbriar, and the. 
maniac, Habakkuk Mucklewrath. The Cameronians neither stirred tongue 
nor hand to welcome their brethren in misfortune, but continued to listen 
to the low murmured exercise of Macbriar, as he prayed that the Almighty 
would lift up his hand from his people, and not make an end in the day of 
his anger. That they were conscious of the presence of the intruders only 
appeared from the sullen and indignant glances which they shot at them, 
from time to time, as their eyes encountered. 

Morton, finding into what unfriendly society he had unwittingly intruded, 
began to think of retreating; but, on turning his head, observed with some 
alarm, that two strong men had silently placed themselves beside the win- 
dow through which they had entered. One of these ominous sentinels 
whispered to Cuddie, ‘Son of that precious woman, Mause Headrigg, do 
not cast thy lot farther with this child of treachery and perdition — Pass 
on thy way, and tarry not, for the avenger of blood 1s behind thee.” 

With this he pointed to the window, out of which Cuddie jumped without 
hesitation ; for the intimation he had received plainly implied the personal 
danger he would otherwise incur. 

“Winnocks are no lucky wi’ me,” was his first reflection when he was in 
the open air; his next was upon the probable fate of his master. ‘‘ They’]1 
kill him, the murdering loons, and think they’re doing a gude turn! but 
I’se tak the back road for Hamilton, and see if I canna get some 0’ our ain 
folk to bring help in time of needcessity.”’ 

So saying, Cuddie hastened to the stable, and taking the best horse he 
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could find instead of his own tired animal, he galloped off in the direction 
he proposed. 

The noise of his horse’s tread alarmed for an instant the devotion of the 
fanatics. As it died in the distance, Macbriar brought his exercise to a 
conclusion, and his audience raised themselves from the stooping posture, 
and louring downward look, with which they had listened to it, and all 
fixed their eyes sternly on Henry Morton. 

“ You bend strange countenances on me, gentlemen,” said he, addressing 
them. ‘Iam totally ignorant in what manner I can have deserved them.” 

“Out upon thee! out upon thee!’ exclaimed Mucklewrath, starting up ; 
“the word that thou hast spurned shall become a rock to crush and te 
bruise thee: the spear which thou wouldst have broken shall pierce thy 
side ; we have prayed, and wrestled, and petitioned, for an offering to atone 
the sins of the congregation, and lo! the very head of the offence is deli- 
vered into our hand. He hath burst in like a thief through the window ; 
he is a ram caught in the thicket, whose blood shall be a drink-offering to 
redeem vengeance from the church, and the place shall from henceforth be 
called Jehovah-Jireh, for the sacrifice is provided. Up then, and bind the 
victim with cords to the horns of the altar !” 

There was a movement among the party; and deeply did Morton regret 
at that moment the incautious haste with which he had ventured into their 
company. He was armed only with his sword, for he had left his pistols at 
the bow of his saddle; and, as the whigs were all provided with fire-arms, 
there was little or no chance of escaping from them by resistance. The 
interposition, however, of Macbriar protected him for the moment. 

“'Tarry yet a while, brethren ! —let us not use the sword rashly, lest the 
load of innocent blood lie heavy on us. —Come,” he said, addressing him- 
self to Morton, ‘‘ we will reckon with thee ere we avenge the cause thou 
hast betrayed. — Hast thou not,” he continued, ‘‘ made thy face as hard as 
flint against the truth in all the assemblies of the host?” 

“He has — he has,” murmured the deep voices of the assistants. 

‘He hath ever urged peace with the malignants,” said one. 

“And pleaded for the dark and dismal guilt of the Indulgence,” said 
another. 

*‘And would have surrendered the host into the hands of Monmouth,” 
echoed a third; “and was the first to desert the honest and manly Burley, 
while he yet resisted at the pass. J saw him on the moor, with his horse 
bloody with spurring, tong ere the firing had ceased at the bridge.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Morton, “if you mean to bear me down by clamour, 
and take my life without hearing me, it is perhaps a thing in your power ; 
but you will sin before God and man by the commission of such a murder.” 

““T say, hear the youth,” said Macbriar ; “for Heaven knows our bowels 
have yearned for him, that he might be brought to see the truth, and exert 
his gifts in its defence. But he is blinded by his carnal knowledge, and 
has spurned the light when it blazed before him.” 

Silence being obtained, Morton proceeded to assert the good faith which — 
he had displayed in the treaty with Monmouth, and the active part he _ 
borne in the subsequent action. 

“I may not, gentlemen,” he said, “be fully able to go the lengths you 
desire, in assigning to those of my own religion the means of tyrannizing 
over others ; but none shall go farther in asserting our own lawful freedom. 
And I must needs aver, that had others been of my mind in council, o1 
disposed to stand by my side in battle, we should this evening, instead of 
weing a defeated and discordant remnant, have sheathed our weapons in an 
useful and honourable peace, or brandished them triumphasy after a div 
cisive victory.” 

“He hath spoken the word,” said one of the assembly—“ he hath avowed 
his carnal self-secking and Erastianism ; ;—let him die the death!” 
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“Peace yet again,” said Macbriar, “for I will try him further—Was is 
not by thy means that the malignant Evandale twice escaped froin death 
and captivity? Was it not through thee that Miles Bellenden and his gar- 
rison of cut-throats were saved from the edge of the sword ?” 

“JT am proud to say, that you have spoken the truth in both instances,” 
replied Morton. — : 

‘Lo! you see!” said Macbriar— again hath his mouth spoken it.—And 
didst thou not do this for the sake of a Midianitish woman, one of the spawn 
of prelacy, a toy with which the arch-enemy’s trap is baited? Didst thou 
‘at do all this for the sake of Edith Bellenden ?” . 

“You are incapable,” answered Morton, boldly, “of appreciating my 
feelings towards that young lady; but all that I have done I would have 
done had she never existed.” 

‘‘Thou art a hardy rebel to. the truth,” said another dark-browed man. 

‘And didst thou not so act, that, by conveying away the aged woman, 
Margaret Bellenden, and her grand-daughter, thou mightest thwart the wise 
and godly project of John Balfour of Burley for bringing forth to battle 
Basil Olifant, who had agreed to take the field if he were ensured possession 
of these women’s worldly endowments ?” 

‘‘T never heard of such a scheme,” said Morton, ‘and therefore I could 
not thwart it.—But does your religion permit you to take such uncreditable 
and immoral modes of recruiting?” 

‘* Peace!” said Macbriar, somewhat disconcerted; ‘it is not for thee to 
instruct tender professors, or to construe Covenant obligations. For the 
rest you have acknowledged enough of sin and sorrowful defection, to draw 
down defeat on a host, were it as numerous as the sands on the sea-shore. 
And it is our judgment, that we are not free to let you pass from us safe 
and in life, since Providence hath given you into our hands at the moment 
that we prayed with godly Joshua, saying, ‘What shall we say when Israel 
turneth their backs before their enemies ??— Then camest thou, delivered to 
us as it were by lot, that thou mightest sustain the punishment of one that 
hath wrought folly in Israel. Therefore, mark my words. This is the 
Sabbath, and our hand shall not be on thee to spill thy blood upon this day; 
but, when the twelfth hour shall strike, it is a token that thy time on earth 
hath run! Wherefore improve thy span, for it flitteth fast away.—Seize on 
the prisoner, brethren, and take his weapon.” 

The command was so unexpectedly given, and so suddenly executed by 
those of the party who had gradually closed behind and around Morton, 
that he was overpowered, disarmed, and a horse-girth passed round his 
arms, before he could offer any effectual resistance. When this was accom- 
plished, a dead and stern silence took place. The fanatics ranged them- 
selves around a large oaken table, placing Morton amongst them bound and 
helpless, in such a manner as to be opposite to the clock which was to strike 
his knell. Food was placed before them, of which they offered their intended 
victim a share; but, it will readily be believed, he had little appetite. 
When this was removed, the party resumed their devotions. Macbriar, 
whose fierce zeal did not perhaps exclude some feelings of doubt and 
compunction, began to expostulate in prayer, as if to wring from the 
Deity a signal that the bloody sacrifice they proposed was an acceptable 
service. The eyes and ears of his hearers were anxiously strained as if 
to gain some sight or sound which might be converted or wrested into a 
type of approbation, and ever and anon dark looks were turned on the 
jial-plate of the time-piece, to watch its progress towards the moment of 
execution. 

Morton’s eye frequently took the same course, with the sad reflection, 
that there appeared no possibility of his life being expanded beyond the 
narrow segment which the index had yet to travel on the circle until it 
arrived at the fatal hour.—Faith in rie religion, with a cunsteut unyielding 
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princip.e cf honour, and the sense of conscious innocenee, enabled him te 
pass through this dreadful interval with less agitation than he himself euuld 
have expected, had the situation been prophesied to him. Yet there was a 
want of that eager and animating sense of right which supported him in 
similar circumstances, when in the power of Claverhouse. Then he was 
conscious, that, amid the spectators, were many who were lamenting his 
condition, and some who applauded his conduct. But now, among these 
pale-eyed and ferocious zealots, whose hardened brows were soon to be 
_ bent, not merely with indifference, but with triamph, upon his execution— 
without a friend to speak a kindly word, or give a look either of synrpathy 
or encouragement — awaiting till the sword destined to slay him crept out 
of the seabbard gradually, and, as it were, by straw-breadths, and con- 
demned to drink the bitterness of death drop by drop,—it is no wonder 
that his feelings were less composed than they had been on any former 
occasion of danger. His destined executioners, as he gazed around them, 
seemed to alter their forms and features, like spectres im a feverish dream ; 
their figures became larger, and their faces more disturbed; and, as am 
excited imagination predominated over the realities which his eyes received, 
he could have thought himself surrounded rather by a band of demons 
than of human beings; the walls seemed to drop with blood, and the light 
tick of the cloek thrilled on his ear with such loud, painfal distinetness, as 
if each sound were the prick of a bodkin inflicted on the naked nerve of 
the organ. 

It was with pain that be felt bis mind wavering while on the brink 
between this and the future world. He made a strong effort to compose 
himself to devotional exercises, and unequal, during that fearful strife of 
nature, to arrange his own thoughts mto suitable expressions, he had, 
instinctively, recourse to the petition for deliverance and for composure of 
spirit whieh is to be found in the Book of Common Prayer of the Church 
of England.—Macbriar, whose family were of that persuasion, imstantly 
recognised the words, which the unfortunate prisoner pronouneed half 
aloud. 

“There lacked but this,” he said, his pale cheek kindling with resent- 
ment, ‘to root out my carnal reluctance to see his blood spilt. He is a 
prelatist, who bas sought the camp under the disguise of an Erastian, 
and all, and more than all, that has been said of him must needs be 
verity. His blood be on his head, the deceiver!—let him go down to 
Tophet, with the ill-mumbled mass which he calls a prayer-book, in his 
right hand!” 

‘“‘} take up my song against him!” exclaimed the maniae. “* As the sun 
went back on the dial ten degrees for intimating the recovery of Holy Heze- 
kiah, so shall it now go forward, that the wicked may be taken away from 
among the people, and the Covenant established in its purity.” 

He sprang to a chair with an attitude of frenzy, in order to anticipate the 
fatal moment by putting the mdex forward ; and several of the party began — 
to make ready their slaughter-weapons for immediate execution, when 
Mucklewrath’s hand was arrested by one of his companions, 

“* Hist?” he said—‘ I hear a distant noise.”’ 

“It is the rashing of the brook over the pebbles,” said one. 

“Tt is the sough of the wind among the bracken,’ said another. 

“It is the galloping of horse,” said Morton to himself, his sense of hear- 
ing rendered acute by the dreadful situation in which he stood—‘ God grant 
they may come as my deliverers ?” 

The noise approached rapidly, and became more and more distinct. 

“Jt ts horse!” eried Macbriar. ‘ Look out and descry whe they are ” 

“The enemy are upon us!” cried one who had opened the window, is 
sbedience to his order. 

_Athick trampling and loud voices were heard immediately around the 
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house. Some fose to resist, and some to escape; the doors and windows 
were forced at once, and the red coats of the troopers appeared in the 
apartment. 

‘Have at the bloody rebels !—Remember Cornet Grahame!” was shouted 
bn every side. 

The lights were struck down, but the dubious glare of the fire enabled 
them to continue the fray. Several pistol-shots were fired; the whig who 
stood next to Morton received a shot as he was rising, stumbled against the 
prisoner, whom he bore down with his weight, and lay stretched above him 
adying man. This accident probably saved Morton from the damage he 
might otherwise have received in so close a struggle, where fire-arms were 
discharged and sword-blows given for upwards of five minutes. 

‘Is the prisoner safe ?” exclaimed the well-known voice of Claverhouse ; 
‘look about for him, and dispatch the whig dog who is groaning there.” 

Both orders were executed. The groans of the wounded man were 
silenced by a thrust with a rapier, and Morton, disencumbered of his weight, 
was speedily raised and in the arms of the faithful Cuddie, who blubbered 
for joy when he found that the blood with which his master was covered 
had not flowed from his own veins. A whisper in Morton’s ear, while his 
trusty follower relieved him from his bonds, explained the secret of the very 
timely appearance of the soldiers. 

“T fell into Claverhouse’s party when I was seeking for some o’ our ain 
folk to help ye out o’ the hands of the whigs, sae being atween the deil and 
the deep sea, I e’en thought it best to bring him on wi’ me, for he’ll be 
wearied wi’ felling folk the night, and the morn’s a new day, and Lord 
Evandale awes ye a day in ha’arst; and Monmouth gies quarter, the dra- 
goons tell me, for the asking. Sae haud up your heart, an’ I’se warrant 
we ll do a’ weel eneugh yet.” 


NOTE TO CHAPTER XXXITI. 


Te principal incident of the foregoing Chapter was suggested by an occurrence of a similar kind, told me 
by > gentleman, now deceased, who held an important situation in the Excise, to which he had been raised 
by active and resolute exertions in an inferior department. When employed as a supervisor on the coast of 
Galioway, at a time when the immunities of the Isle of Man rendered smuggling almost universal in that 
district, this gentleman had the fortune to offend highly several of the leaders in the contraband trade, by his 
zeal in serving the revenue. 

This rendered his situation a dangerous one, and, on more than one occasion, placed his life in jeopardy 
At one time in particular, as he was riding after sunset on a summer evening, he came suddenly upon a gang 
of the most desperate smugglers in that part of the country, They surrounded him, without violence, but ia 
guch a manner as to show that it would be resorted to if he offered resistance, and gave him to understand he 
must spend the evening with them, since they had met so happily. The officer did not attempt opposition, 
but only asked leave to send a country lad to tell his wife and family that he should be detained later than he 
expected. As he had to charge the boy with this message in the presence of the smugglers, he could found 
no hope of deliverance from it, save what might arise from the sharpness of the lad's observation. and the 
natural anxiety and affection of his wife. But if his errand should be delivered and received literally, as he 
was conscious the smugglers expected, it was likely that it might, by suspending alarm about his absence from 
home, postpone all search after him till it might be useless. Making a merit of necessity, therefore, he in- 
structed and despatched his messenger, and went with the contraband traders, with seeming willingness, to 
one of-their ordinary haunts. He sat down at table with them, and they began to drink and indulge them- 
selves in gross jokes, while, like Mirabel in the “ Inconstant,” their prisoner had the heavy task of receiving 
Sheir insolence as wit, answering their insults with good humour, and withholding from them the opportunity 
@hich they sought of engaging him in a quarrel, that they might have a pretence for misusing him. He suc- 
ceeded for some time, but soon became satisfied it was their purpose to murder him outright, or else to beat 
him in such a manner as scarce to leave him with life. A regard for the sanctity of the Sabbath evening, 
which still oddly subsisted among these ferocious men, amidst their habitual violation of divine aud social 
law, prevented their commencing their intended cruelty until the Sabbath should be terminated. ‘ hey were 
sitting around their anxious prisoner, muttering to each other words of terrible import, and watching the 
index of a clock, w: ich was shortly to strike the hour at which, in their apprehension. murder wo 1ld become 
lawful, when their ..tended victim heard a distant rustling like the wind among withered leaves. It came 
pearer, and resembled the sound of a brook in flood chafing within its hanks, it came nearer yet, and was 
plainly distinguished as the galloping of a party of horse. The absence of her husband, and the account 
given by the boy of the suspicious appearance of those with whom he had remained, had induced Mrs. —— 
to apply to the neighboring town for a party of dragoons, who thus providentially arrived in time to save him 
from extreme violence, if not from actual destruction. 
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Chapter the Chirty- Fourth. 


Sound, sound the clarion, fill the fife! 
To all the sensual world proclaim, 
One crowded h6ur of glorious life ~ 
Is worth an age without a name. 
ANONYMOUS. 


Wuen the desperate affray had ceased, Claverhouse commanded his 
fcldiers to remove the dead bodies, to refresh themselves and their horses, 
and prepare for passing the night at the farm-house, and for marching early 
in the ensuing morning. He then turned his attention to Morton, and 
there was politeness, and even kindness, in the manner in which he ad- 
dressed him. 

‘You would have saved yourself risk from both sides, Mr. Morton, if you 
had honoured my counsel yesterday morning with some attention—But 4 
respect your motives. You are a prisoner-of-war at the disposal of the King 
and Council, but you shall be treated with no incivility; and I will be satis- 
fied with your parole that you will not attempt an escape.” 

When Morton had passed his word to that effect, Claverhouse bowed 
civilly, and, turning away from him, called for his sergeant-major.—‘ How 
many prisoners, Halliday, and how many killed ?” 

“Three killed in the house, sir, two cut down in the court, and one in the 

arden—six in all; four prisoners.” 

“ Armed or unarmed ?” said Claverhouse. ‘' 

“Three of them armed to the teeth,’ answered Halliday ; ‘one without 
arms—he seems to be a preacher.” 

“‘ Ay—the trumpeter to the long-eared rout, I suppose,” replied Claver- 
house, glancing slightly round upon his victims; ‘I will talk with him to- 
morrow. ‘Take the other three down to the yard, draw out two files, and. 
fire upon them; and, d’ye hear, make a memorandum in the orderly book 
of three rebels taken in arms and shot, with the date and name of the place 
—Drumshinnel, I think, they call it.— Look after the preacher till to- 
morrow: as he was not armed, he must undergo a short examination. Or 
better, perhaps, take him before the Privy Council ; I think they should re- 
lieve me of a share of this disgusting drudgery.—Let Mr. Morton be civilly 
used, and see that the men look well after their horses; and let my groom 
wash Wildblood’s shoulder with some vinegar—the saddle has touched him 
a little.” . 

All these various orders,—for life and death, the securing of his prisoners, 
and the washing of his charger’s shoulder, — were given in the same un- 
moved and equable voice, of which no accent or tone intimated that the 
speaker considered one direction as of more importance than another. 

The Cameronians, so lately about to be the willing agents of a bloody 
execution, were now themselves to undergo it. They seemed prepared 
alike for either extremity, nor did any of them show the least sign of fear, 
when ordered to leave the room for the purpose of meeting instant death. 
Their severe enthusiasm sustained them in that dreadful moment, and they 
departed with a firm look and in silence, excepting that one of them, as he 
left the apartment, looked Claverhouse full in the face, and pronounced, 
with a stern and steady voice,—‘ Mischief shall haunt the violeut man!” to 
which Grahame only answered by a smile of contempt. 

They had no sooner left the room than Claverhouse applied himself to 
some food, which one or two of his party had hastily provided, and invited 
Morton to fellow his example, observing, it had been a busy day for them 
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both. Morton declined eating; for the sudden change of circumstances. - 

the transition from the verge of the grave to a prospect of life, had occa- 

sioned a dizzy revulsion in his whole system. But the same confused sen- 

ere was accompanied by a burning thirst, and he expressed his wish to 
rin 

“Twill pledge you, with all my heart,” said Claverhouse ; “ for here is a 
black jack full of ale, and good it must be, if there be good in the country, 
for the whigs never miss to find it out.—My service to you, Mr. Morton,” 
he said, filling one horn of ale for himself, and handing another to his 
prisoner. 

Morton raised it to his head, and was just about to drink, when the dis 
charge of carabines beneath the window, followed by a deep and hollow 
groan, repeated twice or thrice, and more faint at each interval, announced 
the fate of the three men who had just left them. Morton shuddered, and 
set down the untasted cup. 

‘‘You are but young in these matters, Mr. Morton,” said Claverhouse, 
after he had very composedly finished his draught; ‘and I do not think 
the worse of you as a young soldier for appearing to feel them acutely. 
But habit, duty, and necessity, reconcile men to everything.” 

‘“‘] trust,” said Morton, ‘‘they will never reconcile me to such scenes as 
these.” 

‘*You would hardly believe,” said Claverhouse in reply, “that, in the 
beginning of my military career, | had as much aversion to seeing blooa 
spilt as ever man felt —it seemed to me to be wrung from my own heart: 
and yet, if you trust one of those whig fellows, he will tell you I drink a 
warm cup of it every morning before I breakfast.* But in truth, Mr. Mor- 
ton, why should we care so much for death, light upon us or around us 
whenever it may? Men die daily—not a bell tolls the hour but it is the 
death-note of some one or other; and why hesitate to shorten the span of 
others, or take over-anxious care to prolong our own? It is all a lottery. 
— When the hour of midnight came, you were to die—it has struck, yon 
are alive and safe, and the lot has fallen on those fellows who were to mur- 
der you. It is not the expiring pang that is worth thinking of in an event 
that must happen one day, and may befall us on any given moment—it is 
the memory which the soldier leaves behind him, like the long train of light 
that follows the sunken sun—that is all which is worth caring for, which 
distinguishes the death of the brave or the ignoble. When I think of death, 
Mr. Morton, as a thing worth thinking of, it is in the hope of pressing one 
day some well-fought and hard-won field of battle, and dying with the shout 
of victory in my ear—that would be worth dying for, and more, it would be 
worth having lived for!” 

At the moment when Grahame delivered these sentiments, his eye glanc- 
ing with the martial enthusiasm which formed such a prominent feature in 
nis character, a gory figure, which seemed to rise out of the floor of the 
apartment, stood upright before him, and presented the wild person and 
hideous features of the maniac so often mentioned. His face, where it was 
not covered with blood-streaks, was ghastly pale, for the hand of death was 
on him. Ife bent upon Claverhouse eyes, in which the grey light of in- 
sanity still twinkled, though just about to flit for ever, and exclaimed, with 
his usual wildness of ejaculation, “Wilt thou trust in thy bow and in thy 
spear, in thy steed and in thy banner? And shall not God visit thee for 
innocent blood ?—Wilt thou glory in thy wisdom, and in thy courage, and 
in thy might? And shall not the Lord judge thee ?—Behold, the prir.ces, 
for whom thou hast sold thy soul to the destroyer, shall be removed from 
their place, and banished to other lands, and their names shall be a deso- 


‘The author is uncertain whether this was ever said of Claverhouse. But it was currently reported a: 
Bir Robert Grierson of Lagg, another of the persecutors, that a cup of wine placed in his hand turned t 
elotted blood. 
2w2 
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lation, and an astonishment, and a hissing, and acurse. And thou, whe 
hast partaken of the wine-cup of fury, and hast been drunken and mad 
because thereof, the wish of thy heart shall be granted to thy loss, and the 
hope of thine own pride shall destroy thee. J summon thee, John Gra- 
hame, to appear before the tribunal of God, to answer for this innocent 
blood, and the seas besides which thou hast shed.” 

He drew his right hand across his bleeding face, and held it up to heaven 
as he uttered these words, which he spoke very loud, and then added more 
faintly, ‘‘ How long, O Lord, holy and true, dost thou not judge and avenge 
the blood of thy saints!” 

As he uttered the last word, he fell backwards without an attempt to save 
himself, and was a dead man ere his head touched the floor. 

Morton was much shocked at this extraordinary scene, and the prophecy 
of the dying man, which tallied so strangely with the wish which Claver- 
house had just expressed ; and he often thought of it afterwards when that 
wish seemed to be accomplished. ‘'T'wo of the dragoons who were in the 
apartment, hardened as they were, and accustomed to such scenes, showed 
great consternation at the sudden apparition, the event, and the words 
which preceded it. Claverhouse alone was unmoved. At the first instant 
of Mucklewrath’s appearance, he had put his hand to his pistol, but on see- 
.ng the situation of the wounded wretch, he immediately withdrew it, and 
iistened with great composure to his dying exclamation. 

When he dropped, Claverhouse asked, in an unconcerned tone of voice— 
“‘ How came the fellow here ?—Speak, you staring fool!” he added, address- 
ing the nearest dragoon, ‘unless you would have me think you such a pol- 
troon as to fear a dying man.” 

The dragoon crossed himself, and replied with a faltering voice, ‘‘ That 
the dead fellow had escaped their notice when they removed the other 
Lodies, as he chanced to have fallen where a cloak or two had been flung 
aside, and covered him.”’ 

‘Take him away now, then, you gaping idiot, and see that he does not 
bite you, to put an old proverb to shame.— This is a new incident, Mr. 
Morton, that dead men should rise and push us from our stools. I must 
see that my blackguards grind their swords sharper; they used not to do 
their work so slovenly.—But we have had a busy day; they are tired, and 
their blades blunted with their bloody work; and I suppose you, Mr. Mor- 
ton, as well as I, are well disposed for a few hours’ repose.” 

So saying, he yawned, and taking a candle which a soldier had placed 
seady, saluted Morton courteously, and walked to the apartment which had 
been prepared for him. 

Morton was also accommodated, for the evening, with a separate room, 
Being left alone, his first occupation was the returning thanks to Heaven 
for redeeming him from danger, even through the instrumentality of those 
who seemed his most dangerous enemies; he also prayed sincerely for the 
Divine assistance in guiding his course through times which held out so 
many dangers and so many errors. And having thus poured out hiy spirit 
in prayer before the Great Being who gave it, he betook himself to the ro 
pose which he so much reguired. 
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Chanter the Chirty-Fitth. 


The charge is prepared, the lawyers are met, 
The judges all ranged—a terrible show! 
BrGGAR’S OPERA. 


So deep was the slumber which succeeded the agitation and embarrass 
ment of the preceding day, that Morton hardly knew where he was when 
it was broken by the tramp of horses, the hoarse voice of men, and the © 
wild sound of the trumpets blowing the réveillé. The serjeant-major imme- 
diately afterwards came to summon him, which he did in a very respectful 
manner, saying the General (for Claverhouse now held that rank) hoped for 
the pleasure of his company upon the road. In some situations an intima- 
tion is a command, and Morton considered that the present occasion was 
one of these. He waited upon Claverhouse as speedily as he could, found 
his own horse saddled for his use, and Cuddie in attendance. Both were 
deprived of their fire-arms, though they seemed, otherwise, rather to make 
part of the troop than of the prisoners ; and Morton was permitted to retain 
his sword, the wearing which was, in those days, the distinguishing mark 
of a gentleman. Claverbouse seemed also to take pleasure in riding beside 
him, in conversing with him, and in confounding his ideas when he at- 

tempted to appreciate his real character. The gentleness and urbanity of 

that officer’s general manners, the high and chivalrous sentiments of mili- 
tary devotion which he occasionally expressed, his deep and accurate insight 
into the human bosom, demanded at once the approbation and the wonder 
of those who conversed with him; while, on the other hand, his cold indif- 
ference to military violence and cruelty seemed altogether inconsistent with 
the social, and even admirable qualities which he displayed. Morton could 
not help, in his heart, contrasting him with Balfour of Burley; and so 
deeply did the idea impress him, that he dropped a hint of it as they rode 
together at some distance from the troop. 

“You are right,”’ said Claverhouse, with a smile — “you are very right. 
We are both fanatics; but there is some distinction between the fanaticism 
of honour and that of dark and sullen superstition.” 

' “Yet you both shed blood without mercy or remorse,” said Morton, who 
could not suppress his feelings. 

“Surely,” said Claverhouse, with the same composure; “but of what 
kind ?—-There is a difference, I trust, between the blood of learned and 
reverend prelates and scholars, of gallant soldiers and noble gentlemen, and 
the red puddle that stagnates in the veins of psalm-singing mechanics, 
crack-brained demagogues, and silly boors;—some distinction, in short, 
between spilling a flask of generous wine, and dashing down a can full of 
base muddy ale?” 

‘Your distinction is too nice for my comprehension,” replied Morton. 
“God gives every spark of life—that of the peasant as well as of the prince ; 
and those who destroy his work recklessly or causelessly, must answer in 
either case. What right, for example, have I to General Grahame’s protee- 
tion now, more than when I first met bim ?” 

“‘And narrowly escaped the consequences, you would say?” answered 
Claverhouse. “ Why, I will answer you frankly. Then I thought I had 
to do with the son ia old roundheaded rebel, and the nephew of a sordid 
presbyterian laird; now I know your points better, and there is that about 
rou which I respect in an enemy as much as I like in a friend. I have 
Peele a good deal concerning you since our first mecting, and I trust that 
gou have found that my construction of the information has not been unfa- 
yourab.e to you.” 
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“But yet,”’ said Morton . 

“But yet,” interrupted Grahame, taking up the word, “you would say, 
you were the same when I first met you that you are now? ‘True; but 
then, how could I know that? though, by the by, even my reluctance to 
suspend your execution may show you how high your abilities stood in my 
estimation.” 

“‘ Do you expect, General,” said Morton, ‘‘ that I ought to be particularly 
grateful for such a mark of your esteem ?” 

“Poh! poh! you are critical,” returned Claverhouse. ‘TI tell you I 
thought you a different sort of a person. Did you ever read Froissart ?” 

‘“ No,” was Morton’s answer. 

“T have half a mind,” said Claverhouse, “to contrive you should have 
six months’ imprisonment in order to procure you that pleasure. His chap- 
ters inspire me with more enthusiasm than even poetry itself. And the 
noble canon, with what true chivalrous feeling he confines his beautiful ex- 
pressions of sorrow to the death of the gallant and high-bred knight, of 
whom it was a pity to see the fall, such was his loyalty to his king, pure 
faith to his religion, hardihood towards his enemy, and fidelity to his lady- 
love !—Ah, benedicite! how he will mourn over the fall of such a pearl of 
knighthood, be it on the side he happens to favour, or on the other. But, 
truly, for sweeping from the face of the earth some few hundreds of villain 
churls, who are born but to plough it, the high-born and inquisitive histo- 
rian has marvellous little sympathy —as little, or less, perhaps, than John 
Grahame of Claverhouse.” 

“There is one ploughman in your possession, General, for whom,” said 
Morton, ‘in despite of the contempt in which you hold a profession which 
some philosophers have considered as useful as that of a soldier, I would 
humbly request your favour.” 

“You mean,” said Claverhouse, looking at a memorandum-book, “‘ one 
Hatherick — Hedderick — or —or— Headrigg. Ay, Cuthbert, or Cuddie 
Headrige—here [ have him. O, never fear him, if he will be but tractable. 
The ladies of Tillietudlem made interest with me on his account some time 
ago. He is to marry their waiting-maid, I think. He will be allowed to 
slip off easy, unless his obstinacy spoils his good fortune.” 

‘“‘Hfe has no ambition to be a martyr, I believe,” said Morton. — 

“Tis the better for him,” said Claverhouse. ‘ But, besides, although 
the fellow had more to answer for, I should stand his friend, for the sake 
of the blundering gallantry which threw him into the midst of our ranks 
last night, when seeking assistance for you. I never desert any man who 
trusts me with such implicit confidence. But, to deal sincerely with you, 
he has long been in our eye. Here, Halliday; bring me up the black 
book.” 

The sergeant, having committed to his commander this ominous record 
of the disaffected, which was arranged in alphabetical order, Claverhouse, 
turning over the leaves as he rode on, began to read names as they oe 
eurred. 

“Gumblegumption, a minister, aged 50, indulged, close, sly, and so forth 
— Pooh! pooh !— He — He —I have him here — Heatherecat ; outlawed—a 
preacher —a zealous Cameronian — keeps a conventicle among the Campsie 
hills — Tush !—O here is Headrigg — Cuthbert; his mother a bitter puritan 
— himself a simple fellow — like to be forward in action, but of no genius 
for plots — more for the hand than the head, and might be drawn to the 
right side, but for his attachment to” (Here Claverhouse looked at 
Morton, and then shut the book and changed his tone.) “ Faithful and 
true are words never thrown away upon me, Mr. Morton. You may depend 
on the young man’s safety.” 

‘Does it not revolt a mind like yours,” said Morton, “to follw a systen 
which is to be supported by such minute inquiries after obscure indixiduals 9” 
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“You do not suppose we take the trouble?” said the General, haughtily. 
‘The curates, for their own sakes, willingly collect all these materials for 
(heir own regulation in each parish ;—- they know best the black sheep of 
the flock. I have had your picture for three years.” 

“‘Indeed !” replied Morton. ‘‘ Will you favour ine by imparting it?” 

“Willingly,” said Claverhouse; “it can signify little, for you cannot 
avenge yourself on the curate, as you will probably leave Scotland for some 
time.” : 

This was spoken in an indifferent tone. Morton felt an involuntary 
shudder at hearing words which implied a banishment from his native 
land;—but ere he answered, Claverhouse proceeded to read, ‘“‘ Henry 
Morton, son of Silas Morton, Colonel of horse for the Scottish Parliament, 
nephew and apparent heir of Morton of Milnwood — imperfectly educated, 
but with spirit beyond his years — excellent at all exercises — indifferent 
to forms of religion, but seems to incline to the presbyterian — has high- 
flown and dangerous notions about liberty of thought and speech, and 
hovers between a latitudinarian and an enthusiast. Much admired and 
followed by the youth of his own age — modest, quiet, and unassuming in 
manner, but in his heart peculiariy bold and intractable. He is Here 
follow three red crosses, Mr. Morton, which signify triply dangerous. You 
see how important a person you are. — But what does this fellow want?” 

A horseman rode up as he spoke, and gave a letter. Claverhouse glanced 
it over, laughed scornfully, bade him tell his master to send his prisoners 
to Edinburgh, for there was no answer; and, as the man turned back, said 
contemptuously to Morton — “ Here is an ally of yours deserted from you, 
or rather, I should say, an ally of your good friend Burley — Hear how he 
sets forth —‘ Dear Sty’ (I wonder when we were such intimates), ‘may it 
please your Excellency to accept my humble congratulations on the victory’ 
— hum — hum —‘ blessed his Majesty’s army. I pray you to understand I 
have my people under arms to take and intercept all fugitives, and have 
already several prisoners,’ and so forth. Subscribed Basil Olifant — You 
know the fellow by name, I suppose ?” 

“A relative of Lady Margaret Bellenden,” replied Morton, “is he not?” 

“ Ay,” replied Grahame, ‘‘and heir-male of her father’s family, though a 
distant one, and moreover a suitor to the fair Edith, though discarded as an 
unworthy one; but, above all, a devoted admirer of the estate of Tillietud- 
lem, and ali thereunto belonging.” 

‘* He takes an ill mode of recommending himself,” said Morton, suppress- 
ing his feelings, ‘“‘to the family at Tillietudlem, by corresponding with our 
unhappy party.” 

“‘Q, this precious Basil will turn cat in pan with any man!” replied 
Claverhouse. ‘‘ He was displeased with the Government, because they 
would not overturn in his favour a settlement of the late Earl of Torwood, 
by which his lordship gave his own estate to his own daughter; he was 
displeased with Lady Margaret, because she avowed no desire for his alli- 
ance, and with the pretty Edith, because she did not like his tall ungainly 
person. So he held a close correspondence with Burley, and raised his 
followers with the purpose of helping him, provided always he needed no 
help,—that 1s, if you had beat us yesterday. And now the rascal pretends 
he was all the while proposing the King’s service, and, for aught I know, 
the Council will receive his pretext for current coin, for he knows how to 
1aake friends among them —and a dozen scores of poor vagabond fanatics 
will be shot, or hanged, while this cunning scoundrel lies hid under the 
double cloak of loyalty, well-lined with the fox-fur of hypocrisy.” 

With conversation on this and other matters they beguiled the way, 
Claverhouse all the while speaking with great frankness to Morton, and 
treating him rather as a friend and companion than as a prisoner; so that, 
uowever uncertain of his fate, the hours he passed in the company of this 
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remarkulte man were so much lightened by the varied play of his imagina- 
tion, and tne depth of his knowledge of human nature, that since the period 
of his becoming a prisoner of war, which relieved him at once from the 
cares of his doubtful and dangerous station among the insurgents, and from 
the consequences of their suspicious resentment, his hours flowed on less 
anxiously than at any time since his having commenced actor in public 
life. He was now, with respect to his fortune, like a rider who has flung 
his reins on the horse’s neck, and, while he abandoned himself to circum 
«tances, was at least relieved from the task of attempting to direct them 
In this mood he journeyed on, the number of his companions being con- 
tinually augmented by detached parties of horse who came in from every 
quarter of the country, bringing with them, for the most part, the unfortu- 
nate persons who had fallen into their power. At length they approached 
Edinburgh. 

“Our Council,’ said Claverhouse, “ being resolved, I suppose, to testify 
by their present exultation the extent of their former terror, have decreed 
a kind of triumphal entry to us victors and our captives; but as I do not 
quite approve the taste of it, Iam willing to avoid my own part in the 
show, and, at the same time, to save you from yours.” 

So saying, he gave up the command of the forces to Allan (now a Lieu- 
tenant-colonel), and, turning his horse into a by-lane, rode into the city 
privately, accompanied by Morton and two or three servants. When Cla- 
verhouse arrived at the quarters which he usually occupied in the Canon- 
gate, he assigned to his prisoner a small apartment, with an intimation that 
his parole confined him to it for the present. 

After about a quarter of an hour spent in solitary musing on the strange 
vicissitudes of his late life, the attention of Morton was summoned to the 
window by a great noise in the street beneath. Trumpets, drums, and 
kettle-drums, contended in noise with the shouts of a numerous rabble, and 
apprised him that the royal cavalry were passing in the triumphal attitude 
which Claverhouse had mentioned. The magistrates of the city, attended 
by their guard of halberds, had met the victors with their welcome at the 
gate of the city, and now preceded them as a part of the procession. The 
next object was two heads borne upon pikes; and before each bloody head 
were carried the hands of the dismembered sufferers, which were, by the 
brutal mockery of those who bore them, often approached towards each 
other as if in the attitude of exhortation or prayer. These bloody trophies 
belonged to two preachers who had fallen at Bothwell Bridge. After them 
came a cart led by the executioner’s assistant, in which were placed Mac- 
briar and other two prisoners, who seemed of the same profession. They 
were bareheaded, and strongly bound, yet looked around them with an air 
rather of triumph than dismay, and appeared in no respect moved either 
by the fate of their companions, of which the bloody evidences were carried 
before them, or by dread of their own approaching execution, which these 
preliminaries so plainly indicated. 

Behind these prisoners, thus held up to public infamy and derision, came 
a body of horse, brandishing their broadswords, and filling the wide street 
with acclamations, which were answered by the tumultuous outcries and 
shouts of the rabble, who, in every considerable town, are too happy in 
being permitted to huzza for anything whatever which calls them together. 
In the rear of these troopers came the main body of the prisoners, at the 
head of whom were some of their leaders, who were treated with every cir- 
sumstance of inventive mockery and insult. Several were placed on horses 
back with their faces to the animal’s tail; others were chained to long bars 
of iron, which they were obliged to support in their hands, like the galley- 
slaves in Spain when travelling to the port where they are to be put on 
shipboard. ‘The heads of others who had fallen were borne in triumph be- 
fore the survivors, some on pikes and halberds, some in sacks, bearing she 
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names of the slaughtered persons labelled on the outside. Such were the 
objects who headed the ghastly procession, who seemed as effectually 
doomed to death as if they wore the san-benitus of the condemned hereti3¢ 
in an auto-da-fe.* 

Behind them came on the nameless crowd to the number of several hun- 
dreds, some retaining under their misfortunes a sense of confidence in the 
cause for which they suffered captivity, and were about to give a still more 
bloody testimony; others seemed pale, dispirited, dejected, questioning in 
their own minds their prudence in espousing a cause which Providence 
seemed to have disowned, and looking about for some avenue through which 
they might escape from the consequences of their rashness. Others there 
were who seemed incapable of forming an opinion on the subject, or of en- 
tertaining either hope, confidence, or fear, but who, foaming with thirst and 
futigue, stumbled along like over-driven oxen, lost to every thing but their 
present sense of wretchedness, and without having any distinct idea whether 
they were led to the shambles or to the pasture. These unfortunate men 
were guarded on each hand by troopers, and behind them came the main 
body of the cavalry, whose military music resounded back from the high 
houses on each side of the street, and mingled with their own songs of 
jubilee and triumph, and the wild shouts of the rabble. 

Morton felt himself heart-sick while he gazed on the dismal spectacle, 
and recognised in the bloody heads, and still more miserable and agonized 
features of the living sufferers, faces which had been familiar to him during 
the brief insurrection. He sunk down in a chair in a bewildered and stu- 
pefied state, from which he was awakened by the voice of Cuddie. 

“Lord forgie us, sir!’ said the poor fellow, — his teeth chattering like a 
pair of nut-crackers, his hair erect like boars’ bristles, and his face as pale 
as that of a corpse —‘‘ Lord forgie us, sir! we maun instantly gang before 
the Council! O Lord! what made them send for a puir bodie like me, sae 
mony braw lords and gentles ?— and there’s my mither come on the lang 
tramp frae Glasgow to see to gar me testify, as she ca’s it, that is to say,’ 
confess and be hanged; but deil tak me if they mak sic a guse o’ Cuddie, 
if I can do better. But here’s Claverhouse himsell—the Lord preserve and 
forgie us, I sae anes mair!” 

“You must immediately attend the Council, Mr. Morton,” said Claver- 
house, who entered while Cuddie spoke, ‘‘and your servant must go with 
you. You need be under no apprehension for the consequences to yourself 
personally. But I warn you that yuu will sce something that will give you 
much pain, and from which I would willingly have saved you, if I had pos- 
sessed the power. My carriage waits us—shall we go?” 

Tt will be readily supposed that Morton did not venture to dispute this 
invitation, however unpleasant. He rose and accompanied Claverhouse. 

“T must apprise you,” said the latter, as he led the way down stairs, 
“that you will get off cheap; and so will your servant, provided he can 
keep his tongue quiet.” 

Cuddie caught these Jast words, to his exceeding Joy. 

‘‘Deil a fear o’ me,’ said he, ‘‘an my mither disna pit her finger in the 

ie.” 

At that moment his shoulder was seized by old Mause, who had con- 
trived to thrust herself forward into the lobby of the apartment. 

“Q, hinny, hinny!’”’ said she to Cuddie, hanging upon his neck, “ glad 
wd proud, and sorry and humbled am I, a’ in ane and the same instant, to 
see my bairn ganging to testify for the truth gloriously with his mouth in 
Council, as he did with his weapon in the field !”’ 


® David Hackston of Rathillet, who was wounded and made prisoner in the skirmish of Air’s-Moss, ip 
which the celebrated Cameron fell, was, on enteriug Edinburgh, “by order of the Council, received by the 
Magistrates at the Watergate. and set on a horse’s bare back with his face to the tail, and the othe three 
.2id on a goad of iron, and carried up the street, Mr. Cameron’s head being ona halberd before then ’ 
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“Whisht, whisht, mither!” cried Cuddie impatiently. ‘Od, ye daft 
wife, is this a time to speak o’ thae things? I tell ye Pll testifv nacthing 
either ae gate or another. I hae spoken to Mr. Poundtext, and [ll tak the 
declaration, or whate’er they ca’ it, and we’re a’ to win free off i7 we do 
that — he’s gotten life for himsell and a’ his folk, and that’s a minister for 
my siller; I like nane o’ your sermons that end in a psalm at the Grass- 
market.”* . 

“©, Cuddie, man, laith wad I be they suld hurt ye,” said old Mause, 
divided grievously between the safety of her son’s soul and that of his 
body ; ‘‘ but mind, my bonny bairn, ye hae battled for the faith, and dinna 
let the dread o’ losing creature-comforts withdraw ye frae the gude fight.” 

** Hout, tout, mither,” replied Cuddie, “I hae fought e’en ower muckle 
already, and, to speak plain, I’m wearied o’ the trade. I hae swaggered 
wi’ a’ thae arms, and muskets, and pistols, buffeoats, and bandoliers, lang 
eneugh, and I like the pleugh-paidle a hantle better. I ken naething suld 
gar a man fight (that’s to say, when he’s no angry), by and out-taken the © 
dread o’ being hanged or killed if he turns back.” 

“But, my dear Cuddie,” continued the persevering Mause, “ your bridal 
garment—Oh, hinny, dinna sully the marriage garment !” 

‘Awa, awa, mither,” replied Cuddie; ‘‘dinna ye see the folks waiting 
for me ?—Never fear me—I ken how to turn this far better than ye do—for 
“ei bleezing awa about marriage, and the job is how we are to win by 

anging.” 

So Be cig he extricated himself out of his mother’s embraces, and re- 
quested the soldiers who took him in charge to conduct him to the place of 
pxamination without delay. He had been already preceded by Clayerhouse 
snd Morton. 


Chapter the Chirty-Sirth. 


My native land, good night ! 
Lorp Byron. 


Tue Privy Council of Scotland, in whom the practice since the union of 
the crowns vested great judicial powers, as well as the general superinten- 
dence of the executive department, was met in the ancient dark Gothic 
room adjoining to the house of Parliament in Edinburgh, when General 
Grahame entered and took his place amongst the members at the council- 
table. 

“You have brought us a leash of game to-day, General,” said a nobleman 
of high place amongst them. ‘‘ Here is a craven to confess—a cock of the 
game to stand at bay —and what shall I call the third, General ?” 

“Without further metaphor, I will entreat your Grace to call him a 
person in whom I am specially interested,” replied Claverhouse. 

“ And a whig into the bargain?” said the nobleman, lolling out a tongue 
which was at all times too big for his mouth, and accommodating his course 
features to a sneer, to which they seemed to. be familiar. 

“Yes, please your Grace, a whig; as your Grace was in 1641,” replied 
Claverhouse, with his usual appearance of imperturbable civility. 

‘He has you there, I think, my Lord Duke,” said one of the Privy Coun 
cillors. ~ : 


* Then the place of public execution, 
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“Ay, ay,” returned the Duke, laughing; “there’s no speaking to him 
since Drumclog—But come, bring in the prisoners; and do you, Mr. Clerk, 
read the record.” 

The clerk read forth a bond, in which General Grahame of Claverhouse 
and Lord Kvandale entered themselves securities, that Henry Morton, younger 
of Milnwood, should go abroad and remain in foreign parts, until his Majesty’s 

leasure was further known, in respect of the said Henry Morton’s accession 
to the late rebellion, and that under penalty of life and limb to the said 
Henry Morton, and of ten thousand marks to each of his securities. 

*“Do you accept of the King’s mercy upon these terms, Mr. Morton ?” said 
the Duke of Lauderdale, who presided in the Council. 

“‘T have no other choice, my lord,” replied Morton. 

‘Then subscribe your name in the record.” 

Morton did so without reply, conscious that, in the circumstances of his 
case, it was impossible for him to have escaped more easily. Macbriar, wha 
was at the same instant brought to the foot of the council-table, bound upon 
a chair, for his weakness prevented him from standing, beheld Morton in 
the act of what he accounted apostasy. 

“We hath summed his defection by owning the carnal power of the 
tyrant!” he exclaimed, with a deep groan—“ A fallen star !—a fallen star!” 

“Hold your peace, sir,” said the Duke, “and keep your ain breath tc 
cool your ain porridge— ye’ll find them scalding hot, I promise you. —Call 
in the other fellow, who has some common sense. One sheep will leap the 
ditch when another goes first.” : 

Cuddie was introduced unbound, but under the guard of two halberdiers, 
and placed beside Macbriar at the foot of the table. The poor fellow cast a 
piteous look around him, in which were mingled awe for the great men in 
whose presence he stood, and compassion for his fellow-sufferers, with no 
small fear of the personal consequences which impended over himself. He 
made his clownish obeisances with a double portion of reverence, and then 
awaited the opening of the awful scene. 

“Were you at the battle of Bothwell Brigg?” was the first question which 
was thundered in his ears. 

Cuddie meditated a denial, but had sense enough, upon reflection, to dis- 
cover that the truth would be too strong for him; so he replied, with true 
Caledonian indirectness of response, ‘“ I’ll no say but it may be possible that 
I might hae been there.” 

“« Answer directly, you knave—yes, or no?—You know you were there.” 

“It’s no for me to contradict your Lordship’s Grace’s honour,” said 
Cuddie. 

“‘Once more, sir, were you there ?—yes, or no?” said the Duke, impa- 
tiently. 

ff Son stir,” again replied Cuddie, ‘“‘ how can ane mind preceesely where 
they hae been a’ the days o’ their life ?” 

‘Speak out, you scoundrel,” said General Dalzell, ‘or Pll dash your 
teeth out with my dudgeon-haft !—Do you think we can stand here all day 
to be turning and dodging with you, like greyhounds after a hare ?’’* 

“ Aweel, then,” said Cuddie, “since naething else will please ye, write 
down that I cannot deny but I was there.” 

“Well, sir,” said the Duke, “and do you think that the rising upon that 
pecasion was rebellion or not?” 

“Tm no just free to gie my opinion, stir,” said the cautious captive, “om 
what might cost my neck; but I doubt it will be very little better.” 

‘“‘ Better than what?” 


4 


* The General is said to have struck one of the captive whigs, when under examination, with the Lilt of 
vis sabre, so that the blood gushed out. The provocation for this unmanly violence was, that the prisoner 
pad called the fierce veteran “a Muscovy beast. who used to roast men.” Dalzell had been long in ths 
Russian service, which in those days was no school of humanity. 


A 
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“ Just than rebellion, as your honour ca’s it,”’ replied Cuddie. 

‘‘Well, sir, that’s speaking to the purpose,” replied his Grace. “ And 
are you content to accept of the King’s pardon for your guilt as a rebel, 
and to keep the church, and pray for the King?” 

‘“‘Blithely, stir,” answered the unscrupulous Cuddie; “and drink his 
health into the bargain, when the ale’s gude.” 

“Had!” said the Duke, “this is a hearty eock.—What brought you int¢ 
such a scrape, nine honest friend ?” 

“ Just ill example, stir,” replied the prisoner, ‘‘and a daft auld jade of a 
mither, wi’ reverence to your Grace’s honour.” 

“‘Why, God-a-mercy, my friend,” replied the Duke, “take care of bad 
advice another time; I think you are not likely to commit treason on your 
own score.— Make out his free pardon, and bring forward the rogue in the 
chair.” 

Macbriar was then moved forward to the post of examination. 

“‘ Were you at the battle of Bothwell Bridge?” was, in like manner, de- 
manded of him. 

“‘T was,’”’ answered the prisoner, in a bold and resolute tone. 

“‘ Were you armed 2” 

“T was not—I went in my calling as a preacher of God’s word, to encou 
rage them that drew the sword in His cause.” 

‘In other words, to aid and abet the rebels?” said the Duke. 

“Thou hast spoken it,” replied the prisoner. 

“Well, then,” continued the interrogator, “let us know if you saw John 
Balfour of Burley among the party ?—I presume you know him?” 

“*T bless God that I do know him,” replied Macbriar; “he is a zealous 
and a sincere Christian.” 

‘And when and where did you last see this pious personage?” was the 
query which immediately followed. 

‘“‘] am here to answer for myself,” said Macbriar, in the same dauntless 
manner, ‘‘and not to endanger others.” 

“We shall know,” said Dalzell, “how to make you find your tongue.” 

“Tf you can make him fancy himself in a conventicle,” answered 
Lauderdale, ‘“‘he will find it without you.—Come, laddie, speak while ~ 
the play is good — you’re too young to bear the burden will be laid on you 
else.” . 

““T defy you,” retorted Macbriar. ‘This has not been the first of my 
imprisonments or of my sufferings; and, young as I may be, I have lived 
long enough to know how to die when I am called upon.” 

“Ay, but there are some things which must go before an easy death, it 
you continue obstinate,” said Lauderdale, and rung a smali silver bell which 
was placed before him on the table. 

A dark crimson curtain, which covered a sort of niche, or Gothic recess 
in the wall, rose at the signal, and displayed the public executioner, a tall, 
grim, and hideous man, having an oaken table before him, on which lay 
thumb-screws, and an iron case, called the Scottish boot, used in those 
tyrannical days to torture accused persons. Morton, who was unprepared 
for this ghastly apparition, started when the curtain arose, but Macbriar’s 
nerves were more firm. He gazed upon the horrible apparatus with much 
composure ; and if a touch of nature called the blood from his cheek for a 
second, resolution sent it back to his brow with greater energy. 

“Do you know who that man is?” said Lauderdale, in a low, stern voice, 
almost sinking into a whisper. 

‘“‘ He is, I suppose,” replied Macbriar, ‘the infamous executioner of your 
bloodthirsty commands upon the persons of God’s people. He and you arn 
equally beneath my regard; and, I bless God, I no more fear what he can 
inflict that what you can command. Flesh and blood may shrink under the 
sufferings you can doom me to, and poor frail nature may shed tears, 7# 
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send forth cries; but I trust my soul is anchored firmly on the rock of 
ages,” 
ae Do your duty,” said the Duke to the executioner. 

The fellow advanced, and asked, with a harsh and discordant voice, unon 
which of the prisoner’s limbs he should first employ his engine. 

“Let him choose for himself,” said the Duke; ‘I should like to oblige 
him in anything that is reasonable.” 

“Since you leave it to me,” said the prisoner, stretching forth his 
right leg “take the best-—TI willingly bestow it in the cause fer which } 
suffer.”’ * 

The executioner, with the help of his assistants, enclosed the leg and knee 
within the tight iron boot, or case, and then placing a wedge of the same 
metal between the knee and the edge of the machine, took a tnallet in his 
hand, and stood waiting for farther orders. A well-dressed man, by pro- 
fession a surgeon, placed himself by the other side of the prisoner’s chair, 
bared the prisoner’s arm, and applied his thumb to the pulse in order te 
regulate the torture according to the strength of the patient. When these 
preparations were made, the President'of the Council repeated with the same 
stern voice the question, ‘When and where did you last see John Balfour 
of Burley ?” | 

The prisoner, instead of replying to him, turned his eyes to heaven as if 
imploring Divine strength, and muttered a few words, of which the last were 
distinctly audible, ‘‘ Thou hast said thy people shall be willing in the day 
of thy power !” 

The Duke of Lauderdale glanced his eye around the Council as if to collect 
their suffrages, and, judging from their mute signs, gave on his part a nod 
to the executioner, whose mallet instantly descended on the wedge, and, 
forcing it between the knee and the iron boot, occasioned the most exquisite 
pain, as was evident from the flush which instantly took place on the brow 
and on the cheeks of the sufferer. The fellow then again raised his weapon, 
and stood prepared to give a second blow. 

“Will you yet say,” repeated the Duke of Lauderdale, ‘‘ where and when 
you last parted from Balfour of Burley ?” 

“You have my answer,” said the sufferer resolutely,—and the second 
blow fell. The third and fourth succeeded; but at the fifth, when a larger 
wedge had been introduced, the prisoner set up a scream of agony. 

Morton, whose blood boiled within him at witnessing such cruelty, could 
bear no longer, and, although unarmed and himself in great danger, was 
springing forward, when Claverhouse, who observed his emotion, withheld 
him by force, laying one hand on his arm and the other on his mouth, while 
he whispered, “ For God’s sake, think where you are!” 

This movement, fortunately for him, was observed by no other of the 
councillors, whose attention was engaged with the dreadful scene before 
them. 

“He is gone,” said the surgeon—“ he has fainted, my Lords, and human 
nature can endure no more.” 

‘* Release him,” said the Duke; and added, turning to Dalzell, “ He will 
make an old proverb good, for he’ll scarce ride to-day, though he has had 
his boots on. I suppose we must finish with him ?” 

“Ay, dispatch his sentence, and have done with him; we have plenty of 
drudgery behind.” 

Strong waters and essences were busily employed to recall the senses of 
the unfortunate captive; and, when his first faint gasps intimated a return 
‘7 sensation, the Duke pronounced sentence of death upon him, as a traitor 
gaken in the act of open rebellion, and adjudged him to be carried from the 


4 ‘this was the reply actually made by James Mitchell when subjected to the torture of the boot, for wm 
‘ewapt & assassinate Arehbishop Sharpe. 
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bar to the common place of execution, and there hanged by the neck, hie 
head and hands to be stricken off after death, and disposed of according te 
the pleasure of the Council,* and all and sundry his moveable goods and 
gear escheat and inbrought to his Majesty’s use. . 

‘‘ Doomster,”’ he continued, ‘repeat the.sentence to the prisoner.” 

The office of Doomster was in those days, and till a much later period, 
held by the executioner in commendam with his ordinary functions.— ‘The 
duty consisted in reciting to the unhappy criminal the sentence of the law 
as pronounced by the judge, which acquired an additional and horrid 
emphasis from the recollection, that the hateful personage by whom it waa _ 
uttered was to be the agent of the cruelties he denounced. Macbriar had 
scarce understood the purport of the words as first pronounced by the Lord 
President of the Council; but he was sufficiently recovered to listen and to 
reply to the sentence when uttered by the harsh and odious voice of the 
ruffian who was to execute it, and at the last awful words, ‘‘ And this I pro- 
nounce for doom,” he answered boldly — ‘‘ My Lords, I thank you for the 
only favour I looked for, or would accept at your hands, namely, that you 
have sent the crushed and maimed carcass, which has this day sustained 
your cruelty, to this hasty end. It were indeed little to me whether I 
perish on the gallows or in the prison-house; but if death, following close 
on what I have this day suffered, had found me in my cell of darkness and 
bondage, many might have lost the sight how a Christian man can suffer in 
the good cause. For the rest, I forgive you, my Lords, for what you have 
appointed and I have sustained—And why should I not?—Ye send me to 
a happy exchange—to the company of angels and the spirits of the just, for 
that of frail dust and ashes— Ye send me from darkness into day — from 
mortality to immortality —and, in a word, from earth to heaven! If the 
thanks, therefore, and pardon of a dying man can do you good, take them 
at my hand, and may your last moments be as happy as mine!” 

As he spoke thus, with a countenance radiant with joy and triumph, he 
was withdrawn by those who had brought him into the apartment, and 
executed within half an hour, dying with the same enthusiastic firmness 
which his whole life had evinced. : 

The Council broke up, and Morton found himself again in the carriage 
with General Grahame. 

‘¢ Marvellous firmness and gallantry !”’ said Morton, as he reflected upon 
Macbriar’s conduct: ‘“‘ what a pity it is that with such self-devotion and 
heroism should have been mingled the fiercer features of his sect!’ 

“You mean,” said Claverhouse, ‘“‘his resolution to condemn you to 
death? —'To that he would have reconciled himself by a single text; for. 
example, ‘And Phinehas arose and executed judgment,’ or something to 
the same purpose.—But wot ye where you are now bound, Mr. Morton?” 

“ We are on the road to Leith, I observe,” answered Morton. ‘ Can I not 
be permitted to see my friends ere I leave my native land?” 

“Your uncle,” replied Grahame, has been spoken to, and declines visit- 
ing you. The good gentleman is terrified, and not without some reason, 
that the crime of your treason may extend itself over his lands and tene- 
ments ;— he sends you, however, his blessing, and a small sum of money, 
Lord Evandale continues extremely indisposed. Major Bellenden is at Til- 
lietudlem, putting matters in order. The-scoundrels have made great havoe 
there with Lady Margaret’s muniments of antiquity, and have desecrated 
and destroyed what the good Lady called the Throne of his most Sacred 
Majesty. Is there any one else whom you would wish to see ?” 


* The pleasure of the Council respecting the relics of their victims was often as savage as the rest of 
their conduct. ‘The heads of the preachers were frequently exposed on pikes betwéen their two hands, the 

ims displayed as in the attitude of prayer. When the celebrated Richard Cameron’s heaa was exposed 
in his manner, a spectator bore testimony to it as that of one who lived praying and prew ing. ard died 
saving and fighting. 

t Sea uncie the subject of this office in the Heart of Mid-Lothian. 
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Morton sighed deeply as he answered, ‘“‘ No —it would avail nothing. = 
But my preparations, —small as they are, some must be necessary.” 

“They are all ready for you,” said the General. ‘‘ Lord Evandale has 
anticipated all you wish. Here is a packet from him, with letters of recom 
mendation for the court of the Stadtholder Prince of Orange, to which ] 
have added one or two. I made my first campaigns under him, and first 
saw fire at the battle of Seneff.* There are also bills of exchange for your 
immediate wants, and more will be sent when you require it.” 

Morton heard all this and received the parcel with an astounded and con- 
fused look, so sudden was the execution of the sentence of banishment. 

‘And my servant?” he said. 

‘‘ fie shall be taken care of, and replaced, if it be practicable, in the ser- 
vice of Lady Margaret Bellenden ; I think he will hardly neglect the parade 
of the feudal retainers, to go a-whigging a second time. — But here we are 
upon the quay, and the boat waits you.” : 

It was even as Claverhouse said. A boat waited for Captain Morton, 
with the trunks and baggage belonging to his rank. Claverhouse shook 
him by the hand, and wished him good fortune, and a happy return to 
Scotland in quieter times. | 

‘“*T shall never forget,” he said, ‘‘ the gallantry of your behaviour to my 
friend Kvandale, in circumstances when many men would have sought to 
rid him out of their way.” 

Another friendly pressure, and they parted. As Morton descended the 
pier to get into the boat, a hand placed in his a letter folded up in a very 
small space. He looked round. The person who gave it seemed much 
muffled up; he pressed his finger upon his lip, and then disappeared among 
the crowd. The incident awakened Morton’s curiosity ; and when he found 
himself on board of a vessel bound for Rotterdam, and saw all his com- 
panions of the voyage busy making their own arrangements, he took an 
opportunity to open the billet thus mysteriously thrust upon him. It ran 
thus :—‘‘ Thy courage on the fatal day when Israel fled before his enemies, 
hath, in some measure, atoned for thy unhappy owning of the Erastian 
interest. ‘These are not days for Ephraim to strive with Israel.—I know 
thy heart is with the daughter of the stranger. — But turn from that folly ; 
for in exile, and in flight, and even in death itself, shall my hand be heavy 
against that bloody and malignant house, and Providence hath given me 
the means of meting unto them with their own measure of ruin and confis- 
cation. The resistance of their stronghold was the main cause of our being 
scattered at Bothwel! Bridge, and I have bound it upon my soul to visit it 
upon them. Wherefore, think of her no more, but join with our brethren in 
banishment, whose hearts are still towards this miserable land to save and 
to relieve her. There is an honest remnant in Holland, whose eyes are 
looking out for deliverance. Join thyself unto them, like the true son of 
the stout and worthy Silas Morton, and thou wilt have good acceptance 
among them for his sake and for thine own working. Shouldst thou be 
found worthy again to labour in the vineyard, thou wilt at all times hear 
of my in-comings and out-goings, by inquiring after Quintin Mackell of 
Irongray, at the house of that singular Christian woman, Bessie Macleur, 
near to the place called the Howff, where Niel Blane entertaineth guests. 
So much from him who hopes to hear again from thee in brotherhood, 
resisting unto blood, and striving against sin.— Meanwhile, possess thyself 
in patience. Keep thy sword girded, and thy lamp burning, as one that 
wokes in the night; for He who shall judge the Mount of Esau, and shall 
make false professors as straw, and malignants as stubble, will come in the 
fourth watch with garments dyed in blood, and the house of Jacob shall be 
for spoil, and the house of Joseph for fire. Iam he that hath written it, 
whose hand hath been on the mighty in the waste field.” 


* tagust 1674. Claverhouse greatly distinguished himself in this action, and wrs made Captain. 
9,9 
ok 
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This extraordinary letter was subscribed J. B. of B.; but the signature 
of these initials was not necessary for pointing out to Morton that it could 
come from no other than Burley. It gave him new occasion to admire the 
indomitable spirit of this man, who, with art equal to his courage and 
obstinacy, was even now endeavouring to re-establish the web of con- 
spiracy which had been so lately torn to pieces. But he felt no sort of 
desire, in the present moment, to sustain a correspondence which must 
be perilous, or to renew an association which in so many ways had been 
nearly fatal to him. The threats which Burley held out against the family 
of Bellenden, he considered as a mere expression of his spleen on account 
of their defence of Tillietudlem; and nothing seemed less likely than that, 
at the very moment of their party being victorious, their fugitive and dis- 
tressed adversary could exercise the least influence over their fortunes. 

Morton, however, hesitated for an instant, whether he should not send the 
Major or Lord Evandale intimation of Burley’s threats. Upon consideration, 
he thought he could not do so without betraying his confidential correspon- 
dence; for to warn them of his menaces would have served little purpose, 
unless he had given them a clew to prevent them, by apprehending his 
person; while, by doing so, he deemed he should commit an ungenerous 
breach of trust to remedy an evil which seemed almost imaginary. Upon 
mature consideration, therefore, he tore the letter, having first made a me- 
morandum of the name and place where the writer was to be heard of, and 
threw the fragments into the sea. 

While Morton was thus employed, the vessel was unmoored, and the white 
sails swelled out before a favourable north-west wind. The ship leaned her 
side to the gale, and went roaring through the waves, leaving a long and 
rippling furrow to track her course. The city and port from which he had 
sailed became undistinguishable in the distance; the hills by which they 
were surrounded melted finally into the blue sky, and Morton was separated 
for several years from the land of his nativity. 


Chapter the Chirty-Sraeaih. 


Whom does time gallop withal? 
As You Like It. 


Ir is fortunate for tale-tellers that they are not tied down like theatrical 
writers to the unities of time and place, but may conduct their personages 
to Athens and Thebes at their pleasure, and bring them back at their con- 
venience. ‘Time, to use Rosalind’s simile, has hitherto paced with the hero 
of our tale; for, betwixt Morton’s first appearance as a competitor for the 

opinjay, and his final departure for Holland, hardly two months elapsed. 
ears, however, glided away ere we find it possible to resume the thread 
of our narrative, and Time must be held to have galloped over the interval. 
Craving, therefore, the privilege of my caste, | entreat the reader’s attention 
to the continuation of the narrative, as it starts from a new era, being the 
ear immediately subsequent to the British Revolution. 

Scotland had just begun to repose from the convulsion >ecasioned by a 
change of dynasty, and, through the prudent tolerance of King William, 
had narrowly escaped the horrors of a protracted civil war. Agriculture 
began to revive: and men, whose minds had been disturbed by the vigleut 
political concussions, and the general change of goverr.men’ in chur th av? 
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stute, nad feguu to recover their ordinary temper, and to give the usual 
attention to their own private affairs in lieu of discussing those of the public. 
The Highlanders alone resisted the newly-established order of things, and 
were in arms in a considerable body under the Viscount of Dundee, whom 
our readers have hitherto known by the name of Grahame of Claverhouse. 
But the usual state of the Highlands was so unruly, that their being more 
or less disturbed was not supposed greatly to affect the general tranquillity 
of the country, so long as their disorders were confined within their own 
frontiers. In the Lowlands, the Jacobites, now the undermost party, had 
ceased to expect any immediate advantage by open resistance, and were, ir 
their turn, driven to hold private meetings, and form associations for mutual] 
defence, which the Government termed treason, while they cried out per- 
secution. 

The triumphant whigs, while they re-established presbytery as the na- 
tional religion, and assigned to the General Assemblies of the Kirk their 
natural influence, were very far from going the lengths which the Came- 
ronians and the more extravagant portion of the non-conformists under 
Charles and James loudly demanded. They would listen to no proposal 
for re-establishing the Solemn League and Covenant; and those who had 
expected to find in King William a zealous Covenanted Monarch were griey- 
ously disappointed when he intimated, with the phlegm peculiar to his 
country, his intention to tolerate all forms of religion which were consistent 
with the safety of the state. The principles of indulgence thus espoused 
and gloried in by the Government, gave great offence to the more violent 
party, who condemned them as diametrically contrary to Scripture; for 
which narrow-spirited doctrine they cited various texts, all, as it may well. 
be supposed, detached from their context, and most of them derived from 
the charges given to the Jews in the Old Testament dispensation, to extir- 
pate idolaters out of the promised land. ‘They also murmured highly 
against the influence assumed by secular persons in exercising the rights 
of patronage, which they termed a rape upon the chastity of the Church. 
They censured and condemned as Erastian many of the measures by which 
Government after the Revolution showed an inclination to interfere with 
the management of the Church, and they positively refused to take the oath 
of allegiance to King William and Queen Mary until they should, on their 
part, have sworn to the Solemn League and Covenant,—the Magna Charta, 
as they termed it, of the Presbyterian Church. ; 

This party, therefore, remained grumbling and dissatisfied, and made 
repeated declarations against defections and causes of wrath, which, had 
they been prosecuted as in the two former reigns, would have led to the 
same consequence of open rebellion. But as the murmurers were allowed 
to hold their meetings uninterrupted, and to testify as much as they pleased 
against Socinianism, Hrastianism, and all the compliances and defections 
of the time, their zeal, unfanned by persecution, died gradually away, their 
numbers became diminished, and they sunk into the scattered remnant of 
_ serious, scrupulous, and harmless enthusiasts, of whom Old Mortality, 
whose legends have afforded the groundwork cf my tale, may be taken 
as no bad representative. But in the years which immediately succeeded 
the Revolution, the Cameronians continued a sect strong in numbers, 
and vehement in their political opinions, whom Government wished to 
discourage, while they prudently temporized with them. These men 
formed one violent party in the state; and the Episcopalian and Jacobite 
interest, notwithstanding their ancient and national animosity, yet repeat- 
edly endeavoured to intrigue among them, and avail themselves of their 
discontents, to obtain their assistance in récalling the Stuart family. The 
Revolutionary Government, in the meanwhile, was supported by the great 
bulk of the Lowland interest, who were chiefly disposed ta a moderate 
presbytery, and formed in a great measure the party, who, in the former 
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oppressive reigns, were stigmatized by the Cameronians for having exer 
cised that form of worship under the declaration of Indulgence issued by 
Charles II. Such was the state of parties in Scotland immediately subse- 
quent to the Revolution. 

Tt was on a delightful summer evening, that a stranger, well mounted, 
and having the appearance of a military man of rank, rode down a wind. 
ing descent which terminated in view of the romantic ruins of Bothwell 
Castle and the river Clyde, which winds so beautifully between the rocks 
and woods to sweep around the towers formerly built by Aymer de Valence. 
Bothwell Bridge was at a little distance, and also in sight. The opposite 
field, once the scene of slaughter and conflict, now lay as placid and quiet 
as the surface of asummer lake. The trees and bushes, which grew around 
in romantic variety of shade, were hardly seen to stir under the influence 
of the evening breeze. The very murmur of the river seemed to soften 
itself into unison with the stillness of the scene around. 

The path throngh which the traveller descended was occasionally shaded 
by detached trees of great size, and elsewhere by the hedges and boughs 
of flourishing orchards, now laden with summer fruits.—The nearest object 
of consequence was a farm-house, or it might be, the abode of a small pro- 
prietor, situated on the side of a sunny bank, which was covered by apple 
and pear trees. At the foot of the path which led up to this modest man- 
sion was a small cottage, pretty much in the situation of a porter’s lodge, 
though obviously not designed for such a purpose. The hut seemed com- 
fortable, and more neatly arranged than is usual in Scotland. It had its 
little garden, where some fruit-trees and bushes were mingled with kitchen 
herbs; a cow and six sheep fed in a paddock hard by; the cock strutted 
and crowed, and summoned his family around him before the door; a heap 
of brushwood and turf, neatly made up, indicated that the winter fuel was 
provided; and the thin blue smoke which ascended from the straw-bound 
chimney, and winded slowly out from among the green trees, showed that 
the evening meal was in the act of being made ready. To complete the 
little scene of rural peace and comfort, a girl of about five years old was 
fetching water in a pitcher from a beautiful‘fountain of the purest transpa- 
rency, which bubbled up at the root of a decayed old oak-tree, about twenty 
yards from the end of the cottage. 

The stranger reined up his horse, and called to the little nymph, desiring 
to know the way to Fairy-Knowe. The ch:ld set down her water-pitcher, 
hardly understanding what was satd to her, put her fair flaxen hair apart 
on her brows, and opened her round blue eyes with the wondering, ‘‘ What’s 
your wull?” which is usually a peasant’s first answer, if it can be called 
one, to all questions whatever. 

‘*T wish to know the way to Fairy-Knowe.” 

““Mammie, mammie!” exclaimed the little rustic, ranning towards the 
door of the hut, “come out and speak to the gentleman.” 

Her mother appeared,—a handsome young country-woman, to whose 
features, originally sly and espiegle in expression, matrimony had given 
that decent matronly air which peculiarly marks the peasant’s wife of Scot- 
land. She had an infant in one arm, and with the other she smoothed 
down her apron, to which hung a chubby child of two years old. The 
elder girl, whom the traveller had first seen, fell back behind her mother 
8 soon as she appeared, and kept that station, occasionally peeping out to 
look at the stranger. 

‘““What was your pleasure, sir?” said the woman, with an air of respect- 
ful breeding, not quite common in her rank of life, but without anything 
resembling forwardness. 

The stranger looked at her with great earnestness for a moment and they 
replied, “I am seeking a place called Fairy-Knowe, and a man ealle t C..45: 
vert Leadrigg. You can probably direct me to him?” 
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“t's my gudeman, sir,” said the young woman, with a smile of welcome. 
“Will you elight, sir, and come into our puir dwelling ?—Cuddie! Cuddie.” 
—/(a white-headed rogue of four years appeared at the door of the hut)— 
“rin awa, my bonny man, and tell your father a gentleman wants him—~ 
Or stay—Jenny, ye’ll hae mair sense—rin ye awa and tell him; he’s down 
at the Fonur-acres Park.—Winna ye light down and bide a blink, sir ?—Or 
would ye take a mouthfw’ 0’ bread and cheese, or a drink o’ ale, till our 
aNerie comes? It’s gude ale, though I shouldna say sae that brews it; 

ut ploughman-lads work hard, and maun hae something to keep their hearts 
abune by ordinar, sae I aye pit a gude gowpin o’ maut to the browst.” 

As the stranger declined her courteous offers, Cuddie, the reader’s old 
acquaintance, made his appearance in person. His countenance still pre- 
sented the same mixture of apparent dullness with occasional sparkles, 
which indicated the craft so often found in the clouted shoe. He looked on 
the rider as on one whom he never had before seen; and, like his daughter 
and wife, opened the conversation with the regular query, ‘‘ What’s your 
wull wi’ me, sir?” 

‘“‘T have a curiosity to ask some questions about this country,” said the 
traveller, ‘‘and I was directed to you as an intelligent man who can answer 
them.” 

““Nae doubt, sir,” said Cuddie, after a moment’s hesitation—‘ But I 
would first like to ken w hat sort of questions they are. I hae had sae mony 
meron speered at me in my day, and in sic queer ways, that if ye ken’d 

a’, ye wadna wonder at my jalousing a’thing about them. My mother gar’d 
me learn the Single Carritch, whilk was a great vex; then I behoved to 
learn about my godfathers and godmothers to please the auld leddy; and 
whiles I jumbled them thegither and pleased nane o’ them; and when I 
cam to man’s yestate, cam another kind 0’ questioning in fashion, that I 
liked waur than Effectual Calling; and the ‘did promise and vow’ of the 
tane were yoked to the end o’ the: tother. Sae ye see, sir, I aye like to hear 
questions asked before I answer them.” 

“You have nothing to apprehend from mine, my good friend; they only 
relate to the state of the country.” 

‘““Country ?” replied Cuddie. “Ou, the country’s weel eneugh, an it 
werena that dour deevil, Claver’se (they ca’ him Dundee now), that’s stirring 
about yet in the Highlands, they say, wi’ a’ the Donalds, and Duncans, and 
Dugalds, that ever wore bottomless breeks, driving about wi’ him, to set 
things asteer again, now we hae gotten them a’ reasonably weel settled. 
But Mackay will pit him down, there’s little doubt o’ that; he’ll gie him 
his fairing, ll be caution for it.” 

‘‘What makes you so positive of that, my friend?” asked the horse- 
man. 

“Y heard it wi’ my ain lugs,” answered Cuddie, ‘‘ foretauld to him by a 
man that had been three hours stane dead, and came back to this earth 
again just to tell him his mind. It was ata place they ca’ Drumshinnel.” 

‘‘ Indeed ?”’ said the stranger. ‘I can hardly believe you, my friend.” 

“Ye might ask my mither, then, if she were in life,” said Cuddie; ‘“‘it 
was her explained it a’ to me, for I thought the man had only been wounded. 
At ony rate, he spake of the casting out of the Stuarts by their very names, 
an the vengeance that was brewing for Claver’se and his dragoons. ‘They 

sa’d the man Habakkuk Mucklewrath; his brain was a wee ajee, but he 
was a braw preacher for a’ that.” 

“ You seem,” said the stranger, ‘to live in a rich and peaceful country.” 

“It’s no to wmpleen 0’, sir, an we get the crap weel i in, ” quoth Cuddie ; 
‘but if ye had seen the blude rinnin’ as fast on the tap 0’ that brigg yonder 
us ever the water ran below it, ye wadna hae thought it sae bonnie a 
spuctacle.” 

* You mean the battle some years since? I was waiting upon Monmouth 
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that morning, my good friend, and did see some part of the action,” said 
the stranger. 

“Then ye saw a bonny stour,” said Cuddie, “that sall serve me for 
fighting a’ the days o’ my life.—I judged ye wad be a trooper, by your red 

scarlet lace-coat and your luoped hat.’ 

“ And which side were you upon, my friend?” continued the inquisitive 
stranger. 

Aha, lad!” retorted Cuddie, with a knowing look, or what he designed 
for such—“ there’s nae use in telling that, unless I ken’d wha was asking 
me.”’ ‘ : 

“I commend your prudence, but it is unnecessary; 1 know you acted on 
that occasion as servant to Henry Morton.” 

_ “ Ay!” said Cuddie, in surprise, ‘“‘ how came ye by that secret? No that 
I need care a bodle about it, for the sun’s on our side o’ the hedge now. I 
wish my master were living to get a blink o’t.” 

“And what became of him?” said the rider. 

“fe was lost in the vessel gaun to that weary Holland—clean lost, and 
a’ body perished, and my poor master amang them. Neither man nor mouse 
was ever heard 0’ mair.” Then Cuddie uttered a groan. 

“You had some regard for him, then?” continued the stranger. 

‘‘ Wow could I help it ?—Ilis face was made of a fiddle, as they say, for 
a’body that looked on him liked him. And a braw soldier he was. O, an 
ye had but seen him down at the brigg there, fleeing about like a fleeing 
dragon to gar folk fight that had unco little will till’t. There was he and 
that sour whigamore they ca’d Burley—if twa men could hae won a field, 
we wadna hae gotten our skins paid that day.” 

“You mention Burley—Do you know if he yet lives?” 

“T kenna muckle about him. Folk say he was abroad, and our sufferers 
wad hold no communion wi’ him, because o’ his having murdered the arch- 
bishop. Sae he cam hame ten times dourer than ever, and broke aff wi’ 
mony 0’ the presbyterians ; and, at this last coming of the Prince of Orange, 
he could get nae countenance nor command for fear of his deevilish temper, 
and he hasna been heard of since; only some folk say, that pride and anger 
hae driven him clean wud.” 

** And—and,” said the traveller, after considerable hesitation,—‘ do you 
know anything of Lord Evandale ?” 

“Div I ken onything o’ Lord Evandale? Div Ino? Is not my young 
leddy up by yonder at the house, that’s as gude as married to him!’ 

“‘ And are they not married then?” said the rider, hastily. 

“No; only what they ca’ betrothed—me and my wife were witness—it’s 
no mony months bypast. It was a lang courtship—few folk ken’d the 
reason by Jenny and mysell. But will ye no light down? I downa bide to 
see ye sitting up there, and the clouds are casting up thick in the west ower 
Glasgow-ward, and maist skeily folk think that bodes rain.” 

In fact, a deep black cloud had already surmounted the setting sun; a 
few large drops of rain fell, and the murmurs of distant thunder were 
heard. 

‘““The deil’s in this man,” said Cuddie to himself; ‘‘I wish he would 
either light aff or ride on, that he may quarter himsell in Hamilton or the 
shower begin.” 

But the rider sate motionless on his horse for two or three moments after 
his last question, like one exhausted by some uncommon effort. At length, 
recovering himself, as if with a sudden and painful effort, he asked Cuddie, 
“if Lady Margaret Bellenden still lived ?” 

“She does,” replfed Cuddie, ‘‘ but in a very sma’ way. They hae been 
a sad changed family since thae rough times began; they hae suffered 
eneugh first and last—and to lose the auld Tower, and a’ the Lonny barony, 
aud the holms that I hae pleughed sae often, and the Mains, and my kale 
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yard, that I suld hae gotten back again, and a’ for naething, as a body may 
say, but just the want 0’ some bits of sheep-skin that were lost in the con- 
fusion cf the taking of Tillietudlem.” 

“T have heard something of this,” said the stranger, deepening his voice, 
and averting his head. ‘I have some interest in the family, and would 
willingly help them if I could. Can you give me a bed in your house to 
night, my friend ?” 

“It’s but a corner of a place, sir,” said Cuddie, ‘ but we’se try, rathe1 
than ye suld ride on in the rain and thunner; for, to be free wi’ ye, sir, 1 
think ye seem no that ower weel.” 

‘“‘T am liable to a dizziness,” said the stranger, “ but it will soon wear off.” 

‘“‘] ken we can gie ye a decent supper, sir,” said Cuddie; ‘‘ and we’ll see 
about a bed as weel as we can. We wad be laith a stranger suld lack what 
we have, though we are jimply provided for in beds rather; for Jenny has 
sae mony bairns (God bless them and her!) that troth I maun speak to 
Lord Evandale to gie us a bit eik, or outshot 0’ some sort, to the onstead.” 

“‘T shall be easily accommodated,” said the stranger, as he entered the 
house. 

** And ye may rely on your naig being well sorted,”’ said Cuddie; ‘T ken 
weel what belangs to suppering a horse, and this is a very gude ane.” 

Cuddie took the horse to the little cow-house, and called to his wife to 
attend in the meanwhile to the stranger’s accommodation. The officer 
entered, and threw himself on a settle at some distance from the fire, and 
carefully turning his back to the little lattice window. -Tenny (or Mrs. Head- 
rigg, if the reader pleases) requested him to lay aside the cloak, belt, and 
flapped hat, which he wore upon his journey, but he excused himself under 
pretence of feeling cold; and, to divert the time till Cuddie’s return, he 
entered into some chat with the children, carefully avoiding, during the 
interval, the inquisitive glances of his landlady. 


Chapter the Chirty-Eighth. 


What tragic tears bedim the eye! 

What deaths we suffer ere we die! 

Our broken friendships we deplore, 

And loves of youth that are no more, 
LoGan. 


Cuppie soon returned, assuring the stranger, with a cheerful voice, ‘‘ that 
the horse was properly suppered up, and that the gudewife should make a 
bed up for him at the house, mair purpose-like and comfortable than the 
like o’ them could gie him.” 

‘* Are the family at the house?” said the stranger, with an interrupted 
and broken voice. 

‘“‘No, stir, they’re awa wi’ a’ the servants;—they keep only twa now-a- 
days, and my gudewife there has the keys and the charge, though she’s no 
a fee’d servant. She has been born and bred in the family, and has a’ trust 
and management. If they were there, we behoved na to take sic freedom 
without their order; but when they are awa, they will be weel pleased we 
serve a stranger gentleman. Miss Bellenden wad help a’ the haill warld, 
an her power were as gude as her will; and her grandmother, Leddy Mar- 
garet, has an unco respect for the gentry, and she’s no ill to the poor bodies 
neither -And now, wife, what for are ye no getting forrit wi’ the sowens?” 
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“Never mind, lad,” rejoined Jenny, “ye sall hae them in gude time; 1 
ken weel that ye like your brose het.” | 

Cuddie fidgeted, and laughed with a peculiar expression of intelligence at — 
this repartee, which was followed by a dialogue of little consequence betwixt 
his wife and him, in which the stranger took no share. At length he sud- 
denly interrupted them by the question—‘“‘ Can you tell me when Lord Evan- 
dale’s marriage takes place ?” 

‘Very soon, we expect,” answered Jenny, before it was possible for her 
husband to reply; “it wad hae been ower afore now, but for the death o’ 
auld Major Bellenden.” 

“The excellent old man!’ said the stranger; “I heard at Edinburgh he 
was no more. Was he long ill?” 

‘He couldna be said to haud up his head after his brother’s wife and his 
niece were turned out’ their ain house ; and he had himsell sair borrowing 
siller to stand the law—but it was in the latter end o’ King James’s days— 
and Basil Olifant, who claimed the estate, turned a papist to please the man- 
agers, and then naething was to be refused him; sae the law gaed again 
the leddies at last, after they had fought a weary sort 0’ years about it; and, 
as I said before, the Major ne’er held up his head again. And then cam 
the pitting awa o’ the Stuart line; and. though he had but little reason to 
like them, he couldna brook that, and it clean broke the heart o’ him, and 
ereditors cam to Charnwood and cleaned out a’ that was there—he was 
never rich, the gude auld man, for he dow’d na see onybody want.” 

‘‘ He was indeed,” said the stranger, with a faltering voice, “an admirable 
man—that is, I have heard that he was so.—So the ladies were left withou 
fortune, as well as without a protector?” : 

“They will neither want the tane nor the tother while Lord Evandale 
lives,” said Jenny. “He has been a true friend in their griefs—EK’en to 
the house they live in is his lordship’s; and mever man, as my auld gude 
mother used to say, since the days of the patriarch Jacob, served sae lang 
and sae sair for a wife as gude Lord Evandale has dune.” 

“And why,” said the stranger, with a voice that quivered with emotion, 
‘(why was he not sooner rewarded by the object of his attachment ?” 

“There was the lawsuit to be ended,” said Jenny readily, “forby many 
other family arrangements.” 

“‘Na, but,” said Cuddie, “ there was another reason forby ; for the young 
leddy’’——— 

‘“* Whisht—haud your tongue, and sup your sowens,” said his wife. ‘I 
see the gentleman’s far frae weel, and downa eat our coarse supper. I wad 
kil him a chicken in an instant.” 

“‘There’s no occasion,” said the stranger; “I shall want only a glass of 
water, and to be left alone.” 

‘“‘You’ll gie yoursell the trouble then to follow me,” said Jenny, lighting 
a small lantern, ‘‘and J’ll show you the way.” 

Cuddie also proffered his assistance; but his wife reminded him, “That _ 
the bairns would be left to fight thegither, and coup ane anither into the 
fire ;’’ so that he remained to take charge of the menage. 

His wife led the way up a little winding path, which, after threading 
some thickets of sweetbrier and honeysuckle, conducted to the back-door o 
asmall garden. Jenny undid the latch, and they passed through an old- 
fashioned flower-garden, with its clipped yew hedges and formal parterres, 
to a glass-sashed door, which she opened with a master-key, and lighting a 
vandle, which she placed upon a small work-table, asked pardon for leaving 
him there for a few minutes until she prepared his apartment. She did not 
exceed five minutes in these preparations; but when she returned, was 
startled to find that the stranger had sunk forward with his head upon the 
table, in what she at first apprehended to be a swoon. As she advanced te 
him, however, she could discover by his short-drawn sobs that it was a 
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peat of mental agony. She prudently drew back until he raised his 
ead, and then showing herself, without seeming to have observed his agi- 
tation, informed him that his bed was prepared. The stranger gazed at her 
a moment, as if to collect the sense of her words. She repeated them, and 
only bending his head, as an indication that he understood her, he entered 
the apartment, the door of which she pointed out to him. It was a small 
bedchamber, used, as she informed him, by Lord Evandale when a guest at 
Fairy-Knowe, connecting, on one side, with a little china-cabinet which 
opened to the garden, and on the other with a saloon, from which it was 
only separated by a thin wainscot partition. Having wished the stranger 
better health and good rest, Jenny descended as speedily as she could to 
her own mansion. 

“QO Cuddie!” she exclaimed to her helpmate as she entered, “I doubt 
we’re ruined folk !” 

“Tlow can that be? What’s the matter wi’ ye?” returned the imper- 
turbed Cuddie, who was one of those persons who do not easily take alarm 
at anything. 

“Wha d’ye think yon gentleman i is ?-—O, that ever ye suld hae asked him 
to light here!” exclaimed Jenny. 

“Why, wha the muckle deil d’ye say he is? There’s nae law against 
harbouring and inter-communicating now,” said Cuddie; ‘‘sae, whig or 
tory, what need we care wha he be ?” 

“Ay, but it’s ane will ding Lord Evandale’s marriage ajee yet, if it’s no 
the better looked to,” said Jenny; “it’s Miss Edith’s first j joe, your ain auld 
maister, Cuddie.” 

“The deil, woman!” exclaimed Cuddie, starting up, “ trow ye that ’m 
blind? I wad hae ken’d Mr. Henry Morton amang a hunder.” 

“ Ay, but, Cuddie lad,” replied Jenny, “though ye are no blind, ye are 

no sae notice-taking as I am.’ 

“Weel, what for needs ye cast that up to me just now? or what did you 
see about the man that was like our Maister Harry ?” 

“*T will tell ye, ” said Jenny. ‘Tjaloused his keeping his face frae us, 
and speaking wi’ a made-like voice, sae I e’en tried him wi’ some tales o’ 
lang syne, and when I spoke o’ the brose, ye ken, he didna just laugh—he’s 
ower grave for that now- a-days—but he gae a gledge wi’ his ee that I ken’d 
he took up what I said. And a’ his distress is about Miss Edith’s marriage, 
and I ne’er saw a man mair taen down wi’ true love in my days—I micht 

say man or woman—only | mind how ill Miss Edith was when she first gat 
word that him and you (ye muckle graceless loon) were coming against 
Tillictudlem wi’ the rebels. —But what’s the matter wi’ the man now?” 

‘“What’s the matter wi’ me, indeed !”’ said Cuddie, who was again hastily 
putting on some of the garments he had stripped himself of, ‘‘am I no gaué 
ap this instant to see my maister ?” 

“‘ Atweel, Cuddie, ye are gaun nae sic gate, 
resolutely. 

“‘The deil’s in the wife!” said Cuddie; “d’ye think I am to be John 
Tamson’s man, and maistered by woman a’ the days.o’ my life?” 

“ And whase man wad ye be? And wha wad ye hae to maister ye but 
me, Cuddie lad?” answered Jenny. “I'll gar ye comprehend in the making 
of a hay-band. Naebody kens that this young gentleman is living but our- 
sells, and fra that he keeps himsell up sae close, 1am judging that he’s pur- 
posing, if he fand Miss Edith either married, or just gaun to be married, he 
wad just slide awa easy, and gie them nae mair trouble. But if Miss Edith 
ken’d that he was living, and if she were standing before the very minister 
wi’ Lord Evandale when it was tauld to her, I’se warrant she wad sae No 
when she suld say Yes.” 

“Weel,” replied Cuddie, “and what’s my business wi’ that? If Miss 
Edith likes her auld j joe better than her new ane, what for suld she no be 
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_ frea to vuhange her mind like other folk ?—Ye ken, Jenny, Halliday aye 
threeps he had a promise frae yoursell.” 

‘“‘Tialliday’s a har, and ye’re naething but a gomeril to hearken till him, 
Cuddie. And then for this leddy’s choice,—lack-a-day ! ye may be sure a’ 
the gowd Mr. Morton has is on the outside 0’ his coat, and how can he kee 
Leddy Margaret and the young leddy ?” 

‘‘Isna there Milnwood ?” said Cuddie. ‘* Nae doubt, the auld laird left 
his housekeeper the hfe-rent, as he heard nought o’ his nephew; Dut it’ 
but speaking the auld wife fair, and they may a’ hve brawly thegither, 
Leddy Margaret and a’.” 

“Hout toat, lad,” replied Jenny, “ye ken them little to think leddies a’ 
their rank wad set up house wi’ auld Alie Wilson, when they’re maist ower 

10ud to take favours frae Lord Evandale himsell. Na, na, they maun fol- 
oe the camp, if she tak Morton.” , 

“That wad sort ill wi’ the auld leddy, to be sure,” said Cuddie; ‘she 
wad hardly win ower a long day in the baggage-wain.” 

“Then sic a flyting as there wad be between them, a’ about whig and 
tory,” continued Jenny. 

“To be sure,” said Cuddie, “the auld leddy’s unco kittle in thae points.” 

“And then, Cuddie,” continued his helpmate, who had reserved her 
strongest argument till the Jast, “if this marriage wi’ Lord Evandale is 
broken off, what comes o’ our ain bit free house, and the kale-yard, and the 
cow’s grass? I trow that baith as and thae bonny bairns will be turned on 
the wide warld!” 

Here Jenny began to whimper—Cuddie writhed himself this way and 
that way, the very picture of mdecision. At length he broke out, “ Weel, 
woman, canna ye tell us what we suld do, without a’ this din about it?” 

“Just do naething at a’,” said Jenny. “ Never seem to ken onything 
about this gentleman, and for your life say a word that he suld hae been 
here, or up at the house!-~— An I had ken’d, I wad hae given him my ain 
bed, and sleepit in the byre, or he had gane up by: but it canna be helpit 
now. The neist thing’s to get him cannily awa the morn, and I judge he’ll 
be in nae hurry to come back again.” 

““My puir maister!’ said Cuddie; “and maun I no speak to him, 
then ?”” ) 

‘“‘For your life, ne,” said Jenny; “ye’re no obliged to ken him; and I 
wadna hae tauld ye, only I feared ye wad ken him in the morning.” : 

‘“‘ Aweel,” said Cuddie, sighing heavily. ‘ Vse awa to pleugh the out- 
field then; for, if I am no to speak to him, I wad rather be out o’ the 

ate.” 
aes Very right, my dear hinny,” replied Jenny; ‘ naebody has better sense 
than you when ye crack a bit wY me ower your affairs, but ye suld ne’er do 
onything aff hand out o’ your ain head.” 

‘** Ane wad think it’s true,”’ guoth Caddie; ‘for I hae aye had some cér- 
line or quean or another, to gar me gang their gate instead 0’ my ain. 
There was first my mither,” he continued, as he undressed and tumbled | 
himself into bed —“‘then there was Leddy Margaret didna let me ca’ my 
soul my ain—then my mither and her quarrelled, and pu’ed me twa ways 
at anes, as if ilk ane had an end o’ me, hke Punch and the Deevil rugging ~ 
about the Baker at the fair—and now I hae gotten a wife,” he murmured 
in continuation, as he stowed the blankets around his person, ‘and she’s 
like to tak the guidmy o’ me a’thegither.” 

“ And amna I the best guide ye ever had in a’ your hfe?” said Jenny, 
as she closed the conversation by assuming her place beside her husband, 
and extinguishing the candle. : 

Leaving this couple to their repose, we have next to inform the reader, 
that, early on the next morning, two ladies on horseback, attended by their 
servants, arrived at the house | Fairy-Knowe, whom, to Jenny’s utter com 
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fusion, she instantly recognised as Miss Bellenden, and Lady Emily Hamil- 
ton, a sister of Lord Evandale. 

“Had I no better gang to the house to put things to rights?” said Jenny, 
confounded with this unexpected apparition. 

“We want nothing but the pass-key,” said Miss Bellenden; ‘‘ Gudyill 
will open the windows of the little parlour.” 

“The little parlour’s locked, and the lock’s spoiled,” answered Jenny 
who recollected the local sympathy between that apartment and the bed 
chamber of her guest. 

“In the red parlour, then,” said Miss Bellenden, and rode up to the front 
of the house, but by an approach different from that through which Morton 
had been conducted. 

* All will be out,” thought Jenny, “unless I can get him smuggled out 
of the house the back way.” 

So saying, she sped up the bank in great tribulation and uncertainty. 

“T had better hae said at ance there was a stranger there,”’ was her next 
natural reflection. ‘But then they wad hae been for asking him to break- 
fast. ‘O safe us! what will I do?—And there’s Gudyill walking in the 
garden, too!” she exclaimed internally, on approaching the wicket—‘“‘ and 
I daurna gang in the back way till he’s aff the coast. O sirs, what will 
become of us?” 

In this state of perplexity she approached the ci-devant butler, with the 
purpose of decoying him out of the garden. But John Gudyvyill’s temper 
was not improved by his decline in rank and increase in years. Like many 
peevish people, too, he seemed to have an intuitive perception as to what 
was most likely to teaze those whom he conversed with; and on the pre- 
sent occasion, all Jenny’s efforts to remove him from the garden served only 
to root him in it as fast as if he had been one of the shrubs. Unluckily, 
also, he had commenced florist during his residence at Fairy-Knowe, and, 
leaving all other things to the charge of Lady Emily’s servant, his first care 
was dedicated to the flowers, which he had taken under his special protec- 
tion, and which he propped, dug, and watered, prosing all the while upon 
their respective merits to poor Jenny, who stood by him trembling, and 
almost crying, with anxiety, fear, and impatience. 

Fate seemed determined to win a match against Jenny this unfortunate 
morning. As soon as the ladies entered the house, they observed that the 
door of the little parlour, the very apartment out of which she was desirous 
of excluding them on account of its contiguity to the room in which Mor- 
ton slept, was not only unlocked, but absolutely ajar. Miss Bellenden was 
too much engaged with her own immediate subjects of reflection to take 
much notice of the circumstance, but, desiring the servant to open the win- 
dow-shutters, walked into the room along with her friend. 

“He is not yet come,” she said. ‘What can your brother possibly 
mean ?— why express so anxious a wish that we should meet him here? 
and why not come to Castle-Dinnan, as he proposed? I own, my dear 
Emily, that, even engaged as we are to each other, and with the sanction 
of your presence, I do not feel that I have done quite right in indulging 
him.” 

‘* Rvandale was never capricious,” answered his sister; ‘“‘I am sure he 
will satisfy us with his reasons, and if he does not, I will help you to scold 
him.” 

“What I chiefly fear,” said Edith, “is his having engaged in some of 
the plots of this fluctuating and unhappy time. I know his heart is with 
that dreadful Claverhouse and his army, and I believe he would have 
joined them ere now but for my uncle’s death, which gave nim so much 
additional trouble on our account. How singular, that one so rational, and 
so deeply sensible of the errors of the exiled family, should be ready to risk 


all for their restoration !”’ | 
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“What can I say?” answered Lady Emily; “it is a point of honour with 
Evandale Oar family have always been loyal—he served long in the 
Guurds—the Viscount of Dundee was his commander and his friend for 
years — he is looked on with an evil eye by many of his own relations, 
who set down his inactivity to the score of want of spirit. You must be 
aware, my dear Edith, how often family connexions, and early predilee- 
tions, influence our actions more than abstract arguments. But I trust 
Evandale will continue quiet, — though, to tell you truth, I believe you are 
the only one who can keep him so.” 

‘And how is it in my power?” said Miss Bellenden. 

“You can furnish him with the Scriptural apology for not going forth 
with the host, — ‘he has married a wife, and therefore cannot come.’ ”’ 

‘“‘T have promised,” said Edith, in a faint voice; “ but I trust I shall not 
be urged onthe score of time.” 

“Nay,” said Lady Emily, ‘I will leave Evandale (and here he comes) to 
plead his own cause.” 

“Stay, stay, for God’s sake!” said Edith, endeavouring to detain her, 

“Not I, not I,” said the young lady, making her escape, “the third 
person makes a silly figure on such occasions. When you want me for 
breakfast, I will be found in the willow-walk by the river. 

As she tripped out of the room, Lord Evandale entered—‘“‘ Good-morrow, 
brother, and good-by till breakfast-time,” said the lively young lady; ‘‘1 
trust you will give Miss Bellenden some good reasons for disturbing her 
rest so early in the morning.” 

And so saying, she left them together, without waiting a reply. 

“ And now, my lord,” said Edith, ‘may I desire to know the meaning of 
your singular request to meet you here at so early an hour ?” 

She was about to add, that she hardly felt herself excusable in having 
complied with it; but, upon looking at the person whom she addressed, she 
was struck dumb by the singular and agitated expression of his counte- 
nance, and interrupted herself to exclaim —‘“ For God’s sake; what is the 
matter ?” 

‘“‘His Majesty’s faithful subjects have gained a great and most decisive 
victory near Blair of Athole; but, alas! my gallant friend, Lord Dun- 
dee”’ 

“Tas fallen?” said Edith, anticipating the rest of his tidings. 

“«'T'rue—most true—he has fallen in the arms of victory, and not a man 
remains of talents and influence sufficient to fill up his loss in King James’s 
service. This, Edith, is no time for temporizing with our duty. I have 
given directions to raise my followers, and I must take leave of you this. 
evening.” 

‘Do not think of it, my lord,” answered Edith: “your life is essential 
to your friends ; do not throw it away in an adventure so rash. What can 
your single arm, and the few tenants or servants who might follow yca, 
do against the force of almost all Scotland, the Highland clans only ex- 
cepted ?” 

‘‘Listen to me, Edith,” said Lord Evandale. ‘Iam not so rash as you 
may suppose me, nor are my present motives of such light importance as 
to affect only those personally dependent on myself. The Life-Guards, with 
whom I served so long, although new-modelled and new-officered by the 
Prince of Orange, retain a predilection for the cause of their rightful mas- 
ter; and’’—(and here he whispered as if he feared even the walls of the 
apartment had ears)—‘‘ when my foot is known to be in the stirrup, two 
regiments of cavalry have sworn to renounce the usurper’s service, and 
fight under my orders. They delayed only till Dundee should descend into 
the Lowlands ;—but, since he is no more, which of his successors dare take 
that decisive step, unless encouraged by the troops dcclaring themselves! 
Meantime the zeal of the soldiers will die away. I must bring them to a 
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decision while their hearts are glowing with the victory their old le: ler has 
vbtained, and burning to avenge his untimely death.” 

‘** And will you, on the faith of such men as you know these soldiers to 
be,” said Edith, ‘take a part of such dreadful moment ?”’ 

“T will,” said Lord Evandale—* I must; my honour and loyalty are both 
pledged for it.” ; 

‘And all for the sake,” continued Miss Bellenden, “of a prince, whose 
measures, while he was on the throne, no one could condemn more than 
Lord Evandale ?” : 

“ Most true,” replied Lord Evandale; “and as I resented, even during 
the plenitude of his power, his innovations on church and state, like a free 
born subject, [ am determined I will assert his real rights when he is in 
adversity, like a loyal one. Let courtiers and sycophants flatter power’and 
desert misfortune; I will neither do the one nor the other.” = 

‘“‘And if you are determined to act what my feeble judgment must still 
term rashly, why give yourself the pain of this untimely meeting ?” 

‘‘ Were it not - nough to answer,” said Lord Evandale, ‘ that, ere rushing 
on battle, 1 wished to bid adieu to my betrothed bride ?—Surely it is judg- 
ing coldly of my feelings, and showing too plainly the indifference of your 
own, to question my motive for a request so natural.” 

“But why in this place, my lord?” said Edith, —‘‘and why with such 
peculiar circumstances of mystery ?” 

“‘ Because,” he replied, putting a letter into her hand, “I have yet another 
request, which I dare hardly proffer, even when prefaced by these creden- 
tials.” 

In haste and terror Edith glanced over the letter, which was from her 
grandmother. 

‘“‘ My dearest childe,”’ such was its tenor in style and spelling, “1 never 
more deeply regretted the reumatizm, which disqualified me from riding on 
horseback, than at this present writing, when I would most have wished to 
be where this paper will soon be, that is at Fairy-Knowe, with my poor 
dear Willie’s only child. But it is the will of God I should not be with 
her, which I conclude to be the case, as much for the pain I now suffer, as 
because it hath now not given way either to cammomile poultices or to de- 
coxion of wild mustard, wherewith I have often relieved others. 'There- 
fore, I must tell you, by writing instead of word of mouth, that, as my 
young Lord Evandale is called to the present campaign, both by his honour 
and his duty, he hath earnestly solicited me that the bonds of holy matri- 
mony be knitted before his departure to the wars between you and him, in 
implement of the indenture formerly entered into for that effeck, whereun- 
till, as I see no raisonable objexion, so I trust that you, who have been 
always a good and obedient childe, will not devize any which has less than 
raison. It is trew that the contrax of our house have heretofore been cele- 
brated in a manner more befitting our Rank, and not in private, and with 
few witnesses, as a thing done in a corner. But it has been Heaven’s own 
free-will, as well as those of the kingdom where we live, to take away from 
us our estate, and from the King his throne. Yet | trust He will yet re- 
store the rightful heir to the throne, and turn his heart to the true Protes- 
tant Episcopal faith, which I have the better right to expect to see even 
with my old eyes, as | have beheld the royal family when they were strug- 
gling as sorely with masterful usurpers and rebels as they are now; that ia 
to say, when his most sacred Majesty, Charles the Second of happy memory, 
honoured our poor house of Tillietudlem, by taking his dis/wne therein,” 
&e. &e. &e. 

_ We will not abuse the reader’s patience by quoting more of Lady Marga 
ret’s prolix epistle Suffice it to say, that it closed by laying her commands 
on her grandchild to consent to the solemnization of her marriage without 
ioss of time. 
2y¥ 2 
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“T never thought till this instant,” said Edith, dropping the letter from 
ner hand, “that Lord Evandale would have acted ungenerously.” | 

‘“‘Ungenerously, Edith!’ replied her lover. “And how can you apply 
such a term to my desire to call you mine, ere I part from you perhaps 
forever ?” 

“Lord Evandale ought to have remembered,” said Edith, “ that when his 
perseverance, and, I must add, a due sense of his merit and of the obliga- 
tions we owed him, wrung from me a slow consent that I would one day 
comply with his wishes, I made it my condition, that I should not be pressed 
to a hasty accomplishment of my promise; and now he avails himself of 
his interest with my only remaining relative, to hurry me with precipitate 
and even indelicate importunity. There is more selfishness than generosity, 
my lord, in such eager and urgent solicitation.” 

Lord Evandale, evidently much hurt, took two or three turns through the 
apartment ere he replied to this accusation ; at length he spoke—‘“ I should 
have escaped this painful charge, durst I at once have mentioned to Miss 
Bellenden my principal reason for urging this request. It is one which she 
will probably despise on her own account, but which ought to weigh with 
her for the sake of Lady Margaret. My death in battle must give my 
whole estate to my heirs of entail; my forfeiture as a traitor, by the usurp- 
ing Government, may vest it in the Prince of Orange, or some Dutch fa- 
vourite. In either case, my venerable friend and betrothed bride must 
remain unprotected and in poverty.—Vested with the rights and provisions 
of Lady Evandale, Edith will find, in the power of supporting her aged 
ohn some consolation for having condescended to share the titles and 
ortunes of one who does not pretend to be worthy of her.” 

Edith was struck dumb by an argument which she had not expected, and 
was compelled to acknowledge that Lord Evandale’s suit was urged with 
delicacy as well as with consideration. 

“And yet,” she said, ‘“‘such is the waywardness with which my heart 
reverts to former times, that I cannot’ (she burst into tears) ‘suppress a 
degree of ominous reluctance at fulfilling my engagement upon such a 
brief summons.” 

“We have already fully considered this painful subject,” said Lord Evan- 
dale; ‘“‘and I hoped, my dear Edith, your own inquiries, as wel. as mine, 
had fully convinced you that these regrets were fruitless.” 

“ Fruitless indeed !” said Edith, with a deep sigh, which, as if by an un- 
expected echo, was repeated from the adjoining apartment. Miss Bellenden 
started at the sound, and scarcely composed herself upon Lord Evandale’s 
assurances, that she had heard but the echo of her own respiration. 

“It sounded strangely distinct,” she said, ‘‘and almost ominous; but my 
feelings are so harassed that the slightest trifle agitates them.” 

Lord Evandale eagerly attempted to soothe her alarm, and reconcile her 
to a measure, which, however hasty, appeared to him the only means by 
which he could secure her independence. He urged his claim in virtue of 
the contract, her grandmother’s wish and command, the propriety of in- 
suring her comfort and independence, and touched lightly on his own long 
attachment, which he had evinced by so many and such various services. 
These Edith felt the more, the less they were insisted upon; and at length, 
as she had nothing to oppose to his ardour, excepting a causeless reluctance, 
which she herself was ashamed to oppose against so much generosity, she 
was compelled to rest upon the impossibility of having the ceremony per- 
formed upon such hasty notice, at such a time and place. But for all this 
Lord Kvandale was prepared, and he explained, with joyful alacrity, that 
the former chaplain of his regiment was in attendance at the Lodge with a 
faithful domestic, once a non-commissioned officer in the same corps; that 
tis sister was also pussessed of the secret; and that Headrigg and his wife 
uight be added to the list of witnesses, if agreeable t» Miss BelScocen, 
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As to the place, he had chosen it on very purpose. The marriage was ta 
remain a secret, since Lord Evandale was to depart in disguise very soon 
after it was solemnized —a circumstance which, had their union been 
public, must have drawn upon him the attention of the Government, ag 
being altogether unaccountable, unless from his being engaged in some 
dangerous design. Having hastily urged these motives and explained his 
arrangements, he ran, without waiting for an answer, to summon his sister 
to attend his bride, while he went in search of the other persons whose 
presence was necessary. 

When Lady Emily arrived, she found her friend in an agony of tears, of 
which she was at some loss to comprehend the reason, being one of those 
damsels who think there is nothing either wonderful or terrible in matri- 
mony, and joining with most who knew him in thinking, that it could not 
be rendered peculiarly alarming by Lord Evandale being the bridegroom, 
Influenced by these feelings, she exhausted in succession all the usual ar- 
guments for courage, and all the expressions of sympathy and condolence 
ordinarily employed on such occasions. But when Lady.Emily beheld her 
future sister-in-law deaf to all those ordinary topics of consolation — when 
she beheld tears follow fast and without intermission down cheeks as pale 
as marble— when she felt that the hand which she pressed in order to 
enforce her arguments turned cold within her grasp, and lay, like that of a 
corpse, insensible and unresponsive to her caresses, her feelings of sympa- 
thy gave way to those of hurt pride and pettish displeasure. 

“Tt must own,” she said, “that I am something at a loss to understand 
all this, Miss Bellenden. Months have passed since you agreed to marry 
my brother, and you have postponed the fulfilment of your engagement 
from one period to another, as if you had to avoid some dishonourable or 
highly disagreeable connexion. I think I can answer for Lord Evandale, 
that he will seek no woman’s hand against her inclination; and, though 
his sister, I may boldly say that he does not need to urge any lady further 
than her inclinations carry her. You will forgive me, Miss Bellenden; but 
your present distress augurs 11] for my brother’s future happiness, and I 
must needs say that he does not merit all these expressions of dislike and 
dolour, and that they seem an odd return for an abtachenent which he has 

manifested so long, and in so many ways.” 

' “You are right, Lady Emily,” said Edith, drying her eyes, and endea- 
vouring to resume her natural manner, though still betrayed by her falter- 
ing voice and the paleness of her cheeks — “ you are quite right — Lord 
Evandale merits such usage from no one, least of all from her whom he has 
honoured with his regard. But if I have given way, for the last time, to a 
sudden and irresistible burst of feeling, it is my consolation, Lady Emily, 
that your brother knows the cause; that I have hid nothing from him, and. 
that he at least is not apprehensive of finding in Edith Bellenden a wife 
undeserving of his affection. But still you are right, and I merit your cen- 
ure for indulging for a moment fruitless regret and painful remembrances. 
It shall be so no Tonger : my lot is cast with Evandale, and with him I am 
resolved to bear it. Nothing shall in future occur to excite his complaints, 
or the resentment of his relations; no idle recollections of other days shal 
entervene to prevent the zealous and affectionate discharge of my duty; no 
vain illusions recall the memory of other days” 

As she spoke these words, she slowly raised her eyes, which had before 
been hidden by her hand, to the latticed window of her apartment, which 
was partly open, uttered a dismal shrick, and fainted. Lady Emily turned 
her eyes in the same direction, but saw only the shadow of a man, which 
seemed t disappear from the window, and, terrified more by the state of 
Edith than by the apparition she had herself witnessed, she uttered shriek 
upon shriek for assistance. Her brother soon arrived with the chaplain 
aid Icnny Dennison, but strong and vigorous remedies were necessary era - 
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they «cull re+all Miss Bellenden to sense and motion. Ever then her lan: 
guage was will and incoherent. 

“Press me no farther,” she said to Lord Evandale; “it cannot be — 
Heaven and earth —the living and the. dead, have leagued themselves 
against this ill-omened union. ‘Take all I can give — my sisterly regard — 
my devoted friendship. I will love you as a sister, and serve you as & 
bondswoman, but never speak to me more of marriage.” 

The astonishment of Lord Evandale may easily be conceived. 

“Emily,” he said to his sister, “this is your doing—I was accursed 
when I thought of bringing you here — some of your confounded folly has 
driven her mad!’ 

“Qn my word, brother,” answered Lady Emily, ‘‘ you’re sufficient to 
drive all the women in Scotland mad. Because your mistress seems much 
disposed to jilt you, you quarrel with your sister, who has been arguing in 
your cause, and had brought her to a quiet hearing, when, all of a sudden, 
a man looked in at a window, whom her crazed sensibility mistook either 
for you or some one else, and has treated us gratis with an excellent tragic 
scene.” 

““What man? What window?” said Lord Evandale, in impatient displea- 
sure. ‘‘ Miss Bellenden is incapable of trifling with me;— and yet what 
else could have” 

“ Hush! hush!” said Jenny, whose interest lay particularly in shifting 
further inquiry; “for Heaven’s sake, my lord, speak low, for my lady be- 

ins to recover.” 

Edith was no sooner somewhat restored to herself than she begged, in a 
feeble voice, to be left alone with Lord Evandale. All retreated, —Jenny 
with her usual air of officious simplicity — Lady Emily and the chaplain 
with that of awakened curiosity. No sooner had they left the apartment, 
than Edith beckoned Lord Evandale to sit beside her on the couch; her 
next motion was to take his hand, in spite of his surprised resistance, to 
her lips; her last was to sink from her seat and to clasp his knees. 

‘Forgive me, my lord!” she exclaimed — “ Forgive me!—TI must deal 
most untruly by you, and break a solemn engagement. You have my 
friendship, my highest regard, my most sincere gratitude — You have more; 
you have my word and my faith — But O, forgive me, for the fault is not 
mine — you have not my love, and [ cannot marry you without a sin!” 

“You dream, my dearest Edith!” said Evandale, perplexed in the utmost 
degree,—‘‘ you let your imagination beguile you. This is but some delu- 
sion of an over-sensitive mind ;—the person whom you preferred to me has 
heen long in a better world, where your unavailing regret cannot follow 
him, or, if it could, would only diminish his happiness.” 

“You are mistaken, Lord Hvandale,” said Edith, solemnly. ‘I am not 
a sleep-walker, or a mad-woman. No—I could not have believed from any 
one what I have seen. But having seen him, I must believe mine own 
eyes.” 

‘Seen him !—seen whom ?” asked Lord Evandale, in great anxiety. 

‘Henry Morton,” replied Edith, uttering these two words as if they were 
her last, and very nearly fainting when she had done so. 

“‘Miss Bellenden,” said Lord Evandale, ‘you treat me like a fool or a child. 
If you repent your engagement to me,” he continued, indignantly, “I am 
not a man to enforce it against your inclination; but deal with me as a man, 
and forbear this trifling.” 

lie was about to go on, when he perceived, from her quivering eye and 
paliid’ cheek, that nothing less than imposture was intended, and that by 
whatever means her imagination had been so impressed, it was really dis- 
turbed by unaffected awe and terror. He changed his tone, and exerted 
all his eloquence in endeavouring to soothe and extract from her the secret 
paus> of such terror. 
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“T saw him!” she repeated—“I saw Henry Morton stand at that window 
and look into the apartment at the moment I was on the point of abjuring 
him for ever. His face was darker, thinner, and paler than it was wont tu 
be; his dress was a horseman’s cloak, and hat looped down over his face - 
his expression was like that he wore on that dreadful morning when he 
was examined by Claverhouse at Tillietudlem. Ask your sister, ask Lady 
Emily, if she did not see him as well as I.—I know what has called him up 
~—he came to upbraid me, that, while my heart was with him in the deep 

‘and dead sea, | was about to give my hand to another. My lord, it is ended 
between you and me—be the consequences what they will, she cannot marry, 
whose union disturbs the repose of the dead.”’* 

“Good heaven!” said Evandale, as he paced the room, half mad himself 
with surprise and vexation—“ her fine understanding must be totally over- 
thrown, and that by the effort which she has made to comply with my ill- 
timed, though well-meant request. Without rest and attention her health 
is ruined for ever.” 

At this moment the door opened, and Halliday, who had been Lord Evan- . 
dale’s principal personal attendant since they both left the Guards on the 
Revolution, stumbled into the room with a countenance as pale and ghastly 
as terror could paint it. : 


* This incident 1s taken from a story in the History of Apparitions written by Daniel Defoe, under the as 
sumed name of Morton. To abridge the narrative we are under the necessity of omitting many of those par 
ticular circumstances which give the fictions of this most ingenious author such a lively air of truth. 

A gentleman married a lady of family and fortune, and had one son by her, after which the lady died. The 
widower afterwards united himself in a second marriage ; and his wife proved such a very stepmother to the 
heir of the first marriage, that, discontented with his situation, he left his father’s house, and set out on dis- 
tant travels. His father heard from him occasionally, and the young man fur some time drew regularly for 
certain allowances which were settled upon him. At length, owing to the instigation of his mother-in-law, 
one of his draughts was refused, and the bill returned dishonoured. 

After receiving this affront, the youth drew no bills, and wrote no more letters, nor did his father know in — 
what part of the world he was. The stepmother seized the opportunity to represent the young man as de- 
ceased, and to urge her hushand to settle his estate anew upon her children, of whom she had several. ‘I'he 
father for a length of time positively refused to disinherit his son, convinced as he was, in his own mind, that 
he was still alive. 

At leng!h, worn out by his wife’s importunities, he agreed to execute the new deeds, if his son did not re- 
turn within a year. 

During the interval, there were many violent disputes between the husband and wife, upon the subject of 
the family settlements. In the midst of one of these alltercations, the lady was startled by seeing a hand at a 
casement of the window; but as the iron hasps, according to the ancient fashion, fastened in the inside, the 
hand seemed to essay the fastenings, and being unable to undo them, was immediately withdrawn. ‘The 
lady, forgetting the quarrel with her husband, exclaimed that there was some one in the garden. ‘I'he hus- 
band rushed out, but could find no trace of an intruder, while the walls of the garden seemed to render it 
impossible for any such to have made his escape. He therefore taxed his wife with having fancied that 
which she supposed she saw, She maintained the accuracy of her sight ; on which her husband observed, 
that it must have been the devil, who was apt to haunt those who had evil consciences. This tart remark 
brought back the matrimonial dialogue to its original current. “It was no devil,” said the lady, “but the 
ghost of your son come to tell you he is dead, and that you may give your estate to your bastards, since you 
tvill not settle it on the lawful heirs.”—" It was my son,” said he, ‘‘comne to tell me that he is alive, and ask 
you how you can be such a devil as to urge me to disinherit him;” with that he started up and exclaimed, 
* Alexander, Alexander! if you are alive, show yourself, and do not let me be insulted every day with being 
told you are dead.” 

At these words, the casement which the hand had been seen at opened of itself, and his son Alexander 
looked in with a full face, and, staring directly on the mother with an angry countenance cried, “ Here !" 
and then vanished in a moment. 

The lady, though much frightened at the apparition, had wit enough to make it serve her own purpose, 
for, as the spectre appeared at her husband’s summons, she made effidavit that he had a familiar spirit who 
appeared when ke called it. To escape from this discreditable charge, the poor husband agreed to make the 
new settlement of the estate in the terms demanded by the unreasonable lady. 

A meeting of friends was held for that purpose, the new deed was executed, and the wife was about to 
eancel the former settlement by tearing the seal, when on a sudden they heard a rushing noise in the parlour 
in which they sat, as if something had come in at the door of the room which opened from the hall, and then 
had gone through tne room towards the garden-door, which was shut; they were all surprised at it, for the 
sound was very distinct, but they saw nothing. 

This rather interrupted the business of the meeting, but the persevering lady brought them back to it. “J 
am not frightened,” said she, “not 1.—Come,” said she to her husband, haughtily, “I'll cancel the old writ- 
ings if forty devils were in the room ;” with that she took up one of the deeds, and was about to tear off the 
seal. But the double-ganger, or Eidolon, of Alexander, was as pertinacious in guarding the rights of his prin- 
cipal, as his stepmother in invading them. 

The same moment she raised the paper tc destroy it, the casement flew open, though it was fast in the 
‘nside just as it was before, and the shadow of a body was seen as standing in the garden without, the face 
fooking into the room, and staring directly at the woman with a stern and angry countenance. “Hold!” 
said the spectre, as if speaking to the lady, and immediately closed the window and vanished. After this 
second interruption, the new settlement was cancelled by the consent of all concerned, and Alexander, in 
about four or five months after. arrived from the East Indies, to which he had gone four years before from 
London in a Portuguese ship. He could give no explanation of what had happened, excepting that he dreamed 
his father had written him an angry letter, threatening to disinherit him. — The Misiory a.d Reclity of Aspe 
ritions, Caip. viii. 
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«What {s the matter next, Halliday?” cried his master, starting up 
* Any dis-overy of the’—— 

He had just recollection sufficient to stop short in the midst of the dan: 
gerous sentence. 

‘No, sir,” said Halliday, ‘it is not that, nor anything like that; but 
have seen a ghost!” 

‘A ghost! you eternal idiot!” said Lord Evandale, forced altogether out 
of his patience. ‘‘ Has all mankind sworn to go mad in order to drive me 
so?—What ghost, you simpleton ?” 

“The ghost of Henry Morton, the whig captain at Bothwell Bridge,” 
replied Halliday. “He passed by me like a fire-flaught when I was in the 

arden !” 
os This is mid-summer madness,” said Lord Evandale, ‘‘ or there is some 
strange villany afloat.—Jenny, attend your lady to her chamber, while I 
endeavour to find a clew to all this.” 

But Lord Evandale’s inquiries were in vain. Jenny, who might have 
given (had she chosen) a very satisfactory explanation, had an interest to 
leave the matter in darkness; and interest was a matter which now weighed 
principally with Jenny, since the possession of an active and affectionate 
husband in her own proper right had altogether allayed her spirit of co- 
quetry. She had made the best use of the first moments of confusion 
hastily to remove all traces of any one having slept in the apartment ad- 
joining to the parlour, and even to erase the mark of footsteps beneath the 
window through which she conjectured Morton’s face had been seen, while 
attempting, ere he Icft the garden, to gain one look at her whom he had so 
long loved, and was now on the point of losing for ever. That he had 
passed Halliday in the garden was equally clear; and she learned from her 
elder boy, whom she had employed to have the stranger’s horse saddled and 
ready for his departure, that he had rushed into the stable, thrown the 
child a broad gold piece, and, mounting his horse, had ridden with fearful 
rapidity down towards the Clyde. The secret was, therefore, in their own 
family, and Jenny was resolved it should remain so. 

“For, to be sure,” she said, “although her lady and Halliday ken’d Mr, 
Morton by broad daylight, that was nae reason I suld own to kenning him 
in the gloaming and by candlelight, and him keeping his face frae Cuddie 
and me a’ the time.” 

So she stood resolutely upon the negative when examined by Lord Evan- 
dale. As for Halliday, he could only say, that as he entered the garden- 
door, the supposed apparition met him walking swiftly, and with a visage 
on which anger and grief appeared to be contending. 

“We knew him well,” he said, ‘having been repeatedly guard upon 
nim, and obliged to write down his marks of stature and visage in case of 
escape. And there were few faces like Mr. Morton’s.” But what should 
make him haunt the country where he was neither hanged nor shot, he, the 
said Halliday, did not pretend to conceive. 

Lady Emily confessed she had seen the face of a man at the window, but 
her evidence went no farther. John Gudyill deponed nil novit in causa. 
He had left his gardening to get his morning dram just at the time when 
the apparition had taken place. Lady Emily’s servants were waiting orders 
in the kitchen, and there was not another being within a quarter of a mile 
of the house. . 

Lord Evandale returned, perplexed and dissatisfied in the highest degree, 
at behclding a plan which he thought necessary not less for the protection 
of Edith in contingent circumstances, than for the assurance of his own 
happiness, and which he had brought so very near perfection, thus broken 
off without any apparent or rational cause. His knowledge of Edith’s 
character set her beyond the suspicion of covering any capricious change of 
determination by a pretended vision. But he would have set the appari- 
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tion down to the influence of an overstrained imagination, agitated by the 
vircumsttaces in which she had so suddenly been placed, had it not been 
for the coinciding testimpny of Halliday, wne had no reason for thinking 
of Morten more than any other person, and knew nothing of Miss Bellen- 
den’s vision when he promulgated his own. On the other hand, it seemed 
in the highest degree improbable that Morton, so long and so vainly sought 
after, and who was, with such good reason, supposed to be lost when the 
Vryheid of Rotterdam went down with crew and passengers, should be alive 
and lurking in this country, where there was no longer any reason why he 
should not openly show himself, since the present Government favoured his 
party in politics. When Lord Evandale reluctantly brought himself to 
communicate these doubts to the chaplain, in order to obtain his opinion, 
he could only obtain a long lecture on demonology, in which, after quoting 
Delrio, and Burthoog, and De L’Ancre, on the subject of apparitions, to- 
gether with sundry civilians and common lawyers on the, nature of testi- 
mony, the learned gentleman expressed his definite and determined opinion 
to be, either that there had been an actual apparition of the deceased 
Henry Morton’s spirit, the possibility of which he was, as a divine and a 
philosopher, neither fully prepared to admit or to deny; or else, that the 
said Henry Morton, being still im rerum natura, had appeared in his 
proper person that morning; or, finally, that some strong deceptio visus, or 
striking similitude of person, had deceived the eyes of Miss Bellenden 
and of Thomas Halliday. Which of these was the most probable hypo- 
thesis, the Doctor declined to pronounce, but expressed himself ready to die 
in the opinion that one or other of them had occasioned that morning’s 
disturbance. 

Lord Evandale soon had additional cause for distressful anxiety. Miss 
Be:lenden was declared to be dangerously ill. : 
**¥ will not leave this place,” he exclaimed, “ till she is pronounced to be 
in safety. I neither can nor ought to do so; for whatever may have been the 
immediate occasion of her illness, I gave the first cause for it by my unhappy 

solicitation.” 

He established himself, therefore, as a guest in the family, which the 
presence of his sister as well as of Lady Margaret Bellenden (who, in 
despite of her rheumatism, caused herself to be transported thither when 
she heard of her grand-daughter’s illness), rendered a step equally natural 
and delicate. And thus he anxiously awaited, until, without injury to 
her health, Edith could sustain a final explanation ere his departure on his 
expedition. 

“She shall never,” said the generous young man, “look on her engags- 
ment with me as the means of fettering her to a union, the idea of whieh 
seems almost to unhinge her understanding.” 


Chagivr the Chirty-Hinth. 


Ah, happy hills !— ah, pleasing shades! 
Ah, fields beloved in vain! 
Where once my careless childhood stray’d, 
A stranger yet to pain. 
Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College. 


{r is not by corporeal wants and infirmities only that men of the most 
distinguished talents are levelled, during their lifetime, with the common 
mass of mankind. There are periods of mental agitation when the firmast 
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of mortals must be ranked with the weakest of his brethren; and when, in 

aying the general tax of humanity, his distresses are even aggravated h 
fecling that he transgresses, in the indulgence of his grief, the rules of reli- 
gion and philosophy, by which he endeavours in general to regulate his 
passions and his actions. It was during such a paroxysm that the unfor- 
tunate Morton left Fairy-Knowe. To know that his long-loved and still 
beloved Edith, whose image had filled his mind for so many years, was on 
the point of marriage to his early rival, who had laid claim to her heart by 
so many services, as hardly left her a title to refuse his addresses, bitter as 
the intelligence was, yet came not as an unexpected blow. 

During his residence abroad, he had once written to Edith. It was to bid 
her farewell for ever, and to conjure her to forget him. He had requested 
her not to answer his letter, yet he half hoped, for many a day, that she 
might transgress his injunction. The letter never reached her to whom it 
was addressed, and Morton, ignorant of its miscarriage, could only conclude 
himself laid aside and forgotten, according to his own self-denying request. 
All that he had heard of their mutual relations since his return to Scotland, 
prepared him to expect that he could only look upon Miss Bellenden as the 
betrothed bride of Lord Evandale; and, even if freed from the burden of 
obligation to the latter, it would still have been inconsistent with Morton’s 
generosity of disposition to disturb their arrangements, by attempting the 
assertion of a claim, proscribed by absence, never sanctioned by the consent 
of friends, and barred by a thousand circumstances of difficulty. Why, 
then, did he seek the cottage which their broken fortunes had now rendered 
the retreat of Lady Margaret Bellenden and her grand-daughter? He 

ielded, we are under the necessity of acknowledging, to the impulse of an 
inconsistent wish, which many might have felt in his situation. 

Accident apprized him, while travelling towards his native district, that 
the ladies, near whose mansion he must necessarily pass, were absent; and 
learning that Cuddie and his wife acted as their principal domestics, he 
could not resist pausing at their cottage, to learn, if possible, the real pro- 
gress which Lord EKvandale had made in the affections of Miss Bellenden— 
alas! no longer his Edith. This rash experiment ended as we have related, 

-and he parted from the house of Fairy-Knowe, conscious that he was still 
beloved by Edith, yet compelled, by faith and honour, to relinquish her for 
ever. With what feelings he must have listened to the dialogue between 
Lord Evandale and Edith, the greater part of which he involuntarily over- 
heard, the reader must conceive, for we dare not attempt to describe them 
An hundred times he was tempted to burst upon their interview, or te 
exclaim aloud, ‘“‘ Edith, I yet live!”—and as often the recollection of her 

lighted troth, and of the debt of gratitude which he owed Lord Evandale 

to whose influence with Claverhouse he justly ascribed his escape from tor- 
ture and from death), withheld him from a rashness which might indeed have 
involved all in further distress, but gave little prospect of forwarding his 
own happiness. He repressed forcibly these selfish emotions, though with 
an agony which thrilled his every nerve. » 

“No, Edith!” was his internal oath, ‘never will I add a thorn to thy 
pillow—That which Heaven has ordained, let it be ; and let me not add, by 
my selfish sorrows, one atom’s weight to the burden thou hast to bear. I 
was dead to thee when thy resolution was adopted; and never—-never shalt 
thou know that Henry Morton still lives!” 

As he formed this resolution, diffident of his own power to keep it, and 
seeking that firmness in flight which was every moment shaken by his con- 
tinuing within hearing of Edith’s voice, he hastily rushed from his apart: 
ment by the little closet and the sashed door which led to the garden. 

But firmly as he thought his resolution was fixed, he could not leave the 
spot where the last tones of a voice so beloved still vibrated on his ear, with- 
out endeavouring to avail himself of the opportu aity which the parlenr win 
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daw afforded. to steal one last glance at the lovely speaker. It was in thig 
attempt, made while Edith seemed to have her eyes unalterably bent upou 
the grouna, that Morton’s presence was detected by her raising them sud- 
denly. So soon as her wild scream made this known to the unfortunate 
object of a passion so constant, and which seemed so ill-fated, he hurried 
from the place as if pursued by the furies. He passed Halliday in the 
garden without recognising, or even being sensible that he had seen him, 
threw himself on his horse, and, by a sort of instinct rather than recollec- 
tion, took the first by-road in preference to the public route to Hamilton. 

In all probability this prevented Lord Evandale from learning that he was 
actually in existence; for the news that the Highlanders had obtained a 
decisive victory at’Killiecrankie, had occasioned an accurate look-out to be 
kept, by order of the Government, on all the passes, for fear of some com- 
motion among the Lowland Jacobites. They did not omit to post sentinels 
on Bothwell Bridge, and as these men had not seen any traveller pass west- 
ward in that direction, and as, besides, their comrades stationed in the 
village of Bothwell were equally positive that none had gone eastward, the — 
apparition, in the existence of which Edith and Halliday were equally pos- 
itive, became yet more mysterious in the judgment of Lord Evandale, who 
was finally inclined to settle in the belief, that the heated and disturbed 
imagination of Edith had summoned up the phantom she stated herself to 
have seen, and that Halliday had, in some unaccountable manner, been 
infected by the same superstition. 

Meanwhile, the by-path which Morton pursued, with all the speed which. 
his vigorous horse could exert, brought him in a very few seconds to the 
brink of the Clyde, at a spot marked with the feet of horses, who were con- 
ducted to it as a watering-place. The steed, urged as he was to the gallop, 
did not pause a single instant, but, throwing himself into the river, was 
soon beyond his depth. The plunge which the animal made as his feet 
quitted the ground, with the feeling that the cold water rose above his 
sword-belt, were the first incidents which recalled Morton, whose move- 
ments had been hitherto mechanical, to the necessity of taking measures for 
preserving himself and the noble animal which he bestrode. A perfect 
master.of all manly exercises, the management of a horse in water was as 
familiar to him as when upon a meadow. He directed the animal’s course 
somewhat down the stream towards a low plain, or holm, which seemed to 
promise an easy egress from the river. In the first and second attempt to 
get on shore, the horse was frustrated by the nature of the ground, and 
nearly fell backwards on his rider. The instinct of self-preservation seldom 
fails, even in the most desperate circumstances, to recall the human mind to 
some degree of equipoise, unless when altogether distracted by terror, and 
Morton was obliged to the danger in which he was placed for complete 
recovery of his self-possession. A third attempt, at a spot more carefully and 
judiciously selected, succeeded better than the former, and placed the horse 
and his rider in safety upon the farther and left-hand bank of the Clyde. 

‘“* But whither,” said Morton, in the bitterness of his heart, ‘am I now to 
direct my course? or rather, what does it signify to which point of the 
eompass a wretch so forlorn betakes himself? I would to God, could the 
wish be without a sin, that these dark waters had flowed over me, and 
jrowned my recollection of that which was, and that which is!” 

The sense of impatience, which the disturbed state of his feelings had 
accasioned, scarcely had vented itself in these violent expressions, ere he 
was struck with shame at having given way to such a paroxysm. He 
remembered how signally the life which he now held so lightly in the 
bitterness of his disappointment, had been preserved through the almost 
incessant perils which had beset him since he entered upon his publie 
sareer. : | 

“T am a fool!” he said, ‘and worse than a fool, to set light by that 
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existence which fleaven has so often preserved in the most marvellous man 
‘ner! Something there yet remains for me in this world, were it only te 
bear my sorrows like a man, and to aid those who need my assistance 
What have I seen—what have I heard, but the very conclusion of that which 
I knew was to happen? They ”—(he durst not utter their names even in 
soliloquy) —‘‘ they are embarrassed and in difficulties. She is stripped of 
her inheritance, and he seems rushing on some dangerous career, with which, 
but for the low voice in which he spoke, I might have become acquainted. 
Are there no means to aid or to warn them ?” 

As he pondered upon this topic, forcibly withdrawing his mind from his 
own disappointment, and compelling his attention to the affairs of Edith 
and her betrothed husband, the letter of Burley, long forgotten, suddenly 
rushed on his memory, like a ray of light darting through a mist. 

“Their rein must have been his work,’’ was his internal conclusion. 
“Tf it can be repaired, it must be through his means, or by information 
obtained from him. I will search him out. Stern, crafty, and enthusiastic 
as he is, my plain and downright rectitude of purpose has more than once 
prevailed with him. I will seek him out, at least; and who knows what 
influence the information I may acquire from him may have on the for- 
tunes of those whom I shall never see more, and who will probably never 
learn that [ am now suppressing my own grief, to add, if possible, to their 
happiness.’ 

Animated by these hopes, though the foundation was but slight, he sought 
the nearest way to the high-road; and as all the tracks through the valley 
were known to him since he hunted through them in youth, he had no other 
difficulty than that of surmounting one or two enclosures, ere he found 
himself on the road to the small burgh where the feast of the popinjay had 
been celebrated. He journeyed in a state of mind sad indeed and dejected, 
yet relieved from its earlier and more intolerable state of anguish; for 
virtuous resolution and manly disinterestedness seldom fail to restore tran- 
quillity even where they cannot create happiness. He turned his thoughts 
with strong effort upon the means of discovering Burley, and the chance 
there was of extracting from him any knowledge which he might possess 
favourable to her in whose cause he interested himself, and at length formed 
the resolution of guiding himself by the circumstances in which he might 
discover the object of his quest, trusting, that, from Cuddie’s account of a 
schism betwixt Burley and his brethren of the presbyterian persuasion, he 
might find him less rancorously disposed against Miss Bellenden, and 
inclined to exert the power which he asserted himself to possess over her 
fortunes, more favourably than heretofore. 

Noontide had passed away, when our traveller found himself in the 
neighbourhood of his deceased uncle’s habitation of Milnwood. It rose 
among glades and groves that were chequered with a thousand early 
recollections of joy and sorrow, and made upon Morton that mournful im- 
pression, soft and affecting, yet withal soothing, which the sensitive mind 
usually receives from a return to the haunts of childhvod and early youth, 
after having experienced the vicissitudes and tempests of public life. A 
strong desire came upon him to visit the house itself. 

‘Old Alison,” he thought, “will not know me, more than the honest 
couple whom I saw yesterday. I may indulge my curiosity, and proceed 
on my journey, without her having any knowledge of my existence. I think 
they said my uncle had bequeathed to her my family mansion. Well— be 
itso. J have enough to sorrow for, to enable me to dispense with lament- 
ing such a disappointment as that; and yet methinks he has enosen an odd 
successor in my grumbling old dame, to a line of respectable, if not distin- 
guished, ancestry. Let it be as it may, I will visit the old mansion at least 
vnce more.” 


The house of Milnwood, even in its best days, had nothing cheerful abunt 
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it, but its gloom appeared to be doubled under the auspices of the old house. 
keeper. Everything, indeed, was in repair; there were no slates deficient 
upon the steep grey roof, and no panes broken in the narrow windows. But 
the grass in the court-yard looked as if the foot of man had not been there 
for years; the doors were carefully locked, and that which admitted tc the 
hall seemed to have been shut for a length of time, since the spiders had 
fairly drawn their webs over the door-way and the staples. Living sight or 
sound there was none, until after much knocking, Morton heard the little 
window, through which it was usual to reconnoitre visitors, open with 
much caution. The face of Alison, puckered with some score of wrinkles, 
in addition to those with which it was furrowed when Morton left Scotland, 
now presented itself, enveloped in a toy, from under the protection of 
‘which some of her grey tresses had escaped in a manner more picturesque 
than beautiful, while her shrill tremulous voice demanded the cause of the 
knocking. ' 

‘“‘] wish to speak an instant with one Alison Wilson, who resides here,” 
said Henry. : 

‘“‘ She’s no at hame the day,” answered Mrs. Wilson, in propria persona, 
the state of whose head-dress, perhaps, inspired her with this diréct mode 
‘of denying herself; ‘‘and ye are but a mislear’d person to speer for her in 
sica manner. Ye might hae had an M under your belt for Mistress Wilson 
of Milnwood.” 

“I beg pardon,” said Morton, internally smiling at finding in old Ailie 
the same jealousy of disrespect which she used to exhibit upon former occa- 
sions—‘‘ I beg pardon ;—I am but a stranger in this country, and have been 
so long abroad that I have almost forgotten my own lauguage.” 

“Did ye come frae foreign parts?” said Ailie; “then maybe ye may 
hae heard of a young gentleman of this country that they ca’ Henry 
Morton ?” 

“T have heard,” said Morton, ‘of such a name in Germany.” 

“Then bide a wee bit where ye are, friend—or stay—gang round by the 
back o’ the house, and ye’ll find a laigh door; it’s on the latch, for it’s 
never barred till sunset. Ye’ll open’t—and tak care ye dinna fa’ ower the 
tub, for the entry’s dark —and then ye’ll turn to the right, and then ye’ll 
haud straught forward, and then ye’ll turn to the right again, and ye’ll tak 
heed o’ the cellar stairs, and then ye’ll be at the door o’ the little kitchen 
— it’s a’ the kitchen that’s at Milnwood now—and I’ll come down t’ye, 
and whate’er ye wad say to Mistress Wilson ye may very safely tell it 
to me.” 

A stranger might have had some difficulty, notwithstanding the minute- 
ness of the directions supplied by Ailie, to pilot himself n safety through 
the dark labyrinth of passages that led from the back-door to the little 
kitchen; but Henry was too well acquainted with the navigation of these 
straits to experience danger, either from the Scylla which lurked on one 
side in shape of a bucking tub, or the Charybdis which yawned on the 
other in the profundity of a winding cellar-stair. His only impediment 
arose from the snarling and vehement barking of a small cocking 
spaniel, once his own property, but which, unlike to the faithful Argus, 
saw his master return from his wanderings without any symptom of 
recognition. 

“The little dogs and all!” said Morton to himself, on being disowned iy 
his former favourite.—‘‘I am so changed, that no breathing creature that 
have known and leved will now acknowledge me !”’ 

At this momeyit he had reached the kitchen, and soon after the tread of 
Alison’s high heels, and the pat of the crutch-handled cane, which served 
at once to prop and to guide her footsteps, were heard upon the stairs, 
an wnnunciation which continued for some time ere she fairly reached the 
kitchon 
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Morton had, therefore, time to survey the slender preparations for house 
keeping which were. now sufficient in the house of his ancestors. The fire, 
though coals are plenty in that neighbourhood, was husbanded with the 
elosest attention to economy of fuel, and the small pipkin, in which was 
preparing the dinner of the old woman and her maid-of-all-work, a girl of 
twelve years old, intimated by its thin and watery vapour, that Ailie had 
not mended her cheer with her improved fortune. 

When she entered, the head which nodded with self-importance — the 
features in which an irritable peevishness, acquired by habit and indulgence, 
strove with a temper naturally affectionate and good-natured—the coif—the 
apron —the blue checked gown, were all those of old Ailie; but laced 
pinners, hastily put on to meet the stranger, with some other trifling articles 
of decoration, marked the difference between Mrs. Wilson, liferentrix of 
Milnwood, and the housekeeper of the late proprietor. 

‘‘What were ye pleased to want wi’ Mrs. Wilson, sir?—I am Mrs. 
Wilson,” was her first address; for the five minutes time which she had 
gained for the business of the toilette, entitled her, she conceived, to assume 
the full merit of her illustrious name, and shine forth on her guest in un- 
chastened splendour. Morton’s sensations, confounded between the past 
and present, fairly confused him so much, that he would have had difficulty 
in answering her, even if he had known well what to say. But as he 
had not determined what character he was to adopt while concealing that 
which was properly his own, he had an additional reason for remaining 
silent. Mrs. Wilson, in perplexity, and with some apprehension, repeated 
her question. . 

‘“What were ye pleased to want wi’ me, sir?— Ye said ye ken’d Mr. 
Harry Morton?” 

“Pardon me, madam,” answered Henry; “it was of one Silas Morton I 
spoke.”’ 

The old woman’s countenance fell. | 

“Tt was his father, then, ye kent 0’, the brother o’ the late Milnwood? 
Ye canna mind him abroad, I wad think ;—he was come hame afore ye 
were born. I thought ye had brought me news of poor Maister Harry.” 

“Jt was from my father I learned to know Colonel Morton,” said Henry ; 
—“‘of the son [ know little or nothing ; rumour says he died abroad on his 
passage to Holland.” 

‘““That’s ower like to be true,” said the old woman, with a sigh, “and 
mony a tear it’s cost my auld een. His uncle, poor gentleman, just sough’d 
awa wi’ itin his mouth. He had been gieing me preceeze directions anent 
the bread, and the wine, and the brandy, at his burial, and how often it 
was to be handed round the company —for, dead or alive, he was a pru- 
dent, frugal, pains-taking man), and then he said, said he, ‘ Ailie,’ (he aye 
ca’d me Ailie—-we were auld acquaintance) —‘ Ailie, take ye care and 
haud the gear weel thegither; for the name of Morton of Milnwood’s gane 
out like the last sough of an auld sang.’ And sae he fell out o’ ae dwam 
into another, and ne’er spak a word mair, unless it were something we 
cou’dna mak out, about a dipped candle being gude eneugh to see to dee 
wi’ ;— he cou’d ne’er bide to see a moulded ane, and there was ane, by ill 
luck, on the table.” 

While Mrs. Wilson was thus detailing the last moments of the old miser, 
Morton was pressingly engaged in diverting the assiduous curiosity of the 
dog, which, recovered from his first surprise, and combining former recol- 
lections, had, after much snuffing and examination, begun a course of — 
eapering and jumping upon the stranger which threatened every instant to 
betray him. At length, in the urgency of his impatience, Morton could 
oot forbear exclaiming, in a tone of hasty impatience, “Down, Elpain! 
down, sir!” 

“Ye ken our dog’s name,” said the old lady, struck with great and 
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sudden surprise — “‘ Ye ken our dog’s name, and it’s no a common ane. 
And the creature kens you, too,” she continued, in a more rgitated and 
shriller tone — ‘‘God guide us! it’s my ain bairn !” 

So saying, the poor old woman threw herself around Morton’s neck 
clung to him, kissed him as if he had been actually her child, and wept for 
joy. There was no parrying the discovery, if he could have had the heart 
to attempt any further disguise. He returned the embrace with the most 
grateful warmth, and answered — 

“‘T do indeed live, dear Ailie, to thank you for all your kindness, past 
and present, and to rejoice that there is at least one friend to welcome me 
to my native country.” 

“Friends |!” exclaimed Ailie — “ ye’ll hae mony friends — ye’ll hae mon 
friends ; for ye will hae gear, hinny — ye will hae gear. Heaven mak ye a 
gude guide o’t!— But, eh, sirs!”’ she continued, pushing him back from 
her with her trembling hand and shrivelled arm, and gazing in his face, as 
if to read, at more convenient distance, the ravages which sorrow rather 
than time had made on his face — ‘Kh, sirs! ye’re sair altered, hinny ; 
your face is turned pale, and your een are sunken, and your bonny red- 
and-white cheeks are turned a’ dark and sun-burnt. O, weary on the wars! 
mony’s the comely face they destroy. And when cam ye here, hinny ?— 
and where hae ye been?—and what hae ye been doing ?— and what for 
did ye na write to us? — and how cam ye to pass yoursell for dead ? — and 
what for did ye come creepin’ to your ain house as if ye had been an unco 
body, to gie poor auld Ailie sic a start?” she concluded, smiling through 
her tears. 

It was some time ere Morton could overcome his own emotion so as to 
give the kind old woman the information which we shall communicate to 
our readers in the next Chapter. 


Chanter the Fortteth. 


——-—— Aumerle that was, 
But that is gone for being Richard’s friend, 
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now. 


RicHarD IT. 


Tue scene of explanation was hastily removed from the litile kitchen to 
Mrs. Wilson’s own matted room; the very same which she had occupied 
as housekeeper, and which she continued to retain. “It was,” she said, 
“better secured against sifting winds than the hall, which she had found 
dangerous to her rheumatisms, and it was more fitting for her use than the 
late Milnwood’s apartment, honest man, which gave her sad thoughts ;” 
and as for the great oak parlour, it was never opened but to be aired, 
washed, and dusted, according to the invariable practice of the family, 
unless upon their most solemn festivals. In the matted room, therefore, 
they were settled, surrounded by pickle-pots and conseryes of all kinds, 
which the ci-devant housekeeper continued to compound, out of mere habit, 
although neither she herself, nor any one else, ever partook of the comfits 

\ which she so regularly prepared. 

Morton, adapting his narrative to the comprehension of his auditor, in- 
formed her briefly of the wreck of the vessel, and the loss of all hands, 
excepting two or three common seamen, who had early secured the skiff, 
and were just putting off from the vessel when he leaped from the deck 
into their boat, and unexpectedly, as well as contrary to their inclination, 

Vou. If—es i ae 
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made himself partner of their voyage and of their safety. Landed at 
Flushir.g, he was fortunate enough to meet with an old officer who had 
been in service with his father. By his advice he shunned going immie- 
diately to the Hague, but forwarded his letters to the court of the Stadt 
holder. ‘Qur Prince,” said the veteran, “must as yet keep terms with his 
father-in-law, and with your King Charles; and to approach him in the 
character of a Scottish malcontent would render it imprudent for him to 
distinguish you by his favour. Wait, therefore, his orders, without forcing 
yourself on his notice; observe the strictest prudence and retirement ; 
assume for the present a different name; shun the company of the British 
xiles; and, depend upon it, you will not repent your prudence.” 

The old friend of Silas Morton argued justly. After a considerable time 
had elapsed, the Prince of Orange, in a progress through the United States, 
came to the town where Morton, impatient at his situation and the incog- 
nito which he was obliged to observe, still continued, nevertheless, to be a 
resident. He had an hour of private interview assigned, in which the prince 
expressed himself highly pleased with his intelligence, his prudence, and 
the liberal view which he seemed to take of the factions of his native 
country, their motives and their purposes. 

‘“‘T would gladly,” said William, “attach you to my own person, but that 
cannot be without giving offence in England. But 1 will do as much for 
you, as well out of respect for the sentiments you have expressed, as for the 
recommendations you have brought me. Here is a commission in a Swiss 
regiment at present in garrison in a distant province, where you will meet 
few or none of your countrymen. Continue to be Captain Melville, and let 
the name of Morton sleep till better days.” 

“Thus began my fortune,” continued Morton ;—‘‘ and my services have, 
on various occasions, been distinguished by his Royal Highness, until the 
moment that brought him to Britain as our political deliverer. His com- 
mands must excuse my silence to my few friends in Scotland; and I wonder 
not at the report of my death, considering the wreck of the vessel, and that 
I found no oceasion to use the letters of exchange with which I was fur- 
nished by the liberality of some of them—a circumstance which must have 
confirmed the belief that I had perished.” 

“But, dear hinny,’’ asked Mrs. Wilson, ‘did ye find nae Scotch body at 
the Prince of Oranger’s court that ken’d ye? I wad hae thought Morton 0’ 
Milnwood was ken’d a’ through the country.” 

““T was purposely: engaged in distant service,” said Morton, “until a 
period when few, without as deep and kind a motive of interest as yours, 
Ailie, would have known the stripling Morton in Major-General Melville.” 

‘“‘Malville was your mother’s name,” said Mrs. Wilson; “ but Morton 
sounds far bonnier in my auld lugs. And when ye tak up the lairdship, 
ye maun tak the auld name and designation again.” 

‘*Y am like to be in no haste to do either the one or the other, Ailie, for 
I have some reasons for the present to conceal my being alive from every 
re but you; and as for the lairdship of Milnwood, it is in as goad 

1ands.”” 

“As gude hands, hinny!” re-echoed Ailie; “I’m hopefu’ you are no 
meaning mine? The rents and the lands are but a sair fash tome. And 
1’m ower failed to tak a helpmate, though Wylie Mactrickit the writer was 
very pressing, and spak very civilly; but I’m ower auld a cat to draw that 
strae before me—he canna whilliwhaw me as he’s dune mony a ane. And 
then I thought aye ye wad come back, and I wad get my pickle meal and 
my soup milk, and keep a’ things right about ye as I used to do in your 
pur uncle’s time, and it wad be just pleasare eneugh for me to see ye thrive 
and guide the gear canny—Ye’ll hae learned that ir. Holland, I’se wirrant, 
fcr they’re thrifty folk there, as I hear tell.—But ye’ll be for keeping rather 
amair house than puir auld Milnwood that’s gane; and, indeed, 1 would 
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approve 0’ your eating butcher-meat maybe as aften as three times a-week 
— it keeps the wind out 0’ the stamach.” 

“We will talk of all this another time,” said Morton, surprised at the 

‘generosity upon a large scale, which mingled in Ailie’s thoughts and actions 

with habitual and sordid parsimony, and at the odd contrast between her 
love of saving and indifference to self-aequisition. “You must know,”’ he 
continued, ‘that I am in this country only for a few days on some special 
business of importance to the Government, and therefore, Ailie, not a word 
of having seen me. At some other time I will acquaint you fully with ny 
motives and intentions.” 

“Ben be it sae, my jo,” replied Ailie;— ‘I can keep a secret like my 
neighbours; and weel auld Milnwood ken’d it, honest man, for he tauld me 
where he keepit his gear, and that’s what maist folk like to hae as private 
as possibly may be. — But come awa wi’ me, hinny, till I show ye the oak- 
parlour how grandly it’s keepit, just as if ye had been expected hame every 
day—I loot naebody sort it but my ain hands. It was a kind of divertise- 
ment to me, though whiles the tear wan into my ee, and I said to mysell, 
what needs I fash wi’ grates, and carpets, and cushions, and the muckle 
brass candlesticks, ony mair? for they’ll never come hame that aught it 
rightfully.” 

With these words she hauled him away to this sanctum sanctorum, the 
scrubbing and cleaning whereof was her daily employment, as its high 
state of good order constituted the very pride of her heart. Morton, as he 
followed her into the room, underwent a rebuke for not ‘“dighting his 
shune,” which showed that Ailie had not relinquished her habits of author- 
ity. On entering the oak-parlour, he could not but recollect the feelings of 
solemn awe with which, when a boy, he had been affected at his occasional 
and rare admission to an apartment, which he then supposed had not its 
equal save in the halls of princes. It may be readily supposed, that the 
worked-worsted chairs, with their short ebony legs and long upright backs, 
had lost much of their influence over his mind; that the large brass and- 
irons seemed diminished in splendour; that the green worsted tapestry 
appeared no master-piece of the Arras loom; and that the room looked, on 
the whole, dark, gloomy, and disconsolate. Yet there were two objects, 
‘The counterfeit presentment of two brothers,” which, dissimilar as those 
described by Hamlet, affected his mind with a variety of sensations. One 
full-length portrait represented his father, in complete armour, with a coun- 
tenance indicating his masculine and determined character; and the other 
set forth his uncle, in velvet and brocade, looking as if he were ashamed 
of his own finery, though entirely indebted for it to the liberality of the 

ainter. 
j “It was an idle fancy,” Ailie said, ‘‘to dress the honest auld man in thae 
expensive fal-lalls that he ne’er wore in his life, instead 0’ douce Raploch 
grey, and his band wi’ the narrow edging.” 

In private, Morton could not help being much of her opinion; for any- 
thing approaching to the dress of a gentleman sate as ill on the ungainly 
person of-his relative, as an open or generous expression would have done 
on his mean and money-making features. He now extricated himself from 
Ailie to visit some of his haunts in the neighbouring wood, while her own 
hands made an addition to the dinner she was preparing, — an incident no 
otherwise remarkable than as it cost the life of a fowl, which, for any event 

.of less importance than the arrival of Henry Morton, might have cackled 
on tc a good old age, ere Ailie could have been guilty of the extravagance 
of killing and dressing it. The meal was seasoned by talk of old times, 
and by the plans which Ailie laid out for futurity, in which she assigned 
her young master all the prudential habits of her old one, and planned out 
the dexterity with which she was to exercise her duty as governante. 
Morton let the old woman enjoy her day-dreams and castle-building dvring 


, 
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momerts of such pleasure, and deferred, till some fitter occasion, the com- 
munication of his purpose again to return and spend his life upon the Con- 
tinent. . 

His next care was to lay aside his military dress, which he considered 
likely to render more difficult his researches after Burley. He exchanged 
it for a grey doublet and cloak, formerly his usual attire at Milnwood, and 
which Mrs. Wilson produced from a chest of walnut-tree, wherein she had 
laid them aside, without forgetting carefully to brush and air them from 
time to time. Morton retained his sword and fire-arms, without which few 
persons travelled in those unsettled times. When he appeared in his new 
attire, Mrs. Wilson was first thankful “that they fitted him sae decently, 
since, though he was nae fatter, yet he looked mair manly than when he 
was taen frae Milnwood.” 

Next she enlarged on the advantage of saving old clothes to be what she 
called “ beet-masters to the new,” and was far advanced in the history of 
a velvet cloak belonging to the late Milnwood, which had first been con- 
verted to a velvet doublet, and then into a pair of breeches, and appeared 
each time as good as new, when Morton interrupted her account of its 
transmigration to bid her good-by. 

He gave, indeed, a sufficient shock to her feelings, by expressing the 
necessity he was under of proceeding on his journey that evening. 

“« And whar are ye gaun?—and what wad ye do that for? —and whar 
~*~ ye sleep but in your ain house, after ye hae been sae mony years frae 

ame ?” 

‘*T feel all the unkindness of it, Ailie, but it must be so; and that was 
the reason that I attempted to conceal myself from you, as I suspected you 
would not let me part from you so easily.” 

‘“‘ But whar are ye gaun, then?” said Ailie, once more. ‘ Saw e’er mortal 
een the like o’ you, just to come ae moment, and flee awa like an arrow out 
of a bow the neist ?” 

““T must go down,” replied Morton, ‘‘to Niel Blane the Piper’s Howff; 

he can give me a bed, I suppose?” 
“A bed? —T’se warrant can he,” replied Ailie, “and gar ye pay weel 
for’t into the bargain. Laddie, I daresay ye hae lost your wits in thae 
foreign varts, to gang and gie siller for a supper and a bed, and might hae 
baith for naething, and thanks t’ye for accepting them.” . 

‘“‘T assure you, Ailie,’”’ said Morton, desirous to silence her remonstrances, 
‘“‘that this is a business of great importance, in which I may be a great 
gainer, and cannot possibly be a loser.” 

‘“‘] dinna see how that can be, if you begin by gieing maybe the feck 0’ 
twal shillings Scots for your supper; but young folks are aye venturesome, 
and think to get siller that way. My puir auld master took a surer gate, 
and never parted wi’ it when he had anes gotten’t.” 

Persevering in his desperate resolution, Morton took leave of Ailie, and 
mounted his horse to proceed to the little town, after exacting a solemn — 
promise that she would conceal his return until she again saw or heard 
from him. ‘ 

‘““T am not very extravagant,” was his natural reflection, as he trotted 
slowly towards the town ;—“ but were Ailie and I to set up house together, 


as she proposes, I think my profusion would break the good old creature’s 
heart before a week were out.” | 
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Chanter the Farty-Fitst. 


—— Where's the jolly host 
You told me of? ’T has been my custom ever 
To parley with mine host. 


LOVER’S PROGRESS. 


Morten reached the borough town without meeting with any remarkable 
adventure, and alighted at the little inn. It had occurred to him more 
than once, while upon his journey, that his resumption of the dress which 
he had worn while a youth, although favourable to his views in other 
respects, might render it more difficult for him to remain incognito. Buta 
few years of campaigns and wandering had so changed his appearance, that 
he had great confidence that in the grown man, whose brows exhibited the 
traces of resolution and considerate thought, none would recognise the raw 
and bashful stripling who won the game of the popinjay. The only chance 
was that here and there some whig, whom he had led to battle, might remem- 
ber the Captain of the Milnwood Marksmen; but the risk, if there was 
any, could not be guarded against. 

The Howff seemed full and frequented as if possessed of all its old 
celebrity. The person and demeanour of Niel Blane, more fat and less 
civil than of yore, intimated that he had increased as well in purse as in 
corpulence ; for in Scotland, a landlord’s complaisance for his guests de- 
creases in exact proportion to his rise in the world. His daughter had 
acquired the air of a dexterous bar-maid, undisturbed by the circumstances 
of love and war, so apt to perplex her in the exercise of her vocation. Both 
showed Morton the degree of attention which could have been expected by 
a stranger travelling without attendants, at a time when they were particu 
larly the badges of distinction. He took upon himself exactly the charac- 
ter his appearance presented,—went to the stable and saw his horse accom- 
modated,—then returned to the house, and seating himself in the publis 
room (for to request one to himself, would, in those days, have been 
thought an overweening degree of conceit), he found himself in the very 
apartment in which he had some years before celebrated his victory at the 
game of the popinjay, a jocular preferment which led to so many serious 
consequences. 

He felt himself, as may well be supposed, a much-changed man since 
that festivity ; and yet, to look around him, the groups assembled in the 
Howff seemed not dissimilar to those which the same scene had formerly 
presented. Two or three burghers husbanded their “ dribbles o’ brandy ;” 
two or three dragoons lounged over their muddy ale, and cursed the inactive 
times that allowed them no better cheer. Their Cornet did not, indeed, play 
at backgammon with the curate in his cassock, but he drank a little modi- 
cum of agua mirabilis with the grey-cloaked presbyterian minister. The 
scene was another, and yet the same, differing only in persons, but cor- 
responding in general character. 

“‘ Let the tide of the world wax or wane as it will,’ Morton thought, as 
he looked around him, ‘enough will be found to fill the places which 
ehance renders vacant; and, in the usual occupations and amusements of 
life, human beings will succeed each other, as leaves upon the same tree, 
vith the same individual difference and the same general resemblance.” 

After pausing a few minutes, Morton, whose experience had taught him 
the readiest mode of securing attention, ordered a pint of claret, and, as the 
emiling landlord appeared with the pewter measure foaming fresh from the 
tap (for bottling wine was not then in fashion), he asked him to sit down 
and take a share of the good cheer. This invitation was peculiarly acespt 
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able t) INicl Blane, who, if he did not positively expect it from every guest 
not provided with better company, yet received it from many, and was not 
a whit abashed or surprised at the summons. He sat down, along with his 
' guest in a secluded nook near the chimney; and while he received encuur- 
agement to drink by far the greater share of the liquor before them, he 
putered at length, as a part of his expected functions, upon the news of the 
country,-—the births, deaths, and marriages—the change of property--the 
downfall of old families, and the rise of new. But politics, now the fertile 
source of eloquence, mine host did not care to mingle in his theme; and it 
was only in answer to a question of Morton, that he replied with an air of 
indifference, ‘‘Um! ay! we aye hae sodgers amang us, mair or less. 
There’s a wheen German horse down at Glasgow yonder; they ca’ their 
commander Whittybody, or some sic name, though he’s as grave and grew- 
some an auld Dutchman as e’er I saw.” 

“*Wittenbold, perhaps?” said Morton; “‘an old man, with grey hair and 
short black moustaches—speaks seldom ?” 

‘* And smokes for ever,” replied Niel Blane. ‘‘I see your honour kens 
the man. He may be a very gude man too, for aucht I see, that is, con- 
sidering he is a sodger and a Dutchman; but if he were ten generals, and 
as mony Wittybodies, he has nae skill in the pipes; he gar’d me stop in the 
middle of Torphichen’s Rant, the best piece 0’ music that ever bag gae 
wind to.” 

‘‘ But these fellows,” said Morton, glancing his eye towards the soldiers 
that were in the apartment, “are not of his corps?” 

‘‘Na, na, these are Scotch dragoons,” said mine host — “our ain auld 
caterpillars ; these were Claver’se’s lads a while syne, and wad be again, 
maybe, if he had the lang ten in his hand.” 

“Ts there not a report of his death?” inquired Morton. 

“'Troth is there,” said the landlord ; “ your honour is right — there is sis 
4 fleeing rumour; but, in my puir opinion, it’s lang or the deil die. I wad 
hae the folks here look to themsells. If he makes an outbreak, he’ll be 
doun frae the hielands or I could drink this glass—and whare are they 
then? <A’ thae hell-rakers 0’ dragoons wad be at his whistle in a moment. 
Nae doubt they’re Willie’s men e’en now, as they were James’s a while 
syne; and reason good—they fight for their pay ; what else hae they to fight 
for? They hae neither lands nor houses, I trow. There’s ae gude thing 0’ 
the change, or the Revolution, as they ca’ it, —folks may speak out afore 
thae birkies now, and nae fear o’ being hauled awa to the guard-house, or 
having the thumikins screwed on your finger-ends, just as 1 wad drive the 
screw through a cork.” 

There was a little pause, when Morton, feeling confident in the progress 
he had made in mine host’s familiarity, asked, though with the hesitation 
proper to one who puts a question on the answer to which rests something 
of importance, — ‘“‘ Whether Blane knew a woman in that neighbourhood, 
called Elizabeth Maclure ?” 

‘‘Whether I ken Bessie Maclure?” answered the landlord, with a land- 
lord’s laugh—* How can I but ken my ain wife’s—(haly be her rest !)—my 
ain wife’s first gudeman’s sister, Bessie Maclure? An honest wife she*is, 
but sair she’s been trysted wi’ misfortunes —the loss o’ twa decent lads o 
guns, in the time o’ the persecution, as they ca’ it now-a-days; and doucely 
and decently she has borne her burden, blaming nane, and condemning 
nane. If there’s an-honest woman in the world, it’s Bessie Maclure. And 
to lose her twa sons, as I was saying, and to hae dragoons clinked down on 
her for a month bypast — for, be whig or tory uppermost, they aye quarter 
thae loons on victuallers—to lose, as I was saying” 

“This woman keeps an inn, then ?” interrupted Morton. 

““A public; in a puir way,” replied Blane, looking round at his own 
superior accommodations—‘“a sour browst o’ sma’ ale that she sells to folk 
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that are ower drouthy wi’ travel to be nice; but naething to ca’ a surrimg 
trade or a thriving change-house.” 

“Can you get me a guide there?” said Morton. 

“Your honour will rest here a’ the night ?—ye’ll hardly get accommoda- 
tion at Bessie’s,” said Niel, whose regard for his deceased wife’s relative by 
ro means extended to sending company from his own house to hers. 

* There is a friend,’ answered Morton, ‘“‘ whom I am to meet with there, 
and I only called here to take a stirrup-cup and inquire the way.” 

“ Your honour had better,” answered the landlord, with the perseverance 
of his calling, ‘‘send some ane to warn your friend to come on here.” 

“7 tell you, landlord,” answered Morton, impatiently, “that will not 
serve my purpose; I must go straight to this woman Maclure’s house, and 
I desire you to find me a guide.” 

‘“‘ Aweel, sir, ye’ll choose for yoursell, to be sure,” said Niel Blane, some- 
what disconcerted; ‘‘ but deil a guide ye’ll need, if ye gae doun the water 
for twa mile or sae, as gin ye were bound for Milnwood-house, and then tak 
the first broken disjasked-looking road that makes for the hills—ye’ll ken’t 
by a broken ash-tree that stands at the side o’ a burn just where the road 
meets; and then travel out the path—ye canna miss Widow Maclure’s 
public, for deil another house or hauld is on the road for ten lang Scots 
miles, and that’s worth twenty English. I am sorry your honour would 
think o’ gaun out o’ my house the night. But my wife’s good-sister is a 
decent woman, and it’s no lost that a friend gets.” 

Morton accordingly paid his reckoning and departed. The sunset of 
the summer day placed him at the ash-tree, ‘where the path led up towards 
the moors. 

“‘ Here,” he said to himself, “my misfortunes commenced ; for just here, 
when Burley and 1 were about to separate on the first night we ever met, 
he was alarmed by the intelligence, that the passes were secured by soldiers 
lying in wait for him. Beneath that very ash sate the old woman who ap- 
prized him of his danger. [low strange that my whole fortunes should 
have become inseparably interwoven with that man’s without anything 
more on my part than the discharge of an ordinary duty of humanity! 
Would to Heaven it were possible I could find my humble quiet and tran- 
quillity of mind, upon the spot where I lost them !”’ 

‘Thus arranging his reflections betwixt speech and thought, he turned his 
horse’s head up the path. 

Evening lowered around him as he advanced up the narrow dell which had 
once been a wood, but was now a ravine divested of trees, unless where a 
few, from their inaccessible situation on the edge of precipitous banks, or 
clinging among rocks and huge stones, defied the invasion of men and of 
cattle, like the scattered tribes of a conquered country, driven to take refuge 
in the barren strength of its mountains. These too, wasted and decayed, 
seemed rather to exist than to flourish, and only served to indicate what the 
landscape had once been. But the stream brawled down among them in 
all its freshness and vivacity, giving the life and animation which a moun- 
tain rivulet alone can confer on the barest and most savage scenes, and 
which the inhabitants of such a country miss when gazing even upon the 
tranquil winding of a majestic stream through plains of fertility, and 
beside palaces of splendour. The track of the road followed the course 
of the brook, which was now visible, and now only to be distinguished hy 
its brawling heard among the stones, or in the clefts of the rock, that occa- 
sionally interrupted its course. 

“*Murmurer that thou art,” said Morton, in the enthusiasm of his reverie, 
— why chafe with the rocks that stop thy course for a moment? ‘There is 
a sea to receive thee in its bosom; and there is an eternity for man, when 
his fretful and hasty course through the vale of time shall be ceased and 
over. What thy petty fuming is to the deep and vast billows of a shoreles@ 
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ycean, are our cares, hopes, fears, joys, and sorrows, to the objects wnich 
must occupy us through the awful and boundless succession of ages |”’ 

Thus moralizing, our traveller passed on till the dell opened, and the 
banks receding from the brook, left a little green vale, exhibiting s croft, or 
small field, on which some corn was growing, and a cottage, whose walis 
were not above five feet high, and whose thatched roof, green with moisture, 
age, house-leek, and grass, had in some places suffered damage from the 
encroachment of two cows, whose appetite this appearance of verdure had 
diverted. from their more legitimate pasture. An ill-spelt and worse-written 
inscription intimated to the traveller that he might here find refreshment 
for man and horse ;—no unacceptable intimation, rude as the hut appeared 
to be, considering the wild path he had trod in approaching it, and the 
high and waste mountains which rose in desolate dignity behind this humble 
asylum. 

t It must indeed have been,” thought Morton, ‘‘in some such spot as 
this, that Burley was likely to find a congenial confidant.” 

As he approached, he observed the good dame of the house herself, 
seated by the door; she had hitherto been concealed from him by a huge 
alder-bush. 

‘“‘Good evening, mother,” said the traveller.— ‘‘ Your name is Mistress » 
Maclure ?” 

‘‘ Klizabeth Maclure, sir, a poor widow,” was the reply. 

“Can you lodge a stranger for a night?” 

“‘T can, sir, if he will be pleased with the widow’s cake and the widow’s _ 
eruize.” 

“J have been a soldier, good dame,” answered Morton, ‘‘ and nothing 
can come amiss to me in the way of entertainment.” 

‘“‘ A sodger, sir?” said the old woman witha sigh. “God send yea better 
trade |” 

‘It is believed to be an honourable profession, my good dame. I hope 
you do not think the worse of me for having belonged to it?” ; 

‘“‘T judge no one, sir,” replied the woman, ‘and your voice sounds like 
that of a civil gentleman; but I hae witnessed sae muckle ill wi’ sodgering 
in this puir land, that I am e’en content that I can see nae mair o’t wi’ 
these sightless organs.” 

As she spoke thus, Morton observed that she was blind. | 

‘Shall I not be troublesome to you, my good dame?” said he, compas- 
sionately ; ‘your infirmity seems ill calculated for your profession.” 

“ Na, sir,” answered the old woman ; “I can gang about the house readily 

eneugh; and I hae a bit lassie to help me, and the dragoon lads will look 
after your horse when they come hame frae their patrol, for a sma’ matter: 
they are civiller now than lang syne.” 
a these assurances, Morton alighted. 
“Peggy, my bonny bird,” continued the hostess, addressing a little girl 
of twelve years old, who had by this time appeared, “tak the gentleman’s 
horse to the stable, and slack his girths, and tak aff the bridle, and shake 
down a lock o’ hay before him, till the dragoons come back.—Come this way, 
vir,” she continued; “ ye’ll find my house clean, though it’s a puir ane ”’ 

Morton followed her into the cottage accordingly. 
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Chapter the Forty-Heraud. 


Then out and spake the auld mother, 
And fast her tears did fa’— 
“Ve wadna be warned, my sen Johnie, - 
Frae the huatiag to bide awa” 
OLD BALLAD. 


Wuen he entered the cottage, Morton perceived that the old hostess had 
spoken truth. The inside of the hut belied its outward appearance, and 
was neat, and even comfortable, especially the inner apartment, in which 
the hostess informed her guest that he was to sup and sleep. Refreshments 
were placed before him, such as the little inn afforded ; and, though he had 
small occasion fer them, he accepted the offer, as the means of maintaining 
some discourse with the landlady. Notwithstanding her blindness, she was 
assiduous in her attendance, and seemed, by a sort of instinct, to find her 
way to what she wanted. 

“ Have you no one but this pretty little girl te assist you im waiting on 
your guests?” was the natural question. 

“ None, sir,” replied his old hostess; “I dwell alone, like the widow of 
Zarephath. Few guests come to this puir place; and I haena custom eneugh 
to hire servants. {I had anes twa fine sons that lookit after a’ thing — but 
God gives and takes away—TIlis name be praised !’’ she continued, turning 
her clouded eyes towards Heaven—“I was anes better off, that is, warldly 
speaking, even since I lost them; but that was before this last change.” 

“Indeed!” said Morton; “and yet you are a presbyterian, my good 
mother ?” 

“T am, sir—praised be the light that showed me the right way 1’’ replied 
the landlady. : 
“Then 1 should have thought,” continued the guest, “the Revolution 

would have brought you nothing but good.” 

“if,” said the old woman, “it has brought the land gude, and freedom 
of wership to tender consciences, it’s little matter what it has brought to a 

air blind werm like me.” 

“Still,” replied Morton, “1 cannot see how it could possibly injure you.” 

“It’s a lang story, sir,” answered his hostess, with a sigh. “ But ae night, 
sax weeks or thereby afore Bothwell Brigg, a young gentleman stopped at 
this puir cottage, stiff and bloody with wounds, pale and dune out wi’ riding, 
and his horse sae weary he couldna drag se foot after the other, and his 
foes were close ahint him, and he was ane o’ our enemies — What could I 
do, sir ?-—You that’s a sodger will think me but a silly auld wife—but I fed 
him, and relieved him, and keepit him hidden till the pursuit was ower.” 

“ And who,” said Morton, “dares disapprove of your having done so?” 

“{¢ kenna,” answered the blind woman — “TI gat ill-will about it amang 
some @’ our ain folk. They said I should hae been to him what Jael was 
to Sisera— But weel I wot I had nae divine command to shed bloed, and to 
save it was baith like a woman and a Christian. And then they said I 
wanted natural affection, te relieve ane that belanged to the band that 
murdered my twa sons.” 

“That murdered your two sons ?” 

“ Ay, sir; though maybe ye’ll gie their deaths another name— The tane 
fell wi’ sword in hand, fighting for a broken national Covenant; the tother, 
—Q, they took him and shoot him dead en the green before his mother’s 
€&ce!—My auid een dazzled when the shots were looten off, and, to my 
thought, they waxed weaker and weaker ever since that weary day — and 
earraw, and keart-break, and tears that would not be dried, might help on 

Ba 
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the d.surder. But, alas! betraying Lord Evandale’s young blood to hie 
enemies’ sword wad ne’er hae brought my Ninian and Johnie alive again.” ~ 

“ Lord Evandale!” said Morton, in surprise ;—‘‘ Was it Lord Evandale 
whose life you saved?” 

‘“‘In troth, even his,” she replied. ‘‘ And kind he was to me after, and 
gae me a cowand calf, malt, meal, and siller, and nane durst steer me when 
he was in power. But we live on an outside bit of Tillietudlem land, and 
the estate was sair plea’d between Leddy Margaret Bellenden and the 

resent Laird, Basil Olifant, and Lord Evandale backed the auld leddy fer 
its o’ her daughter Miss Edith, as the country said, ane o’ the best and 
bonniest lasses in Scotland. But they behuved to gie way, and Basil gat 
the Castle and land, and on the back o’ that came the Revolution, and wha 
to turn coat faster than the laird? for he said he had been a true whig a’ 
the time, and turned papist only for fashion’s sake. And then he gat 
favour, and Lord Evandale’s head was under water; for he was ower proud 
and manfu’ to bend to every blast o’ wind, though mony a ane may ken as 
weel as me, that be his ain principles as they might, he was nae ill friend 
to our folk when he could protect us, and far kinder than Basil Olifant, that 
aye keepit the cobble head doun the stream. But he was set by and ill 
looked on, and his word ne’er asked; and then Basil, wha’s a revengfu’ 
man, set himsell to vex him in a’ shapes, and especially by oppressing and 
despoiling the auld blind widow, Bessie Maclure, that saved Lord Evan- 
dale’s life, and that he was sae kind to. But he’s mistaen, if that’s his end; 
for it will be lang or Lord Evandale hears a word fra me about the selling 
my kye for rent or e’er it was due, or the putting the dragoons on me when 
the country’s quiet, or onything else that will vex him—I can bear my ain 
burden patiently, and warld’s loss is the least part 0’t.” 

Astonished and interested at this picture of patient, grateful, and high- 
minded resignation, Morton could not help bestowing an execration upon 
the poor-spirited rascal who had taken such a dastardly course of ven- 

eance. ~ 

oe Dinna curse him, sir,” said the old woman; ‘IT have heard a good man 
say, that a curse was like a stone flung up to the heavens, and maist like to 
return on the head that sent it. But if ye ken Lord Evandale, bid him look 
to himsell, for I hear strange words pass atween the sodgers that are lying 
here, and his name is often mentioned; and the tane o’ them has been 
twice up at Tillietudlem. He’s a kind of favourite wi’ the Laird, though 
he was in former times ane o’ the maist cruel oppressors ever rade through 
a country (out-taken Sergeant Bothwell)—they ca’ him Inglis.”’* 

“T have the deepest interest in Lord Evandale’s safety,” said Morton ; 
‘‘and you may depend on my finding some mode to apprize him of these sus- 
picious circumstances ;—and, in return, my good friend, will you indulge 
me with another question? Do you know anything of Quintin Mackell of 
Irongray ?” 

_ “Do Uknow whom ?” echoed the blind woman, in a tone of great surprise 
and alarm. 

“Quintin Mackell of Irongray,” repeated Morton ;—“‘is there anything 
s0 alarming in the sound of that name ?” 

“Na, na,” answered the woman, with hesitation, ‘“‘ but to hear him asked 


* The deeds of a man, or rather a monster, of this name, are recorded up a the tombstone of one of those 
martyrs which it was Old Mortality’s delight to repair. I de not remember the name of the murdered person, 
but the cireumstances of the crime were so terrible to my childish imagination, that [am confident the 
feliowing copy of the Epitaph will be found nearly correct, although I have not seen the origina for forty 
wears at least. é 

“This martyre was by Peter Inglis shot, 
By birth a tiger rather than a Scot; 
Who, that his hellish offspring might be seen, 
Cut off his head, then kicked it o’er the green; 
Thus was the head which was to wear the croun, 
A foot-ball made by a profane dragoon.” 


in Dunden’s Letters, Captain Inglish, or Inglis, is repeatedly mentioned as commanding a troup of horse. 
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after by a stranger and a scdger— (Gude protect us! what mischief is ta 
come next?” 

““None by my means, I assure you,” said Morton; “the subject of my 
inquiry has nothing to fear from me, if, as I suppose, this Quintin Mackell 
is the same with John Bal”— 

“Do not mention his name,” said the widow, pressing his lips with her 
fingers. ‘‘I see you have his secret and his pass-word, and I’ll be free wi’ 
you. But, for God’s sake, speak loud and low. In the name of Heaven, 1 
trust ye seek him not to his hurt ! — Ye said ye were a sodger ?” 

“T said truly; but one he has nothing to fear from. I commanded a 
party at Bothwell Bridge.” 

‘Indeed!’ said the woman. ‘ And verily there is something in your 
voice I can trust. Ye speak prompt and readily, and like an honest man.” 

“T trust I am so,” said Morton. 

** But nae displeasure to you, sir; in thae waefu’ times,” continued Mrs, — 
Maclure, “the hand of brother is against brother, and he fears as mickle 
almaist frae this government as e’er he did fra the auld persecutors.” 

‘“‘ Indeed ?”’ said Morton, in a tone of inquiry; ‘I was not aware of that. 
But I am only just now returned from abroad.” 

“T’ll tell ye,” said the blind woman, first assuming an attitude of listen- 
ing, that showed how effectually her powers of collecting intelligence had 
been transferred from the eye to the ear; for, instead of casting a glance 
of circumspection around, she stooped her face, and turned her head slowly 
around, in such a manner as to ensure that there was not the slightest 
sound stirring in the neighbourhood, and then continued—“ I’ll tell ye. Ye 
ken how he has laboured to raise up again the Covenant, burned, broken, 
and buried in the hard hearts and selfish devices of this stubborn people. 
Now, when he went to Holland, far from the countenance and thanks of 
the great, and the comfortable fellowship of the godly, both whilk he was 
in right to expect, the Prince of Orange wad show him no favour, and the 
ministers no godiy communion. This was hard to bide for ane that had 
suffered and done mickle—ower mickle, it may be—but why suld I bea 
judge? Ile came back to me and to the auld place o’ refuge that had 
often received him in his distresses, mair especially before the great day of 
victory at Drumclog, for I sall ne’er forget how he was bending hither of a’ 
nights in the year on that evening after the play when young Milnwood 
wan the popinjay; but I warned him off for that time.” 

“What!” exclaimed Morton, “it was you that sat in your red cloak by 
the high-road, and told him there was a lion in the path ?” 

“In the name of Heaven! wha are ye?” said the old woman, breaking 
off her narrative in astonishment. ‘‘ But be ye wha ye may,” she con- 
tinued, resuming it with tranquillity, “‘ye can ken naething waur 0’ me 
than that I hae been willing to save the life o’ friend and foe.” 

“‘T know no ill of you, Mrs. Maclure, and I mean no ill by you—I only 
wished to show you that I know so much of this person’s affairs, that I 
might be safely entrusted with the rest. Proceed, if you please, in your 
narrative.” 

“There is a strange command in your voice,” said the blind woman; 
“though its tones are sweet. I have little mair to say. The Stuarts hae 
been dethroned, and William and Mary reign in their stead,—but nae mair 
word of the Covenant than if it were a dead letter. They hae taen the 
indulged clergy, and an Erastian General Assembly of the ance pure and 
triumphant Kirk of Scotland, even into their very arms and bosoms. Our 
faithfu’ champions o’ the testimony agree e’en waur wi’ this than wi’ the 
open tyranny and apostasy of the persecuting times ; for souls are hardened 
and deadened, and the mouths of fasting multitudes are crammed wi’ 
fizzenless bran instead of the sweet word in season; and mony a hungry, 
starving creature, when he sits down on a Sunday forenoon to get some 
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thing that mi;ht warm him to the great work, has a dry clatter o’ morality 
driven about his lugs, and’’— 

“In short,” said Morton, desirous to stop a discussion which the good 
old woman, as enthusiastically attached to her religious profession as to the 
duties of humanity, might probably have indulged longer—“ In short, you 
are not disposed to acquiesce in this new government, and Burley is of the 
same opinion ?” 

‘“‘Many of our brethren, sir, are of belief we fought for the Covenant, 
and fasted, and prayed, and suffered for that grand national league, and 
now we are like neither to see nor hear tell of that which we suffered, and 
fought, and fasted, and prayed for. And anes it was thought something 
might be made by bringing back the auld family on a new bargain and a 
new bottom, as, after a’, when King James went awa’ I understand the 
great quarrel of the English against him was in behalf of seven unhallowed 
vrelates; and sae, though ae part of our people were free to join wi’ the 
present model, and levied an armed regiment under the Yerl of Angus; 
yet our honest friend, and others that stude up for purity of doctrine and 
freedum of conscience, were determined to hear the breath o’ the Jacobites 
before they took part again them, fearing to fa’ to the ground like a wall 
built with unslaked mortar, or from sitting between twa stools.” - 

‘They chose an odd quarter,” said Morton, ‘from which to expect free- 
dom of conscience and purity of doctrine.” 

“OQ, dear sir!” said the landlady, ‘the natural day-spring rises in the 
east, but the spiritual day-spring may rise in the north, for what we blinded 
mortals ken.” 

“‘ And Burley went to the north to seek it?” replied the guest. : 

“Truly, ay, sir; and he saw Claver’se himsell, that they ca’ Dundee 
now.” 

“What!” exclaimed Morton, in amazement; “‘I would have sworn that 
meeting would have been the last of one of their lives.” 

“Na, na, sir;—23in troubled times, as I understand,” said Mrs. Maclure, 
“‘there’s sudden changes—Montgomery, and Ferguson, and mony ane mair 
that were King James’s greatest faes, are on his side now. Claver’se spake 
our friend fair, and sent him to consult with Lord Evandale. But then 
there was a break-off, for Lord Evandale wadna look at, hear, or speak wi’ 
him ; and now he’s anes wud and aye waur, and roars for revenge again 
Lord Evandale, and will hear nought of onything but burn and slay—and, 
O, thae starts o’ passion! — they unsettle his mind, and gie the enemy sair 
advantages.” ; 

“The enemy !” said Morton — ‘‘ What enemy?” 

‘“What enemy? Are ye acquainted familiarly wi’ John Balfour o’ Bur- 
ley, and dinna ken that he has had sair and frequent combats to sustain 
against the Evil One? Did ye ever see him alone but the Bible was in his 
hand, and the drawn sword on his knee? did ye never sleep in the same 
room wi’ him, and hear him strive in his dreams with the delusions of 
Satan? O, ye ken little o’ him, if ye have seen him only in fair daylight, 
for nae man can put the face upon his doleful visits and strifes that he can 
do. I hae seen him, after sic a strife of agony, tremble, that an infant 
might hae held him, while the hair on his brow was drapping as fast as 
ever my puir thatched roof did in a heavy rain.” 

As she spoke, Morton began to recollect the appearance of Burley during 
his sleep in the hayloft at Milnwood, the report of Cuddie that his senses 
bad become impaired, and some whispers current among the Cameronians, 
who boasted frequently of Burley’s soul-exercises, and his strifes with the 
fou. fiend; which several circumstances led him to conclude that this man 
himself was a victim to those delusions, though his mind, naturally acute 
and forcible, not only disguised his superstition from those in whose opinion 
ti might have discredited his judgment, but by exerting. sueh 4 force as is 
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said to be proper to those afflicted with epilepsy, could postpone the fits 
which it occasioned until he was either freed from superintendence, or 
surrounded by such as held him more highly on account of these visitations. 
Tt was natural to suppose, and could easily be inferred from the narrative 
of Mrs. Maclure, that disappointed ambition, wrecked hopes, and the down- 
fall of the party which he had served with such desperate fidelity, were 
likely to aggravate enthusiasm into temporary insanity. It was, indeed, no 
uncommon circumstance in those singular times, that men like Sir Harry 
Vane, Harrison, Overton, and others, themselves slaves to the wildest and 
most enthusiastic dreams, could, when mingling with the world, conduct 
themselves not only with good sense in difficulties, and courage in dangers, 
but with the most acute sagacity and determined valour. The subsequent 
part of Mrs. Maclure’s information confirmed Morton in these impressions. 

“In the grey of the morning,” she said, ‘‘ my little Peggy sall show ye 
the gate to him before the sodgers are up. But ye maun let his hour of 
danger, as he ca’s it, be ower, afore ye venture on him in his place of re- 
fuge. Peggy will tell ye when to venture in. She kens his ways weel, for 
whiles she carries him some little helps that he canna do without to sustain 
life.” 

‘** And in what retreat, then,’’ said Morton, “‘ has this unfortunate person 
found refuge ?” 

** An awsome place,” answered the blind woman, “as ever living creature 
took refuge in. They ca’ it the Black Linn of Linklater; it’s a doleful 
pare but he loves it abune a’ others, because he has sae often been in safe 

iding there; and it’s my belief he prefers it to a tapestried chamber and a 
down bed. But ye’ll see’t. I hae seen it mysell mony a day syne. I was 
a daft hempie lassie then, and little thought what was to come o’t. Wad 
ye choose ony thing, sir, ere ye betake yoursell to your rest, for ye maun 
stir wi’ the first dawn o’ the grey light?” 

** Nothing more, my good mother,” said Morton ; and they parted for the 
evening. 

Haat recommended himself to Heaven, threw himself on the bed, 
heard, between sleeping and waking, the trampling of the dragoon horses . 
at the riders’ return from their patrol, and then slept soundly after suck 
painful agitation. 


Chapter the Forty-Chirh. 


The darksome cave they enter, where they found 
The accursed man, low sitting on the ground, 
Musing full sadly in his sullen mind. 


SPENSER. 


As the morning began to appear on the mountains, a gentle knock was 
heard at the door of the humble apartment in which Morton slept, and a 

irlish treble voice asked him from without, ‘“‘If he wad please gang to the 
oe or the folk raise ?” 

He arose upon the invitation, and, dressing himself hastily, went forth 
and joined his little guide. The mountain maid tript lightly before him, 
through the grey haze, over hill and moor. It was a wild and varied walk, 
unmarked by any regular or distinguishable track, and keenving, upon the 
whole, the direction of the ascent of the brook, though without tracing its 
windings. The landscape, as they advanced, became waster and more wild, 
until nothing but heath and rock eyonm bared the side of the valley. 

A 
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“Is the place still distant?” said Morton. 

‘Nearly a mile off,’ answered the girl. ‘‘ We'll be there belive.” 

“And do you often go this wild journey, my little maid?” 

‘‘When grannie sends me wi’ milk and meal to the Linn,” answered the 
child. 

«And are you not afraid to travel so wild a road alone?” 

“Hout na, sir,” replied the guide; ‘nae living creature would touch sio 
a bit thing as I am, and grannie says we need never fear onything else when 
we are doing a gude turn.” 

«Strong in innocence as in triple mail!” said Morton to himself, and fol- 
owed her steps in silence. 

They soon came to a decayed thicket, where brambles and thorns sup- 
plied the room of the oak and birches of which it had once consisted. Here 
the guide turned short off the open heath, and, by a sheep-track, conducted 
Morton to the brook. A hoarse and sullen roar had in part prepared him 
for the scene which presented itself, yet it was not to be viewed without sur- 
prise, and even terror. When he emerged from the devious path which 
conducted him through the thicket, he found himself placed on a ledge of 
flat rock, projecting over one side of a chasm not less than a hundred feet 
deep, where the dark mountain-stream made a decided and rapid shoot over 
the precipice, and was swallowed up by a deep, black, yawning gulf. The 
eye in vain strove to see the bottom of the fall; it could catch but one sheet 
of foaming uproar and sheer descent, until the view was obstructed by the 
projecting crags which enclosed the bottom of the waterfall, and hid from 
sight the dark pool which received its tortured waters. Far beneath, at the 
distance of perhaps a quarter of a mile, the eye caught the winding of the 
stream as it emerged into a more open course. But, for that distance, they 
were lost to sight as much as if a cavern had been arched over them; and 
~ indeed the steep and projecting ledges of rock through which they wound 
their way in darkness, were very nearly closing and over-roofing their 
course. 

While Morton gazed at this scene of tumult, which seemed, by the sur- 
rounding thickets and the clefts into which the water descended, to seek to 
hide itself from every eye, his little attendant, as she stood beside him on 
the platform of rock which commanded the best view of the fall, pulled him 
by the sleeve, and said, in a tone which he could not hear without stooping 
his ear near the speaker, “ Hear till him! Eh! hear till him!” 

Morton listened more attentively, and out of the very abyss into which 
the brook fell, and amidst the tumultuary sounds of the cataract, thought 
he could distinguish shouts, screams, and even articulate words, as if the 
tortured demon of the stream had been mingling his complaints with the 
roar of his broken waters. 

“This is the way,” said the little girl: ‘follow me, gin ye please, sir, 
but tak tent to your feet ;” and, with the daring agility which custom had 
rendered easy, she vanished from the platform on which she stood, and, by 
notches and slight projections in the rock, scrambled down its face into the 
chasm which it overhung. Steady, bold, and active, Morton hesitated not 
to follow her; but the necessary attention to secure his hold and footing in 
a descent where both foot and hand were needful for security, prevented 
him from looking around him, till, having descended nigh twenty feet, and 
being sixty or seventy above the pool which received the fall, his guide 
made a pause, and he again found himself by her side in a situation that 
appeared equally romantic and precarious. They were nearly opposite to 
the waterfall, and in point of level situated at about one-quarter’s depth 
from the point of the cliff over which it thundered, and three-fourths of 
the height above the dark, deep, and restless pool which received its fall. 
Both these tremendous points,—the first shoot, namely, of the yet uubroken 
atream, and the deep and sombre abyss into which it was emptied, --- wore 


on 
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full before him, as well as the whole continuous stream of billowy froth, 
which, dashing from the one, was eddying and boiling in the other. They 
were so near this grand phenomenon that they were covered with its spray 
and well-nigh deafened by the incessant roar. But crossing in the very 
front of the fall, and at scarce three yards distance from the cataract, an 
old oak-tree, flung across the chasm in a manner that seemed accidental, 
formed a bridge of fearfully narrow dimensions and uncertain footing. 
The upper end of the tree rested on the platform on which they stood—the 
lower or uprooted extremity extended behind a projection on the opposite 
side, and was secured, Morton’s eye could not discover where. From behind 
the same projection glimmered a strong red light, which, glancing in the 
waves of the fallen water, and tinging them partially with crimson, had a 
strange preternatural and sinister effect when contrasted with the beams of 
the rising sun, which glanced on the first broken waves of the fall, though 
even its meridian splendour could not gain the third of its full depth. 
When he had looked around him for a moment, the girl again pulled his 
sleeve, and pointing to the oak and the projecting point beyond it (for 
hearing speech was now out of the question), indicated that there lay his 
farther passage. . 

Morton gazed at her with surprise; for although he well knew that the 
persecuted presbyterians had in the preceding reigns sought refuge among 
dells and thickets, caves and cataracts —in spots the most extraordinary 
and secluded —although he had heaid of the champions of the Covenant, 
who had long abidden beside Dobbs-linn on the wild heights of Polmoodie, 
and others who had been concealed in the yet more terrific cavern called 
Creehope-linn, in the parish of Closeburn,*—yet his imaginaticn had never 
exactly figured out the horrors of such a residence, and he was surprised 
how the strange and romantic scene which he now saw had remained con- 
cealed from him, while a curious investigator of such natural phenomena. 
But he readily conceived, that, lying in a remote and wild district, and 
being destined as a place of concealment to the persecuted preachers and 
professors of non-conformity, the secret of its existence was carefully pre- 
served by the few shepherds to whom it might be known. 

As, breaking from these meditations, he began to consider how he should 
traverse the doubtful and terrific bridge, which, skirted by the cascade, and 
rendered wet and slippery by its constant drizzle, traversed the chasm 
above sixty feet from the bottom of the fall, his guide, as if to give him 
courage, tript over and back without the least hesitation. Envying for a 
moment the little bare feet which caught a safer hold of the rugged side of 
the oak than he could pretend to with his heavy boots, Morton nevertheless 
resolved to attempt the passage, and, fixing his eye firm on a stationary 


* The severity of persecution often drove the sufferers to hide themselves in dens and caves of the earth, 
where they had not only to struggle with the real dangers of damp, darkness, and famine, but were called 
upon, in their disordered imaginations, to oppose the internal powers by whom such caverns were believed 
to be haunted. A very romantic scene of rocks, thickets, and cascades. called Creehope-linn, on the estate 

f Mr. Monteath of Closeburn, is said to have been the retreat of some of these enthusiasts, who judged it 
gafer to face the apparitions by which the place was thought to be haunted, than to expose themselves to the 
vage of their mortal enemies. : 

Another remarkable encounter betwtxt the Foul Fiend and the champions of the Covenant, is preserved 
im certain rude rhymes, not yet forgotten in Ettrick Forest. ‘Two men, it is said, by name Halbert Dobson 
and David Dun, constructed for themselves a place of refuge in a hiddeu ravine of a very savage character, 
by the side of a considerable waterfall, near the head of Moffat water. Here, concealed from human foes, 
they were assailed by Satan himself, who came upon them grinning and making mouths, as if trying to 
frighten them, and disturb their devotions. ‘The wanderers, more incensed than astonished at this super- 
natural vieitation, assailed their ghostly visitor, buffeted him soundly with their Bibles, and compelled him 
at length to change himself into the resemblance of a pack of dried hides, in which shape he rolled down 
the cascade. ‘The shape which he assumed was probably designed to excite the cupidity of the assailants 
hd as ome of Selkirk, might have been disposed to attempt something to save a package of gooé 
eather, ius, 


“Hab Dab and David Din, 
Dang the Deil ower Dabson’s Linn.” 


The popular verses recording this feat, to which Burns seems to have been indebted for some hints in his 
* Address to the Deil,” may be found in the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, vol. il. 

{t cannot be matter of wonder to any one at all acquainted with human nature, that superstition shoula 
fave aggravated, by its horrors, the apprehensions to which men of enthusiastic sharacter were disposed bY 
tlie glcgumy hauuts te which they had fled for refuge. 
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object on the other side, without allowing his head te become giddy, or his 
attent' on to be distracted by the flash, the foam and the roar of the waters 
nronnd him, he strode steadily and safely along the uncertain bridge, and 
reached the mouth of a small cavern on the farther side of the torrent. 
Here he paused; for a light, proceeding from a fire of red-hot charcoal, 
permitted him to see the interior of the eave, and enabled him to contem- 
plate the appearance of its inhabitant, by whom he himself could not be so 
readily distinguished, being concealed by the shadow of the rock. What 
he observed would by no means have encouraged a less determined man to 
proceed with the task which he had undertaken. 

Burley, ony altered from what he had been formerly by the addition of 
a grisly beard, stood in the midst of the cave, with his elasped Bible in 
one hand, and his drawn sword in the other. His figure, dimly ruddied by 
the light of the red charcoal, seemed that of a fiend in the lurid atmosphere 
of Pandemonium, and his gestures and words, as far as they could be heard, 
seemed equally violent and irregular. All alone, and in a place of almost 
unapproachable seclusion, his demeanour was that of a man who strives 
for life and death with a mortal enemy. ‘‘Ha! ha!— there —there!” he 
exclaimed, accompanying each word with a thrust, urged with his whole 
force against the impassible and empty air — “ Did I not tell thee so?—I 
have resisted, and thou flecst from me !—- Coward as thou art—come in all 
thy terrors — come with mine own evil deeds, which render thee most ter- 
rible of ali—there is enough betwixt the boards of this book to rescue me !—~ 
What mutterest thou of grey hairs! — It was well done to slay him— the 
more ripe the corn, the readier for the sickle. — Art gone? art gone? —I 
have ever known thee but a coward—ha! ha! hal’ | 

With these wild exclamations he sunk the point of his sword, and 
remained standing still in the same posture, like a maniac whose fit is 
over. 

‘‘The dangerous time is by now,” said the little girl who had followed ; 
‘it seldom lasts beyond the time that the sun’s ower the hill; ye may gang 
in and speak wi’ him now. I'll wait for you at the cther side of the linn; 
he canna bide to see twa folk at anes.” 

Slowly and cautiously, and keeping constantly upon his guard, Morton 
presented himself to the view of his old associate in command. 

“What! comest thou again when thine hour is over?” was his first excla- 
mation; and, flourishing his sword aloft, his countenance assumed an 
expression in which ghastly terror seemed mingled with the rage of a 
demoniac. 

‘“‘T am come, Mr. Balfour,” said Morton, in a steady and composed tone, 
“to renew an acquaintance which has been broken off since the fight of 
Bothwell Bridge.” 

As soon as Burley became aware that Morton was before him in person— 
an idea which he caught with marvellous celerity —he at once exerted that 
mastership over his heated and enthusiastic imagination, the power of 
enforcing which was a most striking part of his extraordinary character. 
He sunk his sword-point at once, and as he stole it composedly into the 
scabbard, he muttered something of the damp and cold which sent an old 
soldier to his fencing exercise, to prevent his blood from chilling. This 
done, he proceeded in the cold determined manner which was peculiar to 
his ordinary discourse. 

‘Thou hast tarried long, Henry Morton, and hast not come to the vintage 
before the twelfth hour has struck. Art thou yet willing to take the right 
hand of fellowship, and to be one with those who look not to thrones or 
d-nasties, but to the rule of Scripture, for their directions ?” 

‘“‘T am surprised,” said Morton, evading the direct answer to his ques- 
wn, ‘that you should have known me after so many years.” 

“The features of those who ought to act with me, are eryruved on my 
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heart,” answered Burley; “and few but Silas Morton’s son durst have fol 
lowed me into this my castle of retreat. Seest thou that drawbridze ot 
nature’s own construction ?” he added, pointing to the prostrate oak-tree — 
“one spurn of my foot, and it is overwhelmed in the abyss below, bidding 
foeman on the farther side stand at defiance, and leaving enemies on this, 
at the mercy of one who never yet met his equal in single fight.” 

“Of such defences,” said Morton, “I should have thought you would now 
have had little need.” 

“ Little need?” said Burley, impatiently—‘* What little need, when incar- 
nate fiends are combined against me on earth, and Sathan himself — But it 
matters not,” added he, checking himself—“ Enough that I like my place 
of refuge—my cave of Adullam, and would not change its rude ribs of lime- 
stone rock for the fair chambers of the castle of the Earls of Torwood, with 
their broad bounds and barony. Thou, unless the foolish fever-fit be over, 
mayst think differently.” 

“It was of those very possessions I came to speak,” said Morton; “and 
I doubt uot to find Mr. Balfour the same rational and reflecting person 
which I knew him to be in times when zeal disunited brethren.” 

“Ay?” said Burley — “indeed ?—Is such truly your hope ? — wilt thou 
express it more plainly ?” 

“In a word, then,” said Morton, “ you have exercised, by means at which 
I can guess, a secret but most prejudicial influence over the fortunes of Lad 
Margaret Bellenden and her grand-daughter, and in favour of that base, 
oppressive apostate, Basil Olifant, whom the law, deceived by thy opera- 
tions, has placed in possession of their lawful property.” 

“‘ Sayest thou?” said Balfour. 

“T do say so,” replied Morton; ‘‘ and face to face you will not deny what 
you have vouched by your handwriting.” 

«« And suppose I deny it not?” said Balfour,—“ and suppose that thy elo- 
quence were found equal to persuade me to retrace the steps I have taken 
on matured resolve, what will be thy meed? Dost thou still hope to possess 
the fair-haired girl, with her wide and rich inheritance ?” 

‘‘T have no such hope,” answered Morton calmly. 

“ And for whom, then, hast thou ventured to do this great thing, to seck 
to rend the prey from the valiant, to bring forth food from the den of the 
lion, and to extract sweetness from the maw of the devourer? — For whose 
sake hast thou undertaken to read this riddle, more hard than Samson’s ?” 

“For Lord Evandale’s, and that of his bride,” replied Morton, firmly. 
“Think better of mankind, Mr. Balfour, and believe there are some who are 
willing to sacrifice their happiness to that of others.” 

“Then, as my soul liveth,” replied Balfour, “‘thou art, to wear beard, 
and back a horse, and draw a sword, the tamest and most gall-less puppet 
that ever sustained injury unavenged. What! thou wouldst help that 
accursed Evandale to the arms of the woman that thou lovest?— thou 
wouldst endow them with wealth and with heritages, and thou think’st that 
there lives another man, offended even more deeply than thou, yet equally 
cold-livered and mean-spirited, crawling upon the face of the earth, and hast 
dared to suppose that one other to be John Balfour ?” 

“For my own feelings,” said Morton, composedly, “I am answerable ta 
none but Heaven—-To you, Mr. Balfour, I should suppose it of little conse- 
quence whether Basil Olifant or Lord Evandale possess these estates.’ 

“Thou art deceived,” said Burley. ‘‘ Both are indeed in outer darkness, 
and strangers to the light, as he whose eyes have never been opened to the 
day : — but this Basil Olifant is a Nabal—a Demas—a base churl, whose 
wealth and power are at the disposal of him who can threaten to deprive 
nim of them. He became a professor because he was deprived of these 
lands of Tillietudlem—he turned a papist to obtain possession of them —- he 
rulled himself an Erastian, that he might not again lose them, and he will 
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became what I list while I have in my power the document that may da- 

rive him of them. These lands are a bit between his jaws and a hook in 
fis nostrils, and the rein and the line are in my hands to guide thei as 
think meet; and this they shall therefore be, unless I had assurance of be- 
stowing them on a sure and sincere friend. But Lord Evandale is a malig- 
nant, of heart like flint, and brow like adamant; the goods of the world fall 
on him like leaves on the frost-bound earth, and unmoved he will see them 
whirled off by the first wind. The heathen virtues of such as he are more 
dangerous to us than the sordid cupidity of those who, governed by their 
interest, must follow where it leads, and who, therefore, themselves the 
slaves of avarice, may be compelled to work in the vineyard, were it but to 
earn the wages of sin.” 

“This might have been all well some years since,” replied Morton; ‘and 
I could understand your argument, although I could never acquiesce in its 
justice. But at this crisis 1t seems usoless to you to persevere in keeping 
up an influence which can no longer be directed to an useful purpose. The 
land has peace, liberty, and freedom of conscience — and what would you 
more ?”” 

“More!” exclaimed Burley, again unsheathing his sword, with a vivacity 
which nearly made Morton start. ‘* Look at the notches upon that weapon, 
they are three in number, are they not?” 

““Tt seems so,” answered Morton; ‘‘ but what of that?” 

“The fragment of steel that parted from this first gap, rested on the skull 
of the perjured traitor who first introduced Episcopacy into Scotland ;— 
this second notch was made in the rib-bone of an impious villain, the boldest 
and best soldier that upheld the prelatic cause at Drumclog ;—this third 
was broken on the steel head-piece of the captain who defended the Chapel 
of Holyrood when the people rose at the revolution—TI cleft him to the 
teeth through steel and bone. It has done great deeds this little weapon, 
and each of these blows was a deliverance to the church. This sword,” he 
said, again sheathing it, “has yet more to do—to weed out this base and 

estilential heresy of Erastianism—to vindicate the true liberty of the Kirk 
in her purity —to restore the Covenant in its glory, — then let it moulder 
and rust beside the bones of its master.” * 

**You have neither men nor means, Mr. Balfour, to disturb the govern- 
ment as now settled,” argued Morton; ‘‘the people are in general satisfied, 
excepting only the gentlemen of the Jacobite interest; and surely you 
would not join with those who would only use you for their own purposes ?” 

“It is they,” answered Burley, “‘that should serve ours. I went to the 
camp of the malignant Claver’se, as the future King of Israel sought the 


* The sword of Captain John Paton of Meadowhead. a Cameronian famous for his personal prowess, bore 
testimony to his exertions in the cause of the Covenant, and was typical of the oppression of the times. 
“This sword or short shabble” (scizab/a, Italian) “ yet remains,” says Mr. Howie of Lochgoin. “It was then by 
his progenitors,’ (meaning descendants, a rather unusual use of the word,) “counted to have twenty-eight 
gaps in its edge: which made them afterwards observe, that there were just as many vears in the time of the 
persecution as there were steps or broken pieces in the edge thereof.”—Scottish Worthies, edit. 1797, p. 419. 

The persecuted party, as their circumstances led to their placing a due and sincere reliance on heaven, 
when earth was scarce permitted to bear them, fell naturally into enthusiastic credulity, and, as they ima- 
gined, direct contention with the powers of darkness, so they conceived some amongst them to be possessed 
of a power of prediction, which, though they did not exactly call it inspired prophecy, seems to have ~. 
proached, in their opinion, very nearly to it. The subject of these predictions was generally of a melancholy 
nature ; for it is during such times of blood and confusion that 


“ Pale-eyed prophets whisper fearful change.” 


The celebrated Alexander Peden was haunted by the terrors of a French invasion, and was often heard to 
exclaim, “ Oh the Monzies, the French Monzies” (for Monsieurs, doubtless), “how they run! How long will 
they run? Oh Lord, cut their houghs, and stay their running!’ He afterwards declared, that French blood 
would run thicker in the waters of Ayr and Clyde than ever did that of the Highlandmen. Upon another 
occasion, he said he had been made to see the French marching with their armies through the length and 
breadth es the land in the blood of ail ranks, up to the bridle reins, and that for a burned, broken, and Yuried 
tovenant. ‘ 

Gabriel Semple also prophesied. In passing by the house of Kenmure, to which workmen were meing 
some additions, he said, “ Lads, you are very, busy making and repairing that house, b it it will be burned like 
& Crow’s nest ina misty May morning ;” which accordingly came to pass, the house beiug burned by tae 
English forces in a cloudy May morning. Other instances might be added, but these are enough to show ‘he 
eharacter of the people and times. 
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land of the Philistines; I arranged with him a rising, and, but for the vil- 
lain Evandale, the Erastians ere now had been driven from the west—a. 
could slay him,” he added, with a vindictive scowl, ‘“ were he grasping the 
horns of the altar!” He then proceeded in a calmer tone: “If thou, son 
of mine ancient comrade, wert suitor for thyself to this Edith Bellenden, 
and wert willing to put thy hand to the great work with zeal equal to thy 
courage, think not I would prefer the friendship of Basil Olifant to thine ; 
thou shouldest then have the means that this document” (he produced a 

archment) ‘affords, to place her in possession of the lands of her fathers. 

his have I longed to say to thee, ever since I saw thee fight the good figh? 
so strongly at the fatal bridge. The maiden loved thee, and thou her.” 

Morton replied firmly —‘‘I will not dissemble with you, Mr. Balfour, 
even to gain a good end.. I came in hopes to persuade you to do a deed of 
justice to others, not to gain any selfish end of my own. I have failed —I 
grieve for your sake, more than for the loss which others will sustain by | 
your injustice.” 

‘You refuse my proffer, then?” said Burley, with kindling eyes. 

“‘1 do,” said Morton. ‘‘ Would you be really, as you are desirous to be 
thought, a man of honour and conscience, you would, regardless of all other 
considerations, restore that parchment to Lord Evandale, to be used for the 
advantage of the lawful heir.” 

‘Sooner shall it perish!’ said Balfour; and casting the deed into the 
heap of red charcoal beside him, pressed it down with the heel of his boot. 
_ While it smoked, shrivelled, and crackled in the flames, Morton sprung 
forward to snatch it, and Burley catching hold of him, a struggle ensued. 
Both were strong men, but although Morton was much the more active and 
younger of the two, yet Balfour was the most powerful, and effectually pre- 
vented him from rescuing the deed until it was fairly reduced to a cinder, 
They then quitted hold of each other, and the enthusiast, rendered fiercer 
by the contest, glared on Morton with an eye expressive of frantic revenge. 

“Thou hast my secret,” he exclaimed ; ‘‘ thou must be mine, or die!” 

“1 contemn your threats,” said Morton; ‘‘I pity you, and leave you.” 

But, as he turned to retire, Burley stept before him, pushed the oak-trunk 
from its resting-place, and as it fell thundering and crashing into the abyss 
beneath, drew his sword, and cried out, with a voice that rivalled the roar 
of the cataract and the thunder of the falling oak,—‘‘ Now thou art at bay! 
— fight — yield or die!” and standing in the mouth of the cavern, he flou- 
rished his naked sword. : 

“T will not fight with the man that preserved my father’s life,” said 
Morton ;—‘“‘ I have not yet learned to say the words, I yield; and my life I 
will rescue as I best can.” 

So speaking, and ere Balfour was aware of his purpose, he sprung past 
him, and exerting that youthful agility of which he possessed an uncom- 
mon share, leaped clear across the fearful chasm which divided the mouth 
of the cave from the projecting rock on the opposite side, and stood there 
safe and free from his incensed enemy. He immediately ascended the 

ravine, and, as he turned, saw Burley stand for an instant aghast with as- 
‘onishment, and then, with the frenzy of disappointed rage, rush into the 
interior of his cavern. 

It was not difficult for him to perceive that this unhappy man’s mind had 
been so long agitated by desperate schemes and sudden disappointraents, 
that it had lost its equipoise, and that there was now in his conduct a shade 
of lunacy, not the less striking, from the vigour and craft with which he 
pursued his wild designs. Morton soon joined his guide, who had been 
terrified by the fall of the oak. This he represented as accidental; and she 
assured him in return, that the inhabitant of the cave would experience no 
ameonvenience from it, being always provided with materials to construct 
an ther bridge. 
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The adventures of the morning were not yet ended. As they approached 
the hut, the little girl made an exclamation of surprise at seeing her grand- 
mother groping her way towards them, at a greater distance from her home 
than she could have been supposed capable of travelling. 

‘“‘Q, sir, sir!” said the old woman, when she heard them approach, “ gin 
e’er ye loved Lord Evandale, help now, or never!—God be praised that left 
my hearing when he took my poor eye-sight!—Come this way—this way; 
and O! tread lightly. — Peggy, hinny, gang saddle the gentleman’s horse, 
and lead him cannily ahint the thorny shaw, and bide him there.” 

She conducted him to a small window, through which, himself unobserved, 
he could see two dragoons seated at their morning draught of ale, and con- 
versing earnestly together. 

‘<The more I think of it,” said the one, ‘‘ the less I like it, Inglis. Evan- 
dale was a good officer, and the soldier’s friend; and though we were 
punished for the mutiny at Tillietudlem, yet, by , Frank, you must own 
we deserved it.” 

aD n seize me, if I forgive him for it, though!”’ replied the other; 
“and I think I can sit in his skirts now.” 

“Why, man, you should forget and forgive — Better take the start with 
him along with the rest, and join the ranting Highlanders. We have all » 
eat King James’s bread.” 

“Thou art an ass. The start, as you call it, will never happen; the day’s 
put off. Halliday’s seen a ghost, or Miss Bellenden’s fallen sick of the pip, 
or some blasted nonsense or another ; the thing will never keep two days 
longer, and the first bird that sings out will get the reward,” 

“That’s true, too,’ answered his comrade; ‘‘and will this fellow — this 
Basil Olifant, pay handsomely ?” 

“ Like a prince, man,” said Inglis. ‘‘ Evandale is the man on earth whom 
he hates worst; and he fears him, besides, about some law business, and 
were he once rubbed out of the way, all, he thinks, will be his own.” 

“But shall we have warrants and force enough?” said the other fellow. 
“Few people here will stir against my lord, and we may find him with 
some of our own fellows at his back.” 4 

“‘Thou’rt a cowardly fool, Dick,”’ returned Inglis; ‘‘he is living quietly 
down at Fairy-Knowe to avoid suspicion. Olifant is a magistrate, and will 
have some of his own people that he can trust along with him. There are 
us two, and the Laird says he can get a desperate fighting whig fellow called 
Quintin Mackell, that has an old grudge at Evandale.” 

*“‘ Well, well, you are my officer, you know,” said the private, with true 
military conscience, ‘“‘and if anything is wrong’”— 

‘Vl take the blame,” said Inglis. ‘‘ Come, another pot of ale, and let 
us to Tillietudlem.—Here, blind Bess! why, where the devil has the old hag 
crept to?” 

“Delay them as long as you can,” whispered Morton, as he thrust his 
purse into the hostess’s hand; ‘all depends on gaining time.” 

Then, walking swiftly to the place where the girl held his horse ready, 
“To Fairy-Knowe ?—no; alone I could not protect them.—I must instantly 
to Glasgow. Wittenbold, the commandant there, will readily give me the- 
support of a troop, and procure me the countenance of the civil power. I 
must drop a caution as I pass. — Come, Moorkopf,”’ he said, addressing his 
horse as he mounted him — “this day must try your breath and speed.” 
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Chanter the Forty-Fourth. 


Yet could he not his closing eyes withdraw, 

Though less and less of Emily he saw; 

So, speechless for a little space he lay, 

Then grasped the hand he held, and sighed his soul away. 
PALAMON AND ARCITE. 


Tne indisposition of Edith confined her to bed during the eventful day 
on which she had received such an unexpected shock from the sudden ap 
parition of Morton. Next morning, however, she was reported to be so 
much better, that Lord Evandale resumed his purpose of leaving Fairy- 
Knowe. At alate hour in the forenoon, Lady Emily entered the apartment 
of Edith with a peculiar gravity of manner. Having received and paid the ~ 
compliments of the day, she observed it would be a sad one for her, though 
it would relieve Miss Bellenden of an encumbrance—“ My brother leaves us 
to-day, Miss Bellenden.” 

‘‘ Leaves us!” exclaimed Edith in surprise ; “ for his own house, I trust?” 

“‘T have reason to think he meditates a more distant journey,” answered 
Lady Emily; ‘he has little to detain him in this country.” 

“Good Heaven !”’ exclaimed Edith, ‘“‘ why was I born to become the wreck 
of all that is manly and noble! What can be done to prevent him from 
running headlong on ruin? I will come down instantly—Say that I implore 
he will not depart until I speak with him.” 

“Tt will be in vain, Miss Bellenden ; but I will execute your commission ;” 
and she left the room as formally as she had entered it, and informed her 
brother, Miss Bellenden was so much recovered as to propose coming down 
stairs ere he went away. ‘‘I suppose,” she added, pettishly; “the prospect 
of being speedily released from our company has wrought a cure on her 
shattered nerves.” 

“ Sister,” said Lord Evandale, “ you are unjust, if not envious.” 

“Unjust I may be, Evandale, but I should not have dreamt,” glancing 
her eye at a mirror, “of being thought envious without better cause.—But 
let us go to the old lady; she is making a feast in the other room, which 
might have dined all your troop when you had one.” 

Lord Evandale accompanied her in silence to the parlour, for he knew it 
was in vain to contend with her prepossessions and offended pride. They 
found the table covered with refreshments, arranged under the careful in- 
spection of Lady Margaret. 

** Ye could hardly weel be said to breakfast this morning, my Lord Evan- 
dale, and ye maun e’en partake of a small collation before ye ride, such as 
*his poor house, whose inmates are so much indebted to you, can provide in 
thir present circumstances. For my ain part, I like to see young folk take 
some refection before they ride out upon their sports or their affairs, and I 
said as much to his most sacred Majesty when, he breakfasted at Tillietud- 
lem in the year of grace sixteen hundred and fifty-one ; and his most sacred 
Majesty was pleased to reply, drinking to my health at the same time in a 
flagon of Rhenish wine, ‘ Lady Margaret, ye speak like a Highland oracle.’ 
These were his Majesty’s very words; so that your lordship may judge 
whether I have not good authority to press young folk to partake of their 
vivers.” 

It may be well supposed that much of the good lady’s speech failed Lord 
Evandale’s ears, which were then employed in listening for the light step 
of Edith. lis absence of mind on this occasion, however natural, cost him 
very dear. While Lady Margaret was playing the kind hostess, a part she 
delighted and excelled in, she was interrupted by John Gudyill, who, in the 
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natural phrase for announcing an inferior to the mistress of a family, said, 
“ There was ane wanting to speak to her leddyship.” 

“Ane! what ane? Has he nae name? Ye speak as if I kept a shop, 
and was to come at everybody’s whistle.” 

‘“‘ Yes, he has a name,”’ answered John, ‘‘ but your leddyship likes ill to 
hear it.” 

‘What is it, you fool?” 

“Tt’s Calf-Gibbie, my leddy,” said John, in a tone rather above the pitch 
of decorous respect, on which he occasionally trespassed, confiding in his 
merit as an ancient servant of the family, and a faithful follower of their 
humble fortunes—“ It’s Calf-Gibbie, an your leddyship will hae’t, that keeps 
Edie Henshaw’s kye down yonder at the Brigg-end — that’s him that was 
Guse-Gibbie at Tillietudlem, and gaed to the wappinshaw, and that” 

‘Wold your peace, John,” said the old lady, rising in dignity ; ‘‘ you are 
very insolent to think I wad speak wi’ a person like that. Let him tell his 
business to you or Mrs. Headrigg.” 

‘*He’ll no hear o’ that, my leddy; he says, them that sent him bade him 
gie the thing to your leddyship’s ain hand direct, or to Lord Evandale’s, he 
wots na whilk. But, to say the truth, he’s far frae fresh, and he’s but an 
idiot an he were.” 

“Then turn him out,” said Lady Margaret, “and tell him to come back 
to-morrow when he is sober. I suppose he comes to crave some benevolence 
as an ancient follower o’ the house.” 

‘Like eneugh, my leddy, for he’s a’ in rags, poor creature.” 

Gudyill made another attempt to get at Gibbie’s commission, which was 
indeed of the last importance, being a few lines from Morton to Lord Evan- 
dale, acquainting him with the danger in which he stood from the practices 
of Olifant, and exhorting him either to instant flight, or else to come to 
_ Glasgow and surrender himself, where he could assure him of protection. 
This billet, hastily written, he intrusted to Gibbie, whom he saw feeding 
his herd beside the bridge, and backed with a couple of dollars his desire 
that it might instantly be delivered into the hand to which it was addressed. 

But it was decreed that Goose-Gibbie’s intermediation, whether as an 
emissary or as a man-at-arms, should be unfortunate to the family at Tillie- 
tudlem. He unluckily tarried so long at the ale-house, to prove if his em- 
ployer’s coin was good, that, when he appeared at Fairy-Knowe, the little 
sense which nature had given him was effectually drowned in ale and 
brandy, and instead of asking for Lord Evandale, he demanded to speak 
with Lady Margaret, whose name was more familiar to his ear. Being re- 
fused admittance to her presence, he staggered away with the letter unde- 
livered, perversely faithful to Morton’s instructions in the only point in 
which it would have been well had he departed from them. 

A few minutes after he was gone, Edith entered the apartment. Lord 
Evandale and she met with mutual embarrassment, which Lady Margaret, 
who only knew in general that their union had been postponed by her 
grand-daughter’s indisposition, set down to the bashfulness of a bride and 
bridegroom, and, to place them at ease, began to talk to Lady Emily on 
indifferent topics. At this moment, Edith, with a countenance as pale as 
death, muttered, rather than whispered, to Lord Evandale, a request to 
speak with him. He offered his arm, and supported her into the small 
anteroom, which, as we have noticed before, opened from the parlour. He 
placed her in a chair, and, taking one himself, awaited the opening of the 
conversation. . 

**T am distressed, my lord,” were the first words she was able to articu- 
late, and those with difficulty ; “I scarce know what I would say, nor how 
to speak it.” 

“If I have any share in occasioning your uneasiness,” said Lord Kraa 
dale, mildly ‘you will soon, Edith, be released from it.” 
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“You are determined, then, my lord,” she replied, “to run this desperate 
course with desperate men, in spite of your own better reason —in spite of 
ia friends’ entreaties—in spite of the almost inevitable ruin which yawns 

efore you?” 

‘“‘Forgive me, Miss Bellenden; even your solicitude on my account must 
not detain me when my honour calls. My horses stand ready saddled, my 
servants are prepared, the signal for rising will be given so soon as I reach | 
Kilsyth—If it is my fate that calls me, I will not shun meeting it. It will 
be something,” he said, taking her hand, “to die deserving your compassion, 
since [ cannot gain your love.” 

*O, my lord, remain!” said Edith, in a tone which went to his heart; 
“time may explain the strange circumstance which has shocked me so 
much; my agitated nerves may recover their tranquillity. O, do not rush 
on death and ruin! remain to be our prop and stay, and hope everything 
from time!” 

“Tt is too late, Edith,’ answered Lord Evandale; ‘‘and I were most un- 
generous could I practise on the warmth and kindliness of your feelings 
towards me. I know you cannot love me; nervous distress, so strong as to 
conjure up the appearance of the dead or absent, indicates a  oheran hae 
too powerful to give way to friendship and gratitude alone. But were it 
otherwise, the die is now cast.’’ 

As he spoke thus, Cuddie burst into the room, terror and haste in his 
countenance. 

*O, my lord, hide yoursell! —they hae beset the outlets o’ the house,” 
was his first exclamation. 

“They? Who?” said Lord Evandale. 

“A party of horse, headed by Basil Olifant,” answered Cuddie. 

““O hide yourself, my lord!” echoed Edith, in an agony of terror. 

“T will not, by Heaven!” answered Lord Evandale. ‘‘ What right has 
the villain to assail me, or stop my passage? I will make my way, were 
he backed by a regiment! Tell Halliday and Hunter to get out the horses 
—And now, farewell, Edith!” He clasped her in his arms, and kissed her 
tenderly ; then bursting from his sister, who, with Lady Margaret, endea- 
youred to detain him, rushed out and mounted his horse. 

All was in confusion—the women shrieked and hurried in consternation 
to the front windows of the house, from which they could see a small party 
of horsemen, of whom two only seemed soldiers. They were on the open 
ground before Cuddie’s cottage, at the bottom of the descent from the house, 
and showed caution in approaching it, as if uncertain of the strength 
within. 

“‘Hfe may escape! he may escape!” said Edith; ‘“‘O, would he but take 
the by-road !” : 

But Lord Evandale, determined to face a danger which his high spirié 
undervalued, commanded his servants to follow him, and rode composedly 
down the avenue. Old Gudyill ran to arm himself, and Cuddie snatched 
down a gun which was kept for the protection of the house, and, although 
on foot, followed Lord Evandale. It was in vain his wife, who had hurried 
=p on the alarm, hung by his skirts, threatening him with death by the 
sword or halter for meddling with other folk’s matters. 

‘‘Haud your peace, ye, b ” said Cuddie, ‘and that’s braid Scotch, 
or I wotna what is; is it ither folk’s matters to see Lord Evandale murdered 
before my face?” and down the avenue he marched. But considering on 
the way that he composed the whole infantry, as John Gudyill had not ap- 
peared, he took his vantage ground behind the hedge, hammered his flint, 
cocked his piece, and, taking a long aim at Laird Basil, as he was called, 
stood prompt for action. 

As soon as Lord Evandale appeared, Olifant’s party spread themselves a 
little. as if preparing to enclose him, Their leader stood fast, supported by 


616 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 


three men, two of whom were dragoons, the third in dress and appearance 
a countryman, all well armed. But the strong figure, stern features, and 
resolved manner of the third attendant, made him seem the most formidable 
of the party; and whoever had before seen him, could have no difficulty in 
recognising Balfour of Burley. . 

“Follow me,” said Lord Evandale to his servants, ‘and if we are for- 
cibly opposed, do as I do.” He advanced at a hand gallop towards Olifant, 
and was in the act of demanding why he had thus beset the road, when 
Olifant called out, ‘‘ Shoot the traitor!’ and the whole four fired their cara- 
bines upon the unfortunate nobleman. He reeled in the saddle, advanced 
his hand to the holster, and drew a pistol, but, unable to discharge it, fell 
from his horse mortally wounded. His servants had presented their cara- 
bines. Hunter fired at random; but Halliday, who was an intrepid fellow, 
took aim at Inglis, and shot him dead on the spot. At the same instant, a 
shot, from behind the hedge, still more effectually avenged Lord Evandale, 
for the ball took place in the very midst of Basil Olifant’s forehead, and 
stretched him lifeless on the ground. His followers, astonished at the exe- 
cution done in so short a time, seemed rather disposed to stand inactive, 
when Burley, whose blood was up with the contest, exclaimed, ‘‘ Down with 
the Midianites!’’ and attacked Halliday sword in hand. At this instant 
the clatter of horses’ hoofs was heard, and a party of horse, rapidly ad- 
vancing on the road from Glasgow, appeared on the fatal field. They were 
foreign dragoons, led by the Dutch commandant Wittenbold, accompanied 
by Morton and a civil magistrate. 

A hasty call to surrender, in the name of God and King William, was 
obeyed by all except Burley, who turned his horse and attempted to escape. 
Several soldiers pursued him by command of their officer, but, being well 
mounted, only the two headmost seemed likely to gain on him. He turned 
deliberately twice, and discharging first one of his pistols, and then the 
other, rid himself of the one pursuer by mortally wounding him, and of 
the other by shooting his horse, and then continued his flight to Bothwell 
Bridge, where, for his misfortune, he found the gates shut and guarded. 
Turning from hence, he made for a place where the river seemed passable, 
and plunged into the stream,—the bullets from the pistols and carabines of 
his pursuers whizzing around him. Two balls took effect when he was past 
the middle of the stream, and he felt himself dangerously wounded. He 
reined his horse round in the midst of the river, and returned towards the 
bank he had left, waving his hand, as if with the purpose of intimating that 
he surrendered. The troopers ceased firing at him accordingly, and awaited 
his return, two of them riding a little way into the river to seize and disarm 
him. But it presently appeared that his purpose was revenge, not safety. 
As he approached the two soldiers, he collected his remaining strength, and 
discharged a blow on the head of one, which tumbled him from his horse. 
The other dragoon, a strong muscular man, had in the meanwhile laid 
hands on him. Burley, in requital, grasped his throat, as a dying tiger 
seizes his prey, and both, losing the saddle in the struggle, came headlong 
into the river, and were swept down the stream. Their course might be 
traced by the blood which bubbled up to the surface. They were twice 
seen to rise, the Dutchman striving to swim, and Burley clinging to him in 
a manner that showed his desire that both should perish. Their corpses 
were taken out about a quarter of a mile down the river. As Balfour’s 
grasp could not have been unclenched without cutting off his hands, both 
were thrown into a hasty grave, still marked by a rude-stone, and a ruder 
epitaph.* 


* Gentle reader, I did request of mine honest friend Peter Proudfoot, travelling merchant, known to mauy 
of this land for his faithful and just dealings, as well in muslin and cambrics as in small wares, to procu) e te, 
on his next peregrinations to that vicinage, a copy of the Epitaplion alluded to. And, according o his report 
wliuch I see no ground to discredit, it runneth thus :— : 
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While the soul of chis stern enthusiast flitted to its account, that of the 
brave and generous Lord Evandale was also released. Morton had flung 
himself from his horse upon perceiving his situation, to render his dying 
friend all the aid in his power. He knew him, for he pressed his hand, 
and, being unable to speak, intimated by signs his wish to be conveyed to 
the house. This was done with all the care possible, and he was soon sur- 
rounded by his lamenting friends. But the clamorous grief of Lady Emily 
was far exceeded in intensity by the silent agony of Edith. Unconscious 
even of the presence of Morton, she hung over the dying man; nor was 
she aware that Fate, who was removing one faithful lover, had restored 
another as if from the grave, until Lord Evandale, taking their hands in his, 

ressed them both affectionately, united them together, raised his face, as 
if to pray for a blessing on them, and sunk back and expired in the next 
moment. 


CONCLUSION. 


I nap determined to waive the task of a concluding chapter, leaving to 
the reader’s imagination the arrangements which must necessarily take 
place after Lord Evandale’s death. But as I was aware that precedents 
are wanting for a practice, which might be found convenient both to readers 
and compilers, I confess myself to have been in a considerable dilemma, 
when fortunately I was honoured with an invitation to drink tea with Miss 
Martha Buskbody, a young lady who has carried on the profession of 
mantua-making at Gandercleuch and in the neighbourhood, with great 
success, for about forty years. Knowing her taste for narratives of this 
description, I requested her to look over the loose sheets the morning before 
I waited on her, and enlighten me by the experience which she must have 
acquired in reading through the whole stock of three circulating libraries, 
in Gandercleuch and the two next market-towns. When, with a palpitating 
heart, I appeared before her in the evening, I found her much disposed to be 
complimentary. 

‘‘T have not been more affected,” said she, wiping the glasses of her 
spectacles, “by any novel excepting the Tale of Jemmy and Jenny 
Jessamy, which is indeed pathos itself; but your plan of omitting a formal 
conclusion will never do. You may be as harrowing to our nerves as 


— 


Here lyes ane saint to prelates surly, 

Being John Balfour, sometime of Burley, 
Who stirred up to vengeance take 

For Solemn League and Cov’nant’s sake, 
Upon the Magus-Moor in Fife, 

Did tak James Sharpe the apostate’s life ; 
By Dutchman’s hands was hacked and shot, 
Then drowned in Clyde near this saam spot. 


The return of John Balfour of Kinlock, called Burley, to Scotland, as well as his violent death im the men- 
ner described, is entirely fictitious. He was wounded at Bothwell Bridge, when he uttered the execration 
transferred tc the text, not much in unison with his religious pretensions. He afterwards escaped to Holland, 
where he found refuge, with other ieiives, of that disturbed period. His biographer seems simple enough 

o believe that he ruse high in the Prince of Orange’s favour, and observes, “ That having still a desire to be 
avenged upon those who persecuted the Lord’s cause and people in Scotland, it is said he obtained liberty 
from the Prince for that purpose, but died at sea before his arrival in Scotland: whereby that design was 
never accomplished, and so the land was never cleansed by the blood of them who had shed innocent blood, 
according to the law of the Lord, Gen. ix. 6, Whoso sheddeth man’s blood, by man shail his blood be shed.’’—Scat- 
tish Worthies, p. 522. : : 

{t was reserved for this historian to discover that the moderation of King William, and his prudent anxiety 

v prevent that perpetuating of factious quarrels, which is called in modern times Reaction, were only adopted 
tm consequence of the death of John Balfuur, called Burley. 

The late Mr. Wemyss of Wemyss Hall, in Fifeshire, succeeded to Balfour’s property in Jate times, and had 
several accounts, papers, articles of dress, &c. which belonged to the old homicide. 

His name seems still to exist in Holland or Flanders; for in the Brussels pa,ers of 28th July, 1828, Lieu- 
tenant-Colonel Balfour de Burleigh, is named Commandant of the troops of the King of the Netherlands ig 
the West Indies ¢ ; 
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ou will in the course of your story, but, unless you had the geniue 
of the author of Julia de Roubigne, never let the end be altogether over- 
clouded. Let us see a glimpse of sunshine in the last chapter; it is quite 
essential.” 

‘‘Nothing would be more easy for me, madam, than to comply with 
your injunctions; for, in truth, the parties in whom you have had the 
goodness to be interested, did live long and happily, and begat sons and 
daughters.” 

‘It ig unnecessary, sir,’”? she said, with a slight nod of reprimand, 
“to be particular concerning their matrimonial comforts. But what is 
your objection to let us have, in a general way, a glimpse of their future 
felicity?” 

Really, madam,” said I, “you must be aware that every volume of a 
narrative turns less and less interesting as the author draws to a conclusion ; — 
just like your tea, which, though excellent hyson, is necessarily weaker and 
more insipid in the last cup. Now, as I think the one is by no means im- 
proved by the luscious lump of half dissolved sugar usually found at the 
bottom of it, so I am of opinion that a history, growing already vapid, is but 
dully crutched up by a detail of circumstances which every reader must have 
anticipated, even though the author exhaust on them every flowery epithet 
in the language.” 

“his will not do, Mr. Pattieson,”’ continued the lady. ‘‘ You have, as I 

may say, basted up your first story very hastily and clumsily at the conclusion; 
and, in my trade, I would have cuffed the youngest apprentice who had put 
such a horrid and bungled spot of work out of her hand. And if you do 
not redeem this gross error by telling us all about the marriage of Morton 
and Edith, and what became of the other personages of the story, from Lady 
Margaret down to Goose-Gibbie, I apprize you, that you will not be held to 
have accomplished your task handsomely.” 

‘Well, madam,” I replied, “‘my materials are so ample, that I think I 
can satisfy your curiosity, unless it descend to very minute circumstances 
indeed.” 

“First then,” said she, “for that is most essential,—Did Lady Margaret 
get back her fortune and her castle ?” 

“She did, madam, and in the easiest way imaginable,—as heir, namely, 
to her worthy cousin, Basil Olifant, who died without a will; and thus, by 
his death, not only restored, but even augmented, the fortune of her, whom, 
during his life, he had pursued with the most inveterate malice. John 
Gudyill, reinstated in his dignity, was more important than ever; and 
Cuddie, with rapturous delight, entered upon ti.e cultivation of the mains 
of Tillietudlem, and the occupation of his original cottage. But with the 
shrewd caution of his character, he was never heard to boast of havin 
fired the lucky shot which repossessed his lady and himself in their onigaaa 
habitations. ‘After a’,’ he said to Jenny, who was his only confidant, 
‘auld Basil Olifant was my leddy’s cousin, and a grand gentleman; and 
though he was acting again the law, as I understand, for he ne’er showed 
ony warrant, or required Lord Evandale to surrender, and though I mind 
killing him nae mair than I wad do a muircock, yet it’s just as weel to keep 
a calm sough about it.’ He not only did so, but ingeniously enough coun- 
tenanced a report that old Gudyill had done the deed, which was worth 
many a gill of brandy to him from the old butler, who, far different in dis- 
agi from Cuddie, was much more inclined to exaggerate than suppress 
iis exploits of manhood. — The blind widow was provided for in the most 
comfortable manner, as well as the little guide to the Linn; and” a 

“But what is all this to the marriage—the marriage of the principal per- 
sonages ?” interrupted Miss Buskbody, impatiently tapping her snuff-box. ? 

“The marriage of Morton and Miss Bellenden was delayed for several 
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months, as both went into deep mourning on account of Lord Evandale’s 
death. They were then wedded.” . 

“J hope, not without Lady Margaret’s consent, sir?” said my fair critic. 
“I love books which teach a proper deference in young persons to their 
parents. In a novel, the young people may fall in love without their coun- 
tenance, because it is essential to the necessary intricacy of the story; but 
they must always have the benefit of their consent at last. Even old Del- 
ville received Cecilia, though the daughter of a man of low birth.” 

“And even so, madam,” replied I, ‘‘ Lady Margaret was prevailed on to 
countenance Morton, although the old Covenanter, his father, stuck sorely with 
her for some time. Edith was her only hope, and she wished to see her 
happy. Morton, or Melville Morton, as he was more generally called, stood 
so high in the reputation of the world, and was in every other respect such 
an eligible match, that she put her prejudice aside, and consoled herself 
with the recollection, that marriage went by destiny, as was observed to 
mer, she said, by his most sacred Majesty, Charles the Second of happy 
memory, when she showed him the portrait of her grandfather Fergus, 
third Earl of T’orwood, the handsomest man of his time, and that of Coun- 
tess Jane, his second lady, who had a hump-back and only one eye. This 
was his Majesty’s observation, she said, on one remarkable morning when 
he deigned to take his disjune”’ 

‘“‘ Nay,” said Miss Buskbody, again interrupting me, ‘if she brought 
such authority to countenance her acquiescing in a misalliance, there was 
no more to be said. — And what became of old Mrs. What’s-her-name, the 
housekeeper ?” 

“‘Mrs. Wilson, madam?” answered I. ‘‘She was perhaps the happiest 
of the party ; for once a-year, and not oftener, Mr. and Mrs. Melville Morton 
dined in the great wainscoted-chamber in solemn state,—the hangings being 
all displayed, the carpet laid down, and the huge brass-candlestick set on 
the table, stuck round with leaves of laurel. The preparing the room for 
this yearly festival employed her mind for six months before it came about, 
and the putting matters to rights occupied old Alison the other six; so that 
a single day of rejoicing found her business for all the year round.” 

“And Niel Blane!” said Miss Buskbody. 

** Lived to a good old age, drank ale and brandy with guests of all per- 
suasions, played whig or jacobite tunes as best pleased his customers, and 
died worth as much money as married Jenny to a cock laird. I hope, 
ma’am, you have no other inquiries to make, for really” 

*‘Goose-Gibbie, sir?” said my persevering friend—‘‘ Goose-Gibbie, whose 
ministry was fraught with such consequences to the personages of tbe nar- 
rative ?” 

“Consider, my dear Miss Buskbody — (I beg pardon for the familiarity) 
—hbut pray consider, even the memory of the renowned Scheherazade. that 
Empress of Tale-tellers, could not preserve every circumstance. I an. not 
quite positive as to the fate of Goose-Gibbie, but am inclined to think him 
the same with one Gilbert Dudden, alias Calf-Gibbie, who was whipped 
through Hamilton for stealing poultry.” : 

Miss Buskbody now placed her left foot on the fender, crossed her right 
leg over her knee, lay back on the chair, and looked towards the ceiling. 
When I observed her assume this contemplative mood, I concluded she was 
studying some farther cross-examination, and therefore took my hat ana 
wished oa a hasty good night, ere the Demon of Criticism had supplied 
her with any more queries. In like manner, gentle Reader, returning you 
my thanks for the patience which has conducted you thus far, I taxe the 
liberty to withdraw myself from you for the present. 
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PERORATION. 


Ir was mine earnest wish, most courteous Reader, that the “ Tales of m 
Landlord” should have reached thine hands in one entire sucéession o 
tomes, or volumes. But as I sent some few more manuscript quires, con- 
taining the continuation of these most pleasing narra ives, 1 was apprized, 
somewhat unceremoniously, by my publisher, that he did not approve of 
novels (as he injuriously called these real histories) extending beyond four 
volumes, and, if I did not agree to the first four being published separately, 
he threatened to decline the article. (O, ignorance! as if the vernacular 
article of our mother English were capable of declension!) Whereupon, 
somewhat moved by his remonstrances, and more by heavy charges for 
print and paper, which he stated to have been already incurred, I have 
resolved that these four volumes shall be the heralds or avant-couriers of 
the Tales which are yet in my possession, nothing doubting that they will 
be eagerly devoured, and the remainder anxiously demanded, by the unan- 
imous voice of a discerning public. I rest, esteemed Reader, thine as thou 
shalt construe me, JEDEDIAH CLEISHBOTHAM, 


GaxDERCLEUCH, Nov. 15, 1818. 
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